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ADVERTISEMENT 

TO  THE  FIFTH  EDITION. 


Various  biographers  of  Cowper  have  appeared 
since  the  Autl\pr  sketched  the  following  Life^ 
now  nearly  eighteen  years  ago.  By  some^  indeed, 
the  subject  has  been  literally  exhausted,  and  vo- 
lumes were  drawn  from  materials  so  scanty,  that 
they  border  on  the  celebrated  migrations  from  the 
'*  blue  bed  to  the  brown,"  which  constitute  the 
personal  history  of  the  recluse  of  Olney.  In  the 
opinion  of  the  Public,  or  at  least  of  the  critics,  this 
was  the  only  en;or  that  Mr  Hayley  committed ; 
and  in  an  age  like  thepreiSent,  when  the  literature 
of  the  country  is  scooping  for  itself  so  many  new 
and  unwonted  channels,  and  the  cry  is  "  econo- 
my of  price  as  well  as  of  time,  the  maximum  of 
information  in  the  minimum  of  space,"  it  seems 
somewhat  odd,  that  his  example  should  have 
been  followed  rather  than  avoided.  At  the  same 
time,  it  may  be  safely  admitted,  that  brevity  has 
its  blemishes  as  well  as  bulkiness ;  and  on  this 
principle,  the  first  biographer  of  Cowper  in  the 
wake  of  Mr  Hayley,  in  re-addressing  himself 
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to  an  early  study,  has  been  induced  to  extend 
the  originad  Memdr  very  nearly  a  half.  Change 
generally  leads  to  extension ;  and  as  a  man  should 
learn  something  during  eighteen  years  by  i»« 
search,  reflection,  and  comparison  of  notes,  he  ven- 
tures to  hope,  that  the  Memoir  now  prefixed  to  the 
Poems  of  Cowper,  with  all  its  faults,  will  be  found 
at  least  the  most  con^poct  that  has  yet  Appeared. 

DuMFBiBs,  June  1837* 
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EDITOR'S  PREFACE 

TO  THE  SECOND  EDITION. 


About  two  years  ago  the  Publishers  of  the  pre- 
sent volume^  having  resolved  to  print  a  new 
edition  of  Cowper's  Works,  applied  to  me  to 
furnish  them  with  a  short  account  of  the  Au- 
dior's  life.  This  task,  after  considerable  hesita- 
tion, I  agreed  to  execute.  I  was  not  only  aware 
of  my  own  unfitness  for  the  undertaking,  hum- 
ble and  commonplace  as  it  is,  but  I  had  many 
doubts  as  to  the  propriety  of  engaging  in  any 
thing  that  might  seem  to  interfere  with  the 
labours  of  Mr  Hayley,  to  whom  the  public  are 
under  so  many  obligations.  On  the  other  hand, 
it  occurred  to  me,  that  the  bulkiness  and  ex- 
pense of  that  gentleman's  work  rendered  it  in  a 
great  measure  inaccessible  to  ordinary  readers ; 
and  that,  instead  of  a  condensed  and  connected 
view  of  the  life  and  character  of  the  poet,  it  is 
chiefly  filled  with  a  large  selection  from  his  pri- 
vate correspondence,  which  the  biographer  has 
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6  PREFACE. 

mardy  bound  together  vnA  a  km  detaohod  panu 
gn^h»y  to  preserve  the  comiezioii  of  each  series 
of  letters^  and  render  the  sulgect  of  them  utteL. 
l%;ibie.  Bnt^  as  the  Edmhai^  Reviewers  justly 
remark,  this  plan  of  Inography  ^^  requires  so 
nradi  room  far  its  exeeation,  and  consequently 
so  mudi  money  and  so  much  leisure  in  those  who 
wish  to  be  masters  a£  it^  that  it  ought  to  he  re* 
served  for  those  great  and  eminent  diaracters 
that  are  likdy  to  excite  an  interest  among  all 
orders  and  generaticms  of  mankind.  While  the 
biogn^hy  of  Shakspeare  and  Bacon  shrinks  into 
the  comer  of  an  octavo,  we  cannot  hdp  wonder- 
ing that  the  history  of  the  sequestered  Ufe  of 
Cowper  should  have  extended  into  two  quarto 
volumes."  • 

In  the  whole  range  of  English  literature^  there 
is  perhaps  not  a  single  author  who  is  more  univer. 
sally  pc^^ular  than  CWper.  While  the  works  of : 
sMne  of  our  greatest  poets  are  left  to  dumber  upon 
the  shelves,  hia  are  perpetually  upm  the  msnteL 
piece  or  the  table;  and  although  there  may  be  some 
in  theforemost  rank  of  our  immortab  whose  geniiu 
awakens  a  deeper  soitiment  of  veneration,  there 
is  none  whose  writings  come  more  direct^  hcoie 
to  the  "  business  and  bosoms"  of  all  dassea  of 
our  oountrymoi.  Even  in  the  rel^ous  woild^ 
where  so  few  of  the  poets  are  admitted  into  tlie 
list  of  innocent  or  edifying  authors,  Cowper  en- 
joys a  high  and  unequaUed  popularity ;  and  when 
the  judicious  matteac  or  daughter  thinks  of  add- 
ing to  the  library  of  a  distant  son  or  brother-*-of 
sdecting  a  companion  for  h^  own  morning  walk 


d  by  Google 


PREFACE.  7 

r  of  affixlog  her  Baaaeto  •  Ktceary  gil^  ivhicli 
she  wiiheB  to  be  pmed  for  its  own  sake  as  wett 
as  that  of  the  giTer, ''  The  Task"  is  genmJly  ihe 
fitst  Tokme  that  presents  itsdf  to  her  thou^^its* 
Ib  &ety  such  is  the  £une  of  Cowper,  that  new 
editions  of  his  works,  in  some  shape  or  other, 
lureahnost  constantly  issuing  ftom  the  press;  and 
it  has  always  struck  me  as  singular^  that  not  one 
of  tiiese  editions  that  I  haTe  seen  is  acoompanied 
by  any  thing  Hke  a  memoir  of  the  author.  What 
common  sense  snd  custom  have  in  sll  agesunitsd, 
editors  and  puUiahers  hate,  in  this  instance^  ooiu 
trived  to  divide;  aiM^  by  an  arrangement  some* 
what  wiuniBteal,  the  admirers  of  a  poet,  whose 
original  productions  can  be  comprised  in  one 
pocket  volume,  are  referred^  for  the  few  particu*. 
kffs  of  his  retired  and  solitary  Ufe,  to  a  work 
extending  to  ten  times  the  siae.  It  is  not  my 
wiidi,  however,  to  depreciate  the  editorial  labours 
of  Mr  Hayley.  All  I  contend  for  is,  that  the 
biography,  fi]^  the  poetry  of  Cowper,  i^ouid  be 
flaoed  vdthin  the  readi  of  all,  either  by  prefix- 
ing it  to  the  diffiarrait  editions  of  his  poems,  oi  by 
seducing  it  to  a  cheaper  and  more  convenient  form^ 
as  a  separate  work.  Much^  no  doubt^  might  be 
said  in  praise  of  the  poet's  qiistolary  style ;  but 
his  letters,  lively  and  nna£&eted  as  th^  are,  would 
be  mich  more  prised  wcte  they  r^Hinted  upon 
a  meie  rigid  pondple  of  seleetion,  and  without 
any  view  to  that  arrai^ement  which  seems  to  im- 
pose on  us  the  necessity  of  perusing  the  fthole  iSe- 
ries. When  the  history  of  a  favourite  author  is 
presaited  to  the  reader  in  convenient  dimensions^ 
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he  can  lift  the  book  at  any  leisure  moment^  and/ 
in  this  way,  soon  becomes  familiar  with  the  sub- 
ject; but  wh^i  the  same  matter,  or  at  least  the 
same  facts,  come  before  him  in  the  formidable 
shape  of  two  quarto  volumes,  he  is  extremely  apt 
to  delay,  like  Felix,  the  performance  of  a  medi- 
tated duty  till  a  more  conyenient  season,  and  may 
die  before  he  has  carried  his  intention  into  efiect. 
To  these  observations  I  have  only  to  add)  that 
the  Memoir  prefixed  to  the  present  edition  is  tou 
tally  different  from  that  which  appeared  anony- 
mously in  the  same  work,  more  than  twelve 
months  ago.  From  the  diminutive  size  in  which 
the  volume  first  appeared,  and  some  other  cir- 
cumstances, I  had  been  misled  as  to  the  dass  of 
readers  into  whose  hands  it  was  likely  to  fall ; 
and  I  was  therefore  not  only  careful  to  confine 
the  narrative  within  moderate  bounds,  but  also 
thought  it  expedient  to  suppress  many  general 
i«foarks  that  naturally  arose  on  the  subject,  from 
an  opinion  that  they  mi^t  not  be  relished  or  ap- 
preciated. But  the  work  having  run  rapidly  to  a 
second  edition,  I  have  been  induced  to  revise  and 
extend  the  only  portion  of  it  that  can  be  termed 
original ;  and,  as  the  task  confided  to  me  implies 
nothing  beyond  industry^  I  believe  I  may  take 
credit  to  myself  for  having  brought  within  a  very 
moderate  compass  the  more  important  memorabi- 
lia of  the  life  and  writings  of  Wiujam  Cowpeh. 

Dumfries,  1st  September  1819. 
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MEMOIR 

or 

WILLIAM  COWPER, 

OP  TRB  INNBB  TBMPLB,  ESQ. 


That  the  temperament  of  genius  is  akin  to  that  of 
insanity,  or,  as  Dryden  more  vividly  expresses  it, 
that 

*'  Great  wits  are  sure  to  madness  near  allied. 
And  thin  partitions  do  their  bounds  divide,**— 

is  an  observation  eminently  calculated  to  check  the 
enthusiasm  of  those  who,  in  their  passion  for  distinc- 
tion, look  with  disdain  upon  the  possessor  of  common 
qualities,  and  the  happiness  of  a  private  station.  The 
transition  from  the  philosopher  in  his  study,  who, 
with  Newton,  expounds  the  laws  of  the  universe,  tp 
the  bedlamite,  who  has  renewed  his  childhood  and 
spends  his  hours  in  the  emplojrments  of  the  nursery, 
is  a  spectacle  so  mortif3ring  to  the  pride  of  intellect, 
and,  like  the  doctrine  of  miracles,  implies  such  a  de- 
parture from  the  established  order  of  <iie  moral  world, 
that  were  it  not  fbr  the  frequency  of  its  occurrence, 
it  would  probably  challenge  an  equal  portion  of 
nnbdief.  Yet  the  lives  of  literary  men  have  too 
often  confirmed  the  remark  of  the  poet,  and  afibrded 
at  once  a  triumph  to  dulness,  and  a  ss^utary  caution 
to  those  who  inherit  the  excitable  constitution  fif  ge- 
nius. The  most  admirable  mechanism  is  soonest 
liable  to  derangement,  and  the  fancy  that  soars  to  the 
farthest  verge  of  reason  may  easily  penetrate  the  *'  thki 
partitions,"  and  plunge  into  the  dreadful  abyss  beyond. 
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Never  were  these  remarks  more  strikingly  exempli- 
fied than  in  the  experience  of  William  Cowpeil, — 
an  author  equally  celebrated  for  the  splendour  of  his 
talents  and  the  piety  and  innocence  of  his  life.  Pos- 
sessing a  mind  deeply  imbued  with  knowledge,  not 
unfortified  by  phUetophy,  and  latterly  the  seat  of  the 
purest  religion,  he  early  fell  a  victim  to  that  morbid 
sensibility  which  renders  high  intellect  of  small  avail, 
and  united  in  his  own  character  qualities  which  by 
turns  lead  us  to  exult  in  the  dignity  and  mourn  over 
the  weakness  of  human  nature. 

This  interesting  writer  was  bom  at  G^reat  Berk. 
hamstead,  in  Hertfordshire,  on  the  26th  of  November 
(N.  S.),  1731.  His  father,  John  Cowper,  D.  D., 
Rector  of  that  parish  and  Chaplain  to  G^rge  the 
Second,  was  the  second  son  of  Spencer  Cowper,  a 
Judge  in  the  Court  of  Common  Pleas,  and  nephew  of 
the  Lord  Chancellor  of  the  same  name.  His  mother, 
Anne,  daughter  of  Roger  Donne,  Esq.  of  Ludham- 
hall,  in  the  county  of  Norfolk,  was  allied  to  several 
noble  houses,  which  in  their  turn  traced  their  pedi- 
gree  to  Henry  the  Third,  king  of  England ;  and  in 
tills  way,  we  are  told,  <<the  highest  blood  in  the 
realm  flowed  in  the  veins  of  the  modest  and  unassum- 
ing Cowper."  It  is  fortunate,  however,  for  posterity 
and  his  own  fame,  that  he  was  destined  to  asinie 
to  a  more  imperishable,  as  well  as  mere  exalting, 
species  of  distinction.  The  eelmt  of  tracing  his  im« 
mediate  descent  from  two  Inrothers  who  had  both  ob- 
tained seats  in  the  House  of  Peers,  mi^t  weigh  with 
his  contemporaries,  but  is  quite  lost  upon  i>ostetity  ; 
and  it  is  edifying  to  reflect  that,  so  nobly  has  genius 
repaid  its  bonowed  lustre,  after  a  brief  lapse  of  time, 
the  name  of  Lord  Chancellor  Thurlow,  beyond  the  pale 
of  political  history  and  legal  knowledge,  owed  its  chief 
distinction  to  William  Cowper,  his  Lordship^s  poetical 
and  gifted  fHend.  Andin  this  undoubtedly  thehisterian 
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did  well;  fot  what  arfll  the  pwrithing  honouii  which 
the  breath  of  royalty  canconftr,  compaied  to  that  divioe 
afflatof — that  undying  halo^  whiob^  like  the  lonl  from 
whidi  it  emanates,  ii  immortal  and  indestructible  ? 
Where  are  now  the  long  line  of  Babylonian  princea, 
with  their  gorf^oos  palaces  and  cloud-capped  towers  ? 
What  has  become  of  the  whole  race  of  the  Ptole*. 
mies  ?  Alas !  so  little  do  we  know  of  theonce  mighty 
Babel,  that  geometry  itself  is  pusiled  to  detect  with 
c»tainty  the  spot  where  it  stood ;  while  eyen  the  py- 
ramids of  Egypt,  those  stupendous  piles  which  appeaa 
to  be  as  enduring  as  the  everlasting  hills,  have  been 
unable  to  transmit  to  posterity  the  names  of  tho 
fimnders.  But  amidst  the  lapse  of  ages  and  the  reyo* 
Intions  of  empires,  something  is  still  preserted  in  the 
Ark  of  genius;  and  such  is  the  omnipotence  of  mind 
compaied  to  matter,  that  even  the  little  pencil  of 
Apdles,  the  chisel  (tf  Phidias,  the  ballads  of  the  men^ 
dicant  Homer,  and  the  improvising  of  the  niarQaed 
Socrates,  have  been  able  to  e&ct  more  than  all  ^« 
towers  and  temples  of  Tyre  and  Thebes,  Palmyra  and 
Babylon.  The  author  of  the  <<  Fairy  Queen"  was 
similarly  situated  with  regard  to  the  Spencers ;  and 
the  historian  Gibbon  spoke  well  and  wisely,  when  he 
admonished  the  members  of  that  ancient  fiuaoily  to 
prise  the  poem  alluded  to  as  by  fiu:  the  richest  gem  in 
their  coronet. 

C!owper's  mother,  who  died  in  1737y  i^  the  cady  age 
of  thirty-fbur,  appears  to  have  been  a  woman  of  gteaft 
sweetness  of  temper,  as  wdl  as  considerable  mental 
endowments.  Of  several  children,  the  fruit  of  her 
union  with  Dr  Cowper,  two  only  survived  their  pa>. 
rents ;  WiUiam,  the  subject  of  this  memoir,  and  John, 
who  afterwards  became  a  clergyman,  and  a  fellow  of 
Bene*t  (now  Corpus  Christi)  College,  Cambridge. 
But  although  this  excellent  and  affectionate  parent  was 
torn  from  the  future  poet  before  he  had  completed  hfa 
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lizth  yatSy  bar  vutuea  Mtm  to  have  made  an  impreaalon 
up9n  hia  mindy  which  neither  time  nor  interconxae  with 
the^warld  could  efface;  and  the  touching  picture  he  haa 
given  of  her  maternal  care  and  fcmdnesa,  appears  more 
like  the  vivid  recollectiona  of  manhood,  than  the  faint 
rtminitoeneea  o£  infimcy.  Bxceptiag  where  the  ind- 
denta  have  been  of  a  striking  or  uncommon  nature, 
there  tae  few  persona  who  can  recall  much  of  what 
paaaed  within  ihi  walls  of  the  nursery ;  and  p^h^pa, 
of  those  who  love  to  entertain  us  with  the  history  of 
aueh  eaplo^,  the  greater  part  are  more  indebted  to 
the  loquacity  lof  Mends  than  their  own  unassisted  re- 
oallection.  But  in  the  case  of  Cowper  this  remark 
will  hardly  ^>ply.  Having  been  early  separated  from 
his  fimiily,  he  afterwards  had  little  opportunity  of  con- 
versing with  any  one  who  can  be  supposed  to  have 
taken  much  intereat  in  his  juvenile  history ;  yet  on  re- 
ceiving his  mother's  picture,  after  the  long  interval  of 
fi^-two  years,  he  gave  vent  to  his  feelings  in  a  poem 
ikaught  with  so  much  pathos  and  individuality  of  de- 
acxiption,  as  to  leave  no  doubt  that  he  drew  from  his 
memory  rathor  than  his  imagination.  The  image  of 
one  so  dear  seems  to  have  been  perpetually  before  him, 
And  in  a  letter  to  Mr  Hill  we  find  the  following  paa- 
aage : — '•*'  I  can  truly  say,  that  not  a  week  passes 
(p^haps  I  might  with  equal  veracity  say  a  day)  in 
which  I  do  not  think  of  her :  such  was  the  impres- 
sion her  tenderness  made  upon  me,  though  the  op- 
portunity she  had  for  showing  it  was  so  short," 

On  the  death  of  his  mother,  he  was  placed  un- 
der the  care  of  Dr  Pitman,  who  then  kept  a  conai. 
derable  school  at  Market  Street,  in  Hertfordshire, 
within  a  few  miles  of  his  Other's  residence.*     But 


•  In  Cowpcr's  own  Memoir,  this  village  is  stated  to  be  in  Bed- 
fordshire, while  Hayley  places  it  in  Hertfordshire.  Both  state- 
ments are  correct,  as  the  boundary-line  between  the  two  ooaB- 
tles  passes  directly  through  it. 
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htatt  he  Was  tike  b  tender  gfeenhouse  plane  timt  has 
been  suddenly  transferfed  from  a  heated  atmosphac 
to  the  chiUmg  inflaence  of  the  open  air.  Childrai 
not  unfiequently  display  very  great  quickness  in 
detecting  any  peculiarity  of  manner  or  disposition^ 
whether  in  their  equals  or  their  seniors ;  and  the  ex* 
cessive  gentleness  and  sensibility  of  the  poet's  natiiM^ 
instead  of  exciting,  as  in  after-life,  tihe  sympathy  of 
his  companions,  oidy  exposed  him  to  continual  psrse- 
cution.  He  complidnsof  one  boy  in  particnlari  who^ 
at  the  age  of  fifteen,  was  a  perfect  adept  in  the  art  Of 
tonnenting,  and  who  maliciously  singled  him  ont  aS 
an  object  on  which  to  vent  the  cruelty  of  his  dispositiom 
But  the  barbarity  of  this  little  tyrant  being  at  length 
discorerra,  he  was  expelled  from  the  school,  though 
not  until  his  savage  conduct  had  impressed  oo  Cow- 
per's  mind  such  a  dread  of  his  figure,  that  he  confesses 
he  was  ^^  afiraid  to  lift  his  eyes  upon  him  higher  thaa 
his  knees,  and  knew  him  better  by  his  shoe-buckles 
than  by  any  other  part  of  his  dress."  Those  who 
ascribe  to  accidental  circumstances  and  eely  impies* 
Bions  an  the  diversity  that  prevails  in  human  chame^ 
ter,  might  no  doubt  refer  to  this  and  similar  inddents 
88  sttfllcient  to  account  for  that  habitual  melancholy 
and  depression  of  spirits  which  formed  the  bane  of 
the  poet's  life ;  and  it  seems  at  least  certain,  that  it 
Was  here  he  imbibed  those  prejudices  which  he  has  so 
doquently  recorded  in  his  poem  on  public  seminaries. 
He  himself  thinks  that  his  first  serious  impression  of 
religion  occurred  at  this  time;  for  it  was  while  rumi- 
nating on  past  sufierings,  and  expecting  every  mo- 
ment to  be  visited  by  his  tormentor,  that  a  text  of 
Scripture  (^  I  will  not  fear  what  flesh  can  do  unto 
me*')  came  into  his  mind,  which  '<  he  applied  to  his 
own  case  with  a  degree  of  trust  and  confidence  in 
God,  that  would  have  been  no  disgrace  to  a  mudi 
more  experienced  Christian." 

B  2 
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At  the  age  of  eight  hii  friends  became  alarmed  hf 
the  appeatance  of  ^Mcks  on  his  eyes ;  and  immedi- 
ately placed  him  under  the  care  of  a  femafe  residing  in 
liondon  who  had  become  celebrated  as  an  oculist.  But 
although  the  prescriptions  of  this  person  did  not  en- 
tirely remove  his  complaint,  yet,  at  the  end  i^  two 
years,  during  which  be  remained  under  her  care,  his 
si^t  was  so  far  restored  that  he  was  enabled  to  attend 
Westminster  school,  where,  four  years  afterwards,  he 
was  attacked  by  the  smallpox, — a  distemper  which 
had  the  singular  eSkd  of  improving  his  sight,  and,  as 
he  playfrdly  remarks,  <<  proved  the  better  ocalist  of  the 
two."  His  eyes,  however,  still  continued  weak,  and 
through  life  were  subject  to  inflammation.  Of  the  lit. 
tie  stock  of  learning  he  carried  with  him  to  West. 
minster,  or  of  his  progress  while  there,  we  have  a 
very  imperfect  account ;  and  in  this  instance  one  of 
his  biographers  seems  to  substitute  an  o]Mnion  for  a 
fkct,  and  tells  us  that  he  left  that  celebrated  seminary 
at  the  age  of  eighteen,  with  classical  attainments  of 
the  first  order.  His  constitutional  malady  here  began 
to  develop  itself  in  fits  of  despondency  and  lowness  of 
spirits ;  and  he  had  frequent  intimations  of  a  con- 
sumptive habit.  But  this  no  one  knew  but  himself; 
for,  with  a  feding  not  unnatural  in  a  boy,  he  regarded 
every  kind  of  bodily  ailment  as  a  disgrace. 

Having  finished  his  academical  studies,  he  returned 
to  his  father,  and,  after  a  vacation  of  about  nine  months, 
was  sent  to  Mr  Chapman,  a  respectable  solicitor  in 
London,  for  the  purpose  of  acquiring  the  practice  of 
the  law.  But  this,  as  might  be  anticipated,  was  a  pur. 
suit  very  little*  suited  to  his  disposition ;  and,  like  the 
youths  whom  Pope  satirizes,  we  may  safely  infer  that 
he  derived  more  pleasure  from  penning  a  sonnet  than 
engrossing  a  law.paper.  His  master,  being  a  man 
of  no  great  application  himself,  and  probably  not  over- 
burdened with  business,  left  his  hopeful  apprentice 
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pretty  mnch  to  Ms  own  guidance,  as  sufficiently  ap- 
pean  from  the  following  quotation : — ''  I  did/'  be 
says  in  a  letter  to  his  cousin,  Lady  Hesketh,  **  ae- 
tually  live  three  years  with  Mr  Chapman,  a  solici- 
tor ;  that  is  to  say,  I  slept  three  years  in  his  house ; 
but  I  lived,  that  is  to  say,  I  spent  my  days,  in  South- 
ampton-row,  as  you  very  well  remember.*  There  was 
I,  and  the  future  Lord  Chancellor,'!'  constantly  em- 
ployed fVom  morning  to  night  in  giggling,  and  mak- 
ing giggle^  instead  of  studying  the  law." 

It  was  at  this  time  that  he  formed  an  attachment, 
which  has  been  represented  by  several  of  his  biogra- 
phers as  having  exercised  a  melancholy  influence  over 
the  whole  of  his  after-life.  The  object  of  his  affec- 
tions was  Theodora  Jane,  the  beautiful  and  accom- 
plished daughter  of  his  uncle,  Ashley  Cowper,  who, 
on  the  ostensible  ground  that  marriage  was  impn^per 
between  persons  so  nearly  related,  refused  his  consent 
to  their  union.  Cowper,  however,  considered  this 
ob^tion  of  so  little  weight,  that  he  still  hoped  it 
might  be  overcome ;  but  when  he  found  the  determi- 
nation of  her  father  unalterable,  his  intercourse  with 
her  ceased,  and  from  that  moment  the  lovers  never 
again  met.  j;  The  depth  of  his  feelings  may  be  ga- 
thered from  the  following  beautiful  Unes,  addressed  to 
her  sister.  Lady  Hesketh  :-— 

*•  Ooom'd,  as  I  am,  in  solitude  to  waste 
The  present  moments,  and  regret  the  past ; 
X>epriTed  of  every  joy  I  valued  most,— 
My  friend  torn  from  me,  and  my  mistress  lost. 
Call  not  this  gloom  I  wear,  this  anxious  mien. 
The  dull  effect  of  humour,  or  of  spleen ! 
Still,  still  I  mourn,  with  each  returning  day, 
HiroS  snatch'd  by  fiste  in  early  youth  away; 

*  His  uncle  resided  in  Southampton-row. 

+  Thurlow,  who  at  that  time  was  his  fellow.clerk. 

^  The  lady,  whose  affection  neithei^time  nor  absence  dimi- 
nished, died  unmarried  in  October  1824. 

i  Sir  WUliam  Russell,  the  poet*s  school-fellow  at  Westmin- 
ster, and  favourite  friend,  who  was  cut  off  by  a  premature  death 
while  bathing  in  the  lliames. 


d  by  Google 


26  MEMOIR  OF 

And  lier— 4hrou{(h  tediotra  years  of  doubt  ami  paia , 
Fi&'d  in  her  choice*  and  foithful— but  in  vain. 
O,  prone  to  pity,  generous,  and  sincere, 
Who&e  eye  ne'er  yet  refused  the  wretch  a  tear  $ 
Whose  heart  the  real  claim  of  friendship  knows. 
Nor  thinks  a  lover's  are  but  fancied  woes; 
See  me,  e'er  yet  my  distant  course  half  done, 
Cast  forth  a  wanderer  on  a  wild  unknown  I 
See  me  neglected  on  the  world's  rude  coast. 
Each  dear  companion  of  my  vovage  lost ! 
Nor  ask  why  clouds  of  sorrow  shade  my  brow. 
And  ready  tears  wait  only  leave  to  flow ; 
Why  all  that  sooths  a  heart  firom  anguish  flree> 
All  that  delights  the  happy,  palls  with  me." 

At  the  expiration  of  his  nominal  apprenticeship 
he  took  chambers  in  the  Temple,  where  he  resided 
nearly  twelve  years,  although  it  does  not  appear  that 
the  air  or  retirement  of  the  place  had  any  efiect  in 
reconciling  him  to  his  professional  studies.  On 
the  contrary,  he  makes  the  plainest  confession  of 
his  negligence  as  to  all  such  pursuits,  in  a  letter 
written  many  years  afterwards  to  his  friend  Mr  Rose, 
who  was  then  assiduously  preparing  himself  iar 
the  duties  of  the  Bar.  "  The  colour  of  our  whole 
life,*'  he  says  very  justly,  *^  is  generally  such  as  the 
three  or  four  first  years,  in  which  we  are  our  own 
masters,  make  it.  Then  it  is  that  we  may  be  said  to 
shape  our  own  destiny,  and  to  treasure  up  for  ourselves 
a  series  of  future  successes  or  disappointments.  Had  I 
employed  my  time  as  wisely  as  you,  in  a  situation 
very  similar  to  yours,  I  had  never  been  a  poet  per, 
haps,  but  I  might  by  this  time  have  acquired  a  cha- 
racter of  more  importance  in  society  ;  and  a  situation 
in  which  my  friends  would  have  been  better  pleased  to 
see  me.  But  three  years  misspent  in  an  attorney's 
<^ce,  were  almost  of  course  followed  by  several  more 
equaUy  misspent  in  the  Temple ;  and  the  consequence 
has  been,  as  the  Italian  epitaph  says, '  Sto  qui,*  (Here 
I  am !)  The  only  use  I  can  make  of  myself  now,  at 
least  the  best,  is  to  serve  in  ierrorem  to  others,  when 
occasion  may  happen  to  offer,  that  they  may  escape 
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f  fo  fiff  as  my  admonitioiift  ean  ha^e  any  weight  with 
them)  my  folly  and  my  fete.*'*  A  man's  incUnationy 
however,  is  in  gener^  no  bad  index  to  his  talents, 
and  on  this  principle  it  may  be  fairly  doubted  whe- 
ther Cowper  eould  have  ever  become  eminent,  even  as 
a  chamber-counseL  If  his  habitual  diffidence  was 
such  as  to  disqtialify  him  from  reading  a  printed  pa- 
per at  the  table  of  the  House  of  Lords,  how  was 
he  to  acquire  the  art  of  extemporaneous  eloquence, 
and  conquer  the  numerous  difficulties  of  a  prc^ssion 
which  of  all  others  requires  the  most  perfect  ease  and 
self-possession  ?  At  all  events  posterity  will  rejoice, 
that  instead  of  shining  on  the  bench  or  at  the  bar, 
and  engaging  in  pursuits  which  might  have  diverted 
his  talents  fiom  their  natural  channel,  he  spent  his 
days  in  a  sequestered  village ;  and  by  digging  in  the 
most  fertile  of  all  mines,  his  own  capacious  genius, 
bequeathed  to  us  a  treasure  which  will  endure  as  long 
as  our  language  is  .spoken  or  written,  and  of  which 
the  whole  human  race  may  be  denominated  legatees. 
If  it  can  be  said  that  Cowper  ever  lived  like  a  man 
of  the  world,  it  was  during  his  residence  in  the  Tem- 
ple; for,  notwithstanding  biS  natural  shyness,  he  be- 
came acquainted  with  several  distinguished  litdrary 
characters,  by  whom  he  was  highly  esteemed  for  his 
powers  of  wit  and  pleasantry.  Among  these,  particu- 
lar mention  is  made  of  the  Duncombes,  Bonnel 
Thornton,  Golman,  and  Lloyd.  To  aid  the  former  he 
translated  several  odes  of  Horace,  while  he  assisted 
the  two    latter    by  occasionally  fUmishing    essays 


*  These  reflections  will  remiod  many  of  a  weIl.knowii  passage 
In  Bunu'  ••  Vision." 

'*  Had  I  to  guid  advice  but  harkit, 
I  might  by  this  hae  led  a  market. 
Or  strutted  in  a  bank,  an'  clarkit 

My  cash-account ; 
While  here  hall^mad*  half.fled,  balf.sarkit. 
b  a' the  amount'* 
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fox  their  periodical  named  the  Connoisseux.  Thne 
of  these  have  been  reprinted  hy  Mr  Hayley,  and 
one  of  them  in  particular  (a  paper  on  Secrecy) 
seems  worthy  of  being  phiced  by  the  side  of  the  hap^ 
piest  efforts  of  Addison  and  Mackenzie.  Indeed  its 
perusal  will  lead  some  readers  to  regret  that  the  au* 
thor  did  not  oftener  turn  his  attention  to  this  delight- 
ful sx>ecies  of  composition.  Lloyd,  the  joint-editor  of 
that  publication,  lived,  as  is  wdl  known,  entirely  by 
his  literary  labours,  and  it  has  been  supposed  that 
Cowper,  who  felt  for  his  necessities,  furnished  him 
with  many  pieces  both  in  prose  and  verse,  which  he 
never  afterwards  claimed.  It  is  also  pretty  evident, 
that  at  this  time  he  not  only  overrated  his  friend's 
talents,  but  was  in  a  great  measure  a  stranger  to  his 
own,  otherwise  we  must  consider  the  fact  of  his  writ* 
ing  as  the  concealed  assistant  of  Lloyd  as  a  very 
singular  instance  of  condescension.  It  must  be  ad- 
mitted, however,  that  Cowper^s  productions,  during 
the  twelve  years  he  resided  in  the  Temple,  were 
not  voluminous;  and  if  authorship  be  made  the 
only  test  of  industry,  we  must  agree  with  those  cri- 
tics who  have  pronounced  him  a  very  idle  student 
from  the  age  of  twenty-one  to  thirty-three.  But  on 
the  other  hand  it  may  be  said,  that  the  art  of  compos- 
ing well — an  art  which  certainly  does  not  come  by 
instinct — ^requires  of  itself  a  very  long  apprenticeship, 
and  it  is  probable  that  in  forming  his  taste,  Cowper, 
like  every  man  of  genius,  in  the  course  of  his 
various  studies,  destroyed  much  of  what  he  wrote ; 
and  that  in  this  way  his  active  and  inquiring  mind 
may  have  found  sufficient  employment  in  improving 
those  powers  which,  at  the  age  of  fifly,  burst  forth 
like  a  new  talent  to  delight  and  edify  his  country, 
men.*    One  of  the  first  poets  of  the  present  day,  in  a 

«  As  a  striking  contrast  to  the  excessive  dilBdence  of  Cow- 
per*s  character,  and  the  slow  growth,  or  at  least  slow  develop* 
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brief  notiee  of  Cowper^  with  which  he  has  lately  Ik. 
TDured  the  world,  mentions,  that  although  he  lived  in 
the  very  focus  of  conTivial  society  while  a  student  in 
the  Temple,  he  never  partook  of  its  intemperance. 
This  remark  may  be  nearly  correct,  although  there  is 

ment»  of  his  talents,  it  may  not  be  unuseftil  to  introduce  here 
an  anecdote,  which  Sir  Nathaniel  Wraxall  has  preserved  of  his 
great  conteniporary  William  Pitt. 

*•  It  wa*  in  reply  to  Lord  Nugent  that  Pitt  first  broke  silence 
from  under  the  gallery,  on  the  opposition  side  of  the  House. 
The  same  composure,  self-possession,  and  imposing  dignity  d 
manner^  which  afterwards  so  eminently  characterized  him  when 
seated  on  the  Treasury  Bench,  distinguished  him  in  this  first 
eHBy  of  bis  powers,  though  he  then  wanted  three  months  to  have 
completed  his  twenty-second  year.  The  same  nervous,  corrects 
and  polished  diction,  free  from  any  inaccuracy  of  language,  or 
GmbanaaanBent  of  deportment,  which,  as  first  minister,  he  sub- 
sequently displayed,  were  equally  manifested  on  this  occasion. 
Formed  fbr  a  popular  assembly,  he  seemed  made  to  guide  its  de. 
liberations,  from  the  first  moment  that  he  addressed  the  mem- 
bers composing  it.  But  a  circumstance  which  will  more  forci- 
bly exemplify  this  assertion  than  any  description,  I  must  not 
omit.  Lord  Qeorge  Germain  having  occasion  to  make  some 
verbal  communication  to  Wellbore  Ellis,  who  sat  near  him,  they 
continued  during  a  few  moments  to  whisper  each  other,  white 
Mr  Pitt  was  speaking.  Offbnded  at  such  an  apparent  inatten- 
tion on  the  part  of  two  individuals  so  high  in  office,  he  suddenly 
suspended  his  discourse;  and  then,  looking  round  upon  the 
Hoose,  wbich  was  all  ear,  he  said,  with  a  manner  and  in  a  tone 
still  more  impressive  than  the  reproof^  *  I  shall  wait  till  the 
Agamemnon  of  the  present  day  has  finished  bis  consultation  with 
the  Nestor  of  the  Treasury  Bench.'  The  observation  wbieh,  in- 
dependent  of  its  classic  beauty  and  its  severity,  arose  from  an  ac- 
cident impossible  to  have  been  foreseen,  it  was  obvious  could  not 
be  premeditated ;  and  its  efBscty  not  only  on  the  two  persons  to 
whom  it  was  specially  directed,  but  on  the  House  at  large,  was 
electric.  Lora  George  and  Mr  Ellis,  in  some  confusion,  in- 
stantly ttfumed  their  fbrmer  attitudes,  and  Mr  Pitt  experienoed 
no  farther  interruption.  All  men  beheld  in  him  at  once  a  fu- 
ture minister ;  and  the  opposition,  oveijoyed  at  such  an  acces. 
siaaofstreDgth,  vied  with  each  other  in  their  encomiums^  m 
well  as  in  their  predictions  of  his  certain  elevation.  Burke  ex- 
claimed, that  «  he  was  not  merely  a  chip  of  the  old  block,  but 
the  old  block  itself.'  Nor  did  Fox  do  less  justice  to  the  talents 
of  this  new  competitor  for  power,  popularity,  and  employment 
But  neither  he  nor  Burke  were  probably  aware  of  the  profound 
and  rciG[ulated,  but  soaring  ambition,  which  animated  him  to  as- 
pire, without  passing  through  any  intermediate  stage,  to  the  first 
employments  of  the  State.  Still  less  could  they  apprehend,  or 
Ibresee,  that  he  would  form,  during  the  greater  part  of  theb:  fu- 
ture lives,  the  principal  and  Insurmountable  bar  to  their  own 
attainment  or  permanent  enjoyment  of  oflSce." 
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some  difficulty  in  reconciling  it  with  te^eral  passages 
in  the  poet's  own  memoirs,  where  he  confesses  that 
'^  he  spent  about  twelve  years  in  the  Temple,  in  an 
uninterrupted  course  of  sinful  indulgence ;  and  was 
frequently  employed,  when  half  intoxicated,  in  vindi- 
cating the  truth  of  Scripture  in  the  very  act  of  rebel- 
ling against  its  dictates."  But  the  deep  and  settled 
melancholy  to  which  he  was  subject,  led  him,  on 
other  occasions,  to  magnify  the  most  venial  oiTencea 
into  crimes  of  the  deepest  dye ;  and  probably  Mr 
Campbell  has  acted  wisely  in  giving  the  most  charita- 
ble interpretation  to  his  autobiography.  His  dejec- 
tion, in  truth,  was  frequently  such,  that  he  describes 
himself  at  this  time  as  lying  down  in  horror  and  ris- 
ing up  in  despair.  While  these  fits  of  gloom  lasted, 
the  elegant  pursuits  of  literature  were  entirely  ne- 
glected ;  but  he  seems  to  have  derived  pleasure  from 
a  volume  of  religious  poetry  by  Herbert,  although  he 
was  soon  after  advised  by  a  dear  friend  to  lay  this 
book  aside,  as  having  a  greater  tendency  to  nourish 
than  remove  his  disorder.  It  was  while  recovering 
from  one  of  these  fits  of  dejection  that  he  paid  a  visit 
to  Southampton,  an  event  which,  although  trifling  in 
itself,  gave  rise  to  feelings  and  impressions  that  are 
worthy  of  attention  in  estimating  his  future  life  and 
character. — These  emotions  are  well  described  in  the 
following  vivid  passage  : — 

<'  I  embraced  an  opportunity  of  going  with  some 
friends  to  Southampton,  where  I  spent  several  months. 
Soon  after  our  arrival  we  walked  to  a  place  called  Free- 
mantle,  about  a  mile  from  the  town.  The  morning 
was  dear  and  calm,  the  sun  shone  bright  upon  the 
sea,  and  the  country  on  the  border  of  it  was  the  most 
beautiful  I  had  ever  seen.  We  sat  down  upon  an  emi- 
nence at  the  end  of  that  arm  of  the  sea  which  runs  be- 
tween Southampton  and  the  New  Forest.  Here  it  was 
that,  on  a  sudden,  as  if  another  sun  had  been  kindled 


d  by  Google 


WILLIAM  COWPER.  25 

that  instant  in  the  heavens^  on  purpose  to  dispel  sor* 
TOW  and  vexation  of  spirit,  I  felt  the  weight  of  all 
my  misery  taken  off;  my  heart  became  light  and  joy- 
fill  in  a  moment.  I  could  have  wept  with  transport 
had  I  been  alone.  I  must  needs  believe,  that  no. 
thing  less  than  the  Almighty  fiat  could  have  filled  me 
with  such  inexpressible  delight ;  not  by  a  gradual 
dawning  of  peace,  but  as  it  were  with  a  flash  of  his 
life-giving  countenance.  I  think  I  remember  some* 
thing  like  a  glow  of  gratitude  to  the  Father  of  Mer- 
cies  for  this  unexpected  blessing^  and  that  I  ascribed 
it  to  his  gracious  acceptance  of  my  prayers." 

This  incident  made  such  a  strong  impression  on ' 
his  imagination,  that  it  frequently  embittered  his  ex- 
istence, and  during  all  his  future  illnesses  was  ever 
uppermost  in  his  thoughts.  Most  persons  subject  to 
alienation  of  mind  have  some  particular  crotchet,  or, 
as  Sterne  touchingly  expresses  it,  "  some  string  upon 
which  hang  all  their  griefs ;"  and  so  it  fared  with  the 
amiable  and  excellent  Cowper.  The  feelings  so  unex. 
pectedly  roused  at  Southampton  he  fancied  to  be  no- 
thing less  than  the  working  of  the  Divine  Spirit ;  yet, 
as  he  soon  after  burnt  his  prayer-books,  and  relapse^ 
into  his  former  indifference  to  religious  duties,  remorse 
in  its  turn  took  possession  of  his  mind,  until  at  last  the 
illusion  became  so  complete,  that  he  firmly  believed 
he  had  committed  the  unpardonable  sin.  About  this 
time  he  lost  his  father, — an  event  which  made  a  deep 
impression  on  his  tender  heart,  and,  for  a  season  at 
least,  gave  a  fiercer  energy  to  his  constitutional 
disease. 

A  great  part  of  his  patrimony  being  now  ftpent^ 
poverty,  almost  the  only  evil  with  which  he  had  not 
hitherto  grappled,  appeared  sufficiently  near  to  give 
him  many  anxious  and  uneasy  thoughts  as  to  his  fu« 
ture  means  of  subsistence.  He  had  never  applied  to 
the  study  of  law  with  the  diligence  of  a  man  whose 
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&ptMng  M  to  the  issue.  The  feeHngs  of  m  man  when 
lie  aniyes  at  the  plaee  of  execution,  are  prohably  much 
m  mine  were  every  time  I  set  myfoot  in  die  office,  which 
Wat  every  day  foir  more  than  half  a  year  together." 

At  length  the  vacation  occurring,  he  obtained  a 
ie8|iite  from  these  embarrassing  and  painful  la- 
iMnus,  and  xiepaired  to  Margate  with  all  the  joy  and 
«ilactity  of  a  man  who  had  been  immured  in  a 
sknigeeB  fbr  twenty  years.  Here  the  change  from 
«n  atmo^here  contaminated  with  smoke  and  dust 
to  green  £^ds  and  refreshing  breezes,  added  to 
l)ie  influmice  of  gay  society,  speedily  beguiled  his 
caits^  and,  like  a  true  poet,  while  gathering  wild- 
flewcrs  in  the  neighbourhood  in  the  midst  of  a  group 
of  fair  companions,  every  one'  of  whom  might  be  in 
kis  estimation  ^<  herself  a  fairer  flower,'*  he  sometimes 
forgot  that  there  were  such  things  in  the  world  as  a 
House  c^  Peers,  voluminous  journals,  and  a  public 
examination.  For  some  time,  however,' his  despond, 
ency  returned  during  the  night,  and  in  the  morning 
he  frequently  looked  forward  to  the  approaching  win- 
ter, and  "  regretted  the  flight  of  every  moment  which 
brought  it  nearer,  like  a  man  borne  away  by  a  rapid 
torrent  into  a  stonny  sea,  whence  he  sees  no  possibility 
of  returning,  and  where  he  knows  he  cannot  subsist.'* 
But  in  a  little  time  even  these  visitations  gave  way  to 
happier  thou^^ts ;  the  charm  of  female  society,  under 
its  most  engaging  form,  which  through  life  never  foiled 
to  sooth  and  bless  him,  was  a  luxury  now  happily 
within  his  reach ;  and  possessing  so  many  opiates  bo^ 
for  the  body  and  the  mind,  he  at  length,  as  he  con. 
fosses,  acquired  such  a  focility  in  turning  away  his 
thoughts  from  the  approaching  crisis,  that  for  weeks 
together  he  hardly  ever  adverted  to  it. 

In  the  beginning  of  October  1763  he  was  recalled 
to  London  to  attend  the  office,  and  prepare  for  the 
final  trial,  an  event  which  renewed  and  increased  bis 
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unoonquerible  diffidence.  Although  unwilling  to  re- 
nounoe  his  appointment,  and  thus  bring  his  friend's 
discretion  into  question,  he  felt  convinced  that  by 
keeping  possession  of  it  he  would  expose  himsdf 
to  public  censure  for  inability;  and  he  even  seems 
to  have  had  a  fixed  presentiment,  that  whatever  know- 
ledge he  had  acquired  by  consulting  the  journals 
would  aU  forsake  him  when  called  to  the  bar  of  the 
House.  This,  to  those  who  are  blessed  with  nerves  of 
iron  and  sinews  of  steel,  will  no  doubt  appear  surpris- 
ing; and  were  we  not  aware  that  hppochmdriasis  is  the 
most  capricious  of  all  complaints,  we  should  be  apt 
to  lose  in  some  degree  that  feeling  of  reverence  which 
the  perusal  of  <<  The  Task"  never  fails  to  inspire  for 
the  character  of  its  author.  What,  it  might  be  ask- 
ed, are  the  House  of  Peers,  that  the  immediate  de- 
scendant  of  Judge  Cowper,  himself  a  man  of  genius 
and  an  accomplished  scholar,  should  have  been  afraid 
to  read  before  them  ?  Had  they  been  an  assembly  of 
demi-gods  who  wielded  the  thunderbolts  of  Jove,  in 
place  of  frail  and  mortal  men,  he  could  not  have  dreaded 
more  the  idea  of  being  dragged  into  their  presence. 
True  genius  generally  is,  and  should  be,  conscious  of 
its  own  dignity.  The  pomp  and  circumstance  of  the 
court  and  the  senate — the  mace  and  the  sceptre — ^the 
counsellor's  robe  and  the  judge's  ermine,  may  excite, 
like  the  ritual  of  the  Roman  church,  a  salutary  awe 
in  the  minds  of  the  vulgar ;  but  in  the  estimation  of 
a  man  of  sense,  these  trappings  are  only  venerable  in 
so  far  as  they  are  the  tjrpes  of  things  of  greater  value. 
His  discerning  eye  easily  penetrates  beyond  the  thin 
veil  which  custom  has  spread  over  the  surface  of  things, 
and  he  has  a  standard  in  his  own  mind  by  which  he 
estimates  and  compares  the  powers  and  capacities  of 
his  fmow-men.  To  him  justice  is  as  sacred  and 
imposing  when  seated  under  the  chestnut-tree  that 
witnessed  the  ratification  of  William's  Penn's  treaty 
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with  the  VoTth  Amoricati  Indnns^  as  under  a  eanopj 
of  velvet.     But  to  return  from  this  dlgresnon — 

In  proportion  as  the  day  of  trial  drew  near,  the 
misery  of  Cowper  increased^  and  his  agony  at  last  rose 
to  such  an  astonishing  height  ^t  it  unsettled  his 
mind  and  reconciled  him  to  the  dreadful  puipose  of 
self-murder.  It  is  impossible  to  peruse  the  narrative 
written  by  himself,  wherein  he  most  feelingly  and  pe- 
nitentially  describes  his  sensations  at  tills  period — his 
wavering  and  mistaken  notions  of  Christianity--and 
the  determination  with  which  he  pursued  his  purpose, 
without  feeling  the  deepest  sympathy  for  the  unfor- 
tunate sufferer.  The  intelligent  reader  will  reeoUeet 
the  case  of  Budgell,  one  of  the  writers  in  the  Specta- 
tor, who  threw  himself  into  the  Thames,  and  defended 
his  resolution  by  saying,  what  Cato  did,  and  Addiscn 
approved,  could  not  be  wrong.  The  following  quo- 
tations will  show  that  about  this  time  Cowper  had  given 
way  to  similar  sentim^its : — '^  I  well  recollect  that  when 
I  was  about  eleven  years  of  age,  my  fother  desired  me  to 
read  a  vindication  of  self-murder,  and  give  him  my  sen- 
timents upon  the  question.  I  did  so,  and  argued  against 
it.  My  &ther  heard  my  reasons  and  was  silent,  neither 
approving  nor  disapproving,  from  whence  I  inferred 
that  he  sided  with  the  autiior  against  me." — And 
again  x  <^  At  this  time  I  fell  into  company,  at  a  chop* 
house,  with  an  elderly  well-looking  gentlonsn,  whom 
I  had  often  seen  there  before,  but  had  never  spoken  to. 
He  b^an  the  discourse,  and  talked  much  of  the  misei^ 
ries  he  had  suffered.  At  length  self-murder  became 
tiie  topic ;  and  in  the  result  we  agreed,  that  the  only^ 
reason  why  some  men  were  content  to  drag  on  their  sor* 
rows  with  them  to  the  grave,  and  others  were  not,  was, 
that  the  latter  were  endued  with  a  certain  indignant 
fortitude  of  spirit,  teadiing  them  to  despise  life,  which 
the  former  wanted.  Another  person,  whom  I  met  at 
a  tavern,  told  me  that  he  had  made  up  his  mind  about 
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that  matter,  and  had  no  doabtof  his  liberty  to  die  aa  he 
saw  convenient ;  though  by  the  way  the  same  person, 
who  has  suffered  many  and  great  afflictions  since,  is 
still  aliye.  This  concuirenoe  of  sentiment  in  men  of 
sense,  unknown  to  each  other,  I  considered  as  a  sa- 
tisfiictory  decision  of  the  question,  and  determined  to 
proceed  accordingly. 

''  One  evening  in  the  month  of  Novemb^  1763,  as 
soon  as  it  was  dark,  affecting  as  cheerful  and  uncon- 
cerned an  air  as  possible,  I  went  into  an  apothecary's 
shop,  and  saked  for  a  half-ounce  phial  of  laudanum* 
The  man  seemed  to  observe  me  narrowly ;  but  if  he 
did,  I  managed  my  voice  and  countenance  so  as  to  de- 
ceive him.  The  day  that  required  my  attendance  at 
the  bar  of  the  House  being  not  yet  come,  and  about  a 
week  distant,  I  kept  my  botde  dose  in  my  side^iocket, 
resolved  to  use  it  when  I  should  be  convinced  there  was 
no  other  way  of  escaping.  The  day  befbre  the  period 
shove  mentioned  arrived,  being  at  Richard's  Coffee- 
house at  breakfast,  I  read  the  newspaper,  and  in  it  a 
letter,  which  the  further  I  perused  it,  the  more  closely 
it  engaged  my  attention.  I  cannot  now  recollect  the 
purport  of  it ;  but  before  I  had  finished  it,  it  ai^>eared 
demonstratively  true  to  me  that  it  was  a  libel  or  satire 
upon  me.  The  authw  appeared  to  be  acquainted  with 
my  purpose  of  self-destruction,  and  to  have  written  that 
letter  on  purpose  to  secure  and  hasten  the  esecution  of 
it.  My  mind  probably  at  this  time  began  to  be  dis- 
ordered. However  it  was,  I  was  certainly  given  up  to 
a  strong  delusion.  I  said  within  myself,  ^  Your 
cmdty  shall  be  gratified — ^you  shall  have  your  re- 
venge ;'  and,  fiinging  down  the  paper  in  a  fit  of  strong 
passion,  I  rushed  hastily  out  of  the  room,  directing 
my  stqra  towards  the  fields,  where  I  intended  to  find 
some  house  to  die  in ;  or,  if  not,  determined  to  poison 
myself  in  a  ditch,  when  I  should  meet  with  one  suffi- 
ciently  retired." 
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In^iessed  with  dieie  dreadful  ideas,  belbre  Cowper 
bad  long  walked  in  tlw  fielda,  a  thought  suddenly 
atntck  him  that  he  mig^t  jfcC  spore  his  life — sell  aU 
he  had  in  the  funds-^and  embark  for  France,  where, 
if  he  found  it  difficult  to  earn  a  subsistence  amidst  the 
bustle  of  the  world,  he  promised  himself  a  peaceful 
retreat  within  the  walls  of  a  monastery.  Gratified  by 
this  expedient,  he  returned  to  his  chambers;  but 
while  adjusting  his  portmanteau  for  the  journey,  his 
decision  again  forsook  him,  and  a  second  time  he  xe- 
solved  to  carry  into  execution  his  dreadful  purpose  oi 
self-destruction. 

Being  exposed  to  continual  interruption  from  his 
laundress  and  her  husband,  he  abandoned  his  design 
of  taking  poison,  and  resolved  upon  drowning.  He 
hired  a  coach,  and  ordered  the  postilion  to  drive  to  the 
Tower  Wharf,  where  he  intended  to  throw  himself  into 
the  river  from  the  Customhouse  Quay ;  but  on  ar- 
riving at  what  he  considered  the  fatal  spot,  he  fbund 
the  tide  had  retired,  and  perceived  a  porter,  whose  oh. 
servation  he  could  not  escape,  seated  on  some  goods. 
He  again  entered  the  coach,  and  would  have  immedi- 
ately swallowed  the  laudanum  which  he  carried  with 
him,  but  his  agitation  was  so  excessive  that  he  could 
not  raise  the  phial  to  his  lips. 

On  his  return  to  the  Temple  he  shut  himself  up  in 
his  own  room,  and  again  prepared  for  the  work  of 
death,  by  pladng  the  laudanum  in  a  small  basin  at 
his  bedside,  and  lying  down  half  undressed.  After 
much  hesitation,  and  many  misgivings  of  mind,  he 
was  in  the  act  of  seising  the  cup,  when  he  felt  that 
he  had  lost  the  power  of  his  hands,  a  privation  which 
appeared  to  him  so  like  Divine  Interposition,  that  it 
staggered  his  resolution.  Before  he  had  recovered 
from  his  surprise,  his  laundress*s  husband  entered  the 
room ;  upon  which,  dreading  a  discovery,  he  started 
out  of  bed,  concealed  the  bowl  under  the  clothes,  and, 
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t68iiioiiigr  »  compoted  air,  retired  to  anoAer  spArt- 
meat.  Here  he  became  sensible  of  the  crime  he  had 
attempted  to  commit,  and  still  meditated  ;  and,  in  a 
moment  of  indignation,  poured  away  the  drag,  and 
threw  the  phial  out  of  the  window.  But  this  was  only  ■ 
transitory  imipulse ;  and  the  whispers  of  conscience  aod 
reason  were  immediately  stifled  amidst  the  workings  of 
the  feU  despair  which  nowtook  possession  of  his  enfte^ 
Ued  and  disordered  intellects.  In  the  evening  an  inti« 
mate  friend  paid  him  a  visit,  and  congratulated  him  on 
the  resolution  he  understood  he  had  formed  of  lepair^ 
ing  to  the  House,  and  boldly  maintaining  his  ofllce  to 
the  last.  This  impression  Cowper  did  not  remove,  but 
said  within  himself,  <^  I  shall  see  him  no  more." 

At  three  o*clock  next  morning,  he  awoke  ttom 
sleep ;  and  having,  by  the  help  of  a  rushlight,  found 
his  penknife,  he  placed  it  under  his  left  breast,  and 
leant  his  weight  several  times  upon  it;  but  at  tha 
point  was  broken,  it  did  not  penetrate.  At  seven  it 
occurred  to  him  that  no  time  was  to  be  lost ;  for  as 
the  hour  of  opening  the  chambos  was  at  hand,  his 
friend  would  soon  be  at  his  bedside  Impatient  t§ 
hwjy  him  away  to  Westminster.  But  the  sequel  to 
this  most  distressing  portion  of  his  personal  history 
mast  be  given  in  his  own  graphic  words :  "  I  arose^ 
and,  as  I  thought,  bolted  the  inner  door  of  my  cham- 
bers, but  was  mistaken :  my  touch  deceived  me,  and 
I  left  it  as  I  found  it.  My  preservation  indeed,  as  it 
will  appear,  did  not  depend  upon  that  incident ;  but 
I  menticm  it  to  show  that  the  good  providence  of  God 
watched  over  me  to  keep  open  every  way  of  deliver- 
ance, that  nothing  might  be  left  to  hazard.  Not  one 
hesitating  thought  now  remained,  but  I  fell  greedily 
to  the  execution  of  my  purpose.  My  garter  was  made 
of  a  broad  scarlet  binding,  with  a  sliding  buckle,  be- 
ing sewed  together  at  the  end :  by  the  help  of  the 
buckle  I  made  a  noose,  and  fixed  it  about  my  neck, 
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straining  it  so  tight,  that  I  hardly  left  a  passage  for 
my  breath,  or  for  the  blood  to  circulate ;  the  tongue 
of  the  buckle  held  it  fast.  At  each  comer  of  the 
bed  was  placed  a  wreath  of  carved  work,  fastened  by 
an  iron  pin,  which  passed  up  through  the  midst  of 
it ;  the  other  part  of  the  garter,  which  made  a  loop^ 
I  slipped  over  one  of  these,  and  hung  by  it  soma 
seconds,  drawing  up  my  feet  imder  me,  that  they 
might  not  touch  the  floor  ;  but  the  iron  bent,  and  the 
carved  work  slipped  off,  and  the  garter  with  it.  I 
then  fastened  it  to  the  firame  of  the  tester,  winding  it 
roimd,  and  tying  it  in  a  strong  knot.  The  frame 
broke  short,  and  let  me  down  again.  The  third  effort 
was  more  likely  to  succeed.  I  set  the  door  open,  which 
readied  within  a  foot  of  the  ceiling,  and  by  the  help 
df  a  chair  I  could  command  the  top  of  it ;  and  the 
loop  being  large  enough  to  admit  a  large  angle  of  the 
door,  was  easily  fixed,  so  as  not  to  slip  off  again.  I 
pushed  away  the  chair  with  my  feet,  and  hung  at  my 
whole  length.  MHiile  I  hung  there,  I  distinctly  heacd 
a  voice  say  three  times,  ^  *Ti8  over !'  Though  I  am 
sure  of  the  &ct,  and  was  so  at  the  time,  yet  it  did 
not  at  all  alarm  me,  or  afiect  my  resolution.  I  hung 
80  long  that  I  lost  all  sense,  all  consciousness  of  ex- 
istence. MHien  I  came  to  myself  again,  I  thought 
myself  in  hell;  the  sound  of  my  own  dreadful  groans 
was  aU  that  I  heard ;  and  a  feeling  like  that  pro- 
duced by  a  flash  of  lightning,  just  beginning  to  seize 
upon  me,  passed  over  my  whole  body.  In  a  few 
seconds  I  found  myself  &llen  with  my  face  to  the 
floor.  In  about  half  a  minute  I  recovered  my  feet, 
and,  reeling  and  staggering,  stumbled  into  bed  again. 
The  stagnation  of  the  blood  under  one  eye,  in  a 
broad  crimson  spot,  and  a  red  circle  about  my  neck, 
showed  plainly  that  I  had  been  on  the  brink  of  eter- 
nity. The  latter,  indeed,  might  have  been  occasion, 
ed  by  the  pressure  of  the  garter,  but  the  former  was 
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certainly  the  eflect  of  strangulation ;  Ibr  it  was  not 
attended  with  the  sensation  of  a  bruise,  as  it  must 
have  been,  had  I,  in  my  fUl,  received  one  in  so  ten- 
der a  part." 

He  had  not  lain  long,  when  his  laundress,  who 
heard  him  fkll  while  lighting  a  fire  in  an  adjoining 
room,  entered  his  chamber,  and  said  she  feared  he  had 
been  seized  with  a  fit.  He  instantly  despatched  her  for 
a  friend,  to  whom  he  disclosed  the  whole  affair,  and 
afterwards  made  the  same  communication  to  his  kins- 
man. The  latter,  on  seeing  the  broken  garter,  ex. 
claimed,  ''  My  dear  Mr  Cowper,  to  be  sure  you  can- 
not hold  the  office  at  this  rate.  Where  is  the  de- 
putation ?"  On  receiving  the  document,  his  busi-  * 
ness  called  him  immediately  away;  and  thus  the 
affair  ended,  and  with  it  all  the  poet*s  expectations 
of  obtaining  a  laciAtive  appointmje^. 

But  the  resifpiaitlon  of  an  ofilee  which  h«j  awakbned 
sudi  dreadM  apprehensions  brought  no  peace  to  his 
mind.  On  the  contrary,  his  malady  increased  every 
day ;  and  when  his  brother  arrived,  who  had  been  called 
to  his  assistance,  the  invalid  exhibited  all  the  symp- 
toms  of  confirmed  madness.  In  walking  along  the 
street,  it  was  a  prevailing  fancy,  that  every  one  he  met 
instantly  turned  round  to  stare  and  laugh  at  him  ; 
and  as  long  as  this  fit  prevailed,  he  took  good  care^ 
wlule  dining  at  his  tavern,  to  ait  in  the  darkest  comer 
of  the  room,  imagining,  as  he  says,  <^  that  the  voice 
of  conscience  was  loud  enough  for  every  mie  to  hear 
it.*'  He  no  longer,  it  is  true,  dwelt  upon  the  painful 
circumstance  that  had  been  the  origin  oi  his  present 
misery,  but  he  gave  himself  up  to  a  train  of  ideas  still 
more  gloomy  and  alarming.  Although  he  had  failed 
in  his  attempts  at  self-destruction,  he  believed  his 
guilt  to  have  been  the  same  as  if  he  had  actually  suc- 
ceeded ;  and,  recurring  to  the  feelings  he  experienced 
at  Southampton,  he  again  declared,  that  he  had  com- 
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mitted  the  impfodoiiftble  sin,  wUeh  ootn^etdy  ex* 
duded  every  h(^  of  mercy.  His  brother,  although 
unceasing  in  his  attempts  to  reason  him  out  of  this 
delusion,  found  all  his  efforts  unavailing,  and  wilMn^y 
allowed  him  to  send  for  his  religious  friend  Martin  ' 
Madan,  whom  he  formerly  thought  an  endiusiast,  but 
from  whose  conversation  he  now  derived  a  slight  de* 
gree  of  consolation. 

Cowper^s  friends,  on  finding  his  disorder  had  taken 
this  melancholy  turn,  determined  to  place  him  under 
the  care  of  Dr  Cotton^  who  had  opened  a  house  at  St 
Albans  for  the  reception  of  a  limited  number  of  sndi 
pati^its,  and  whose  qualities  as  a  man  and  a  Christian, 
not  less  than  his  skUl  as  a  physician,  peculiarly  fitted 
him  for  the  task  he  had  undertaken.  It  is  proper,  as 
our  author  himself  remarks,  to  draw  a  veil  over  the 
secrets  of  this  his  prison4iouse ;  but  we  may  briefly 
mention  that  his  disorder,  the  prime  feature  of  whidi 
was  religious  de^mir,  began,  at  the  end  of  the  seventh 
month,  to  yield  to  time  and  the-kind  attentions  of  his 
physician.*  Of  these  attentions  he  was  himsdf  so 
sensible,  and  derived  so  mudi  comfort  from  the  friend- 
ship and  conversation  of  Dr  Cotton,  that  he  remained 

»  The  crisis  of  his  recovery  seems  also  to  have  been  hastened 
by  the  conversation  and  endearing  attentions  of  his  brother, 
who  revisited  him  about  this  time.  '*  As  soon  as  we  were  left 
alone  (he  says),  my  brother  asked  me  how  I  found  myself.  I 
answered,  *  As  much  l)etter  as  despair  can  make  me.'  We  went 
together  into  the  garden.  Here,  on  expressing  a  settled  usuxw 
ance  of  sudden  judgment,  he  protested  to  me  that  it  was  all  a 
delusion,  md  protested  so  strongly,  that  I  could  not  help  giving 
some  attention  to  him.  I  burst  into  tears,  and  cried  out,  '  If 
it  be  a  delusion,  then  am  I  the  happiest  of  beings!'  Some- 
tiling  like  a  ray  of  hope  was  shot  into  my  heart,  but  still  I 
was  afraid  to  indulge  it.  We  dined  together,  and  I  spent  the 
afternoon  in  a  more  cheerful  manner.  »  •  «  I  went  to  bed 
and  slept  welL  In  the  morniag  I  dreamed,  that  the  sweetest 
boy  I  ever  saw  came  dancing  up  to  m^  bedside ;  he  seemed  just 
out  of  leading-strings,  yet  I  tooK  particular  notice  of  the  firm- 
nesi  and  steadiness  of  his  tread.    The  sight  affbcted  me  witii 

fleasure,  and  served  at  least  to  harmonize  my  ipirits ;  so  that 
awoke  for  the  first  time  with  a  sensation  of  delight  on  my 
mind."— Ifrmoir  fubUihed  in  ISU. 
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in  hit  kovse  "vmj  nesily  twelve  months  after  hit  cove 
had  been  completed.  At  the  end  of  that  time,  the 
aeoefliity  of  living  in  a  manner  more  suited  to  his 
limited  means  forced  him  to  lode  oat  for  a  new  resist 
dence;  and,  widi  a  view  to  be  near  his  brother,  he 
expressed  an  anxious  wirii  to  settle  in  the  imme« 
diate  neighbonzliood  of  Cambridge.  Convinced  of 
his  utter  incapacity  for  business,  he  determined  t« 
renounce  Lcmdon  for  ever ;  and  that  no  tenqitation 
might  remain  to  intofere  with  this  resolution,  he 
resigned  an  office  whidi  he  had  held  for  some  tim* 
as  Commissioner  of  Bankrupts,  the  profits  of  whidi 
amounted  to  about  £,&d  a-jtax.  By  this  step  he 
reduced  his  already  scanty  income  so  mudi,  that 
even  with  the  strictest  economy  it  could  not  have 
sufficed  for  his  maintenance;  but  his  fHends  sub^^ 
scribed  amongst  themsdlves  such  a  sum  annually  ai 
enabled  him  to  enjoy  such  comforts,  as  firem  his 
recent  illness,  had  become  more  necessary  than  ever. 
No  suitable  abode  having  been  found  for  him  in  the 
vicinity  of  Cambridge,  his  brother,  al&ough  equally 
anxious  with  himself  diat  their  intercourse  should  be 
frequent  and  regular,  hired  lodgings  for  him  at  Hunt* 
ingdon,  distant  about  sixteen  miles.  To  this  place 
he  immediately  rratnoved,  attended  by  his  relation  and 
a  man-servant,  who  had  waited  upon  him  while  at  St 
Alhens,  and  who  in  a  few  months  had  become  so 
much  attached  to  him,  that  he  requested  to  be  con. 
tinned  in  his  service  upon  any  terms.  This  person 
is  described  as  the  very  mirror  of  fiddity  and  affection, 
and  the  remark  is  at  least  generally  true,  that  good 
masters  make  good  servants.  The  Turkish  spy  kept 
none  because  he  dreaded  the  possible  presence  of  an 
enemy;  but  Cowper  continued  his,  because  he  re* 
quired  and  valued  the  attentions  of  a  steady  iriend. 

During  ^e  fow  days  his  brother  remained  with  him 
at  Huntingdon,  the  time  seems  to  have  passed  hapt 

0 
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pilf  enough  ;  bat  no  sooner  was  he  gone  than  thea;^* 
rits  of  the  poet  began  to  sink  from  the  wimt  of  sociecy 
and  the  absence  of  amusements  adapted  to  his  situa- 
tion. He  does  not  appear  to  have  carried  to  his  new 
residence  any  letters  of  introduction;  and  although 
some  of  his  neighbours  waited  on  him  of  their  own 
accord,  their  visit  led  to  no  permanent  intimacy. 
Walkhig,  however,  which  he  practised  both  for  health 
and  amusement,  relieved  in  some  measure  the  tedium 
of  his  solitary  parlour ;  and  if  his  religious  feelings 
sdll  bordered  on  enthusiasm,  they  were  happily  un. 
mingled  with  any  portion  of  that  remorse  and  despair 
which  had  formerly  made  such  dreadful  inroads  od 
his  frame.  He  was  now  quite  regular  in  his  attend- 
ance at  church,  and  he  appears  to  have  been  equafiy 
]deased  with  the  earnestness  of  the  officiating  clergy- 
man, and  the  devout  deportment  of  the  congregation^ 
From  the  print  which  Hayley  has  given  of  Cowper 
in  his  edition  of  his  Letters,  we  can  easily  bdieve  that 
there  was  something  extremely  interesting  in  his  pn- 
sonal  appearance ;  and  although  at  this  period  his 
features  had  become  calm  and  composed,  it  ^  proba- 
Ue  that  to  a  discerning  eye  they  still  retained  tracetf 
of  the  tremendous  billows  of  affliction  -whldh  had  so 
lately  passed  over  him.  But  however  this  may  be,  it 
is  certain  that  to  his  appearance  alone  he  was  in- 
debted for  one  of  the  warmest  and  happiest  fHend- 
ships  he  ever  formed.  In  a  little  country-town  the 
history  and  character  of  every  new-comer  are  sure  to 
be  sifted  with  the  most  eager  curiosity ;  and  accord-  . 
ingly  it  soon  became  known  that  Cowper  rather  shun- 
ned than  courted  society.  But  notwilhstancUng  of  this^ 
William  Cawthome  Unwin,  the  son  of  the  clerg3rman, 
f^  such  an  interest  in  the  stranger,  merely  from  his 
appearance,  that  he  accosted  him  one  morning  after 
coming  out  of  church,  and  in  a  very  particular  man. 
ner  requested  the  pleasure  of  his  acquaintance.    The 
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iwralid,  tbough  extiemdy  thy,  wm  ntithfr  iqmlfive 
Bor  rude;  and  in  the  ooune  of  a  shoart  walk  thia 
amiable  youth  gained  so  much  upon  him  by  hit  frank 
and  ingenuous  manners,  that  he  received  an  invita- 
taon  to  drink  tea  with  him  the  same  evening.  Thit 
soon  led  to  a  farther  intimacy,  and  Mr  Unwin,  not 
a  little  proud  of  the  conquest  he  had  made,  took  the 
first  opportunity  of  presenting  the  poet  to  his  truly 
Christian  panents,  by  whom  he  was  received  with 
that  home-welcome  which  is  the  best  antidote  to  shy- 
ness. The  conversation  and  manners  of  Mrs  Unwia 
in  particular  attracted  his  observation  so  strongly,  that 
the  great  happiness  he  enjoyed  in  her  sode^  fiwma 
the  unceasing  theme  of  his  letters  written  about  thia 
period.  i. 

It  may  not  perhaps  be  imprqier  to  furnish  the 
reader  with  a  faint  outline  of  the  history  of  a  £Eunily 
whidi  figures  so  conspicuously  in  the  li^  and  letters 
ef  Gowper.  The  elder  Mr  Unwin,  who  was  now  ad« 
vanced  in  years,  had  in  die  earlier  part  of  his  life  been 
lecturer  to  the  two  churches  in  Huntingdon ;  but  was 
afterwards  promoted  by  his  college  to  the  living  of 
Orimstone.  On  obtaining  this  preferment,  he  married 
Miss  Cawthome  (Mrs  Unwin),  daughter  of  a  draper 
in  Ely,  a  lady  to  whom  he  had  been  long  attached  q 
but  Mis  Unwin,  who  was  much  younger  than  her 
husband,  disliking  both  the  situation  and  the  so* 
diety  of  Grimstone,  prevailed  on  him,  shortly  after 
their  union,  to  return  to  Huntingdon,  where  he  was 
.  known  and  respected.  Their  household  consisted  of  a 
son  and  a  daughter,  the  former  in  his  twenty-first  and 
the  latter  in  her  eighteenth  year ;  besides  a  few  domes- 
tic pupils,  whose  studies  Mr  Unwin  was  in  the  habit 
of  directing.  The  discovery  of  a  gold  mine  could  not 
have  delighted  the  hypochondriac  half  so  much  aa 
bis  connexion  with  this  &mily,  and  in  the  couzsa 
of  a  long  series  of  letters,  he  has  given  us  various 
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liiato  respcctiiig  their  cbaracten.  TM  hAer  he  de* 
icnbes  m  a  man  of  kamiTig  and  good  aenst,  and  as 
iimple  as  Parson  Adams;  the  mother  as  a  lady 
who  had  read  much  to  excellent  purpose,^«wbo,  pos* 
sessing  an  uncommon  understanding,  was  more  po- 
lite than  a  duchess,  and  whose  c<mvei8ation  had  often 
done  him  more  good  than  he  could  have  received  from 
an  audience  of  the  first  prince  in  Eurcqpe.  The  dai^h- 
ter,  who  was  rather  handsome  and  genteel,  resembled 
her  mother  in  her  great  piety ;  and  her  l»other  is  de- 
•cribed  as  a  youth  who,  having  nothing  in  his  heart 
that  made  it  necessary  £fa  him  ^^  to  keep  it  barred 
and  bolted,  opened  it  to  the  perusal  even  of  a  stran- 
ger.'** Betwixt  these  different  persons  there  subsisted 
the  most  perfect  harmony.  The  son  was  designed 
for  the  church,  not  as  a  profession  merely,  but  from 
principle  and  choice  $  and  the  daughter,  we  believe^ 
at  the  age  of  eighteen,  was  betrothed  to  the  graitlemaa 
whom  she  afterwards  married,  f  To  dose  this  digrea- 
tion,  it  may  be  stated  that  one  of  Mr  Unwin's  board- 
ers having  been  sent  to  the  university,  Cowper  was 
Soon  after  allowed,  at  his  own  request,  to  occupy  the 
vacant  place ;  and  ^m  that  moment  he  was  scarcely 
eva  separated  for  a  day  or  an  hour  from  the  society  of 
Mrs  Unwin. 

It  has  been  remarked,  diat  &e  life  which  the  poet 
led  in  this  devout  and  favourite  cirde,  was  more  like 
that  of  a  *'  Penitentiary  friar  thiUi  a  Protestant  lay- 

•  When  the  poei  used  this  expression,  he  probably  recollected 
the  faying  of  lago,  so  often  quoted, — 

"  I  will  wear  my  heart  upon  my  deeve 
Fordawi  to  peck  at."— OTAettb. 

f  This  gentleman,  to  whom  Miss  Unwin  was  united  in  1774, 
was  the  Rev.  Matthew  Powley,  M.  A.  afterwards  vicar  of  Dews, 
bury.  He  was  bom  in  September  1740,  in  the  small  village  of 
AVhale,  parish  of  Lowther;  was  educated  at  the  free  school  of 
Appleby;  became  eminent  for  piety  and  learning;  and  died  in 
December  1806,  in  his  67th  year.  His  widow  survived  him 
nearly  twenty-nine  years,  having  expired  in  Novembar  1835^ 
aged  eighty.ttlne. 
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man.**  With  the  single  exoeption  of  more  extended 
walks,  their  course  of  lift  appears^  from  the  following 
passage,  to  have  been  exactly  such  as  we  may  suppose 
ohtains  in  a  modem  monastery.  <^  We  breakfast  (he 
says)  commonly  between  eight  and  nine ;  till  eleven  we 
read  either  the  Scripture,  or  the  sermons  of  some  fkithfiil 
preacher  of  these  holy  mysteries ;  at  eleven  we  attend 
divine  service,  which  is  performed  here  twice  every  day ; 
and  frotn  twelve  to  tlwee  we  separate  and  amuse  our- 
selves as  we  please.  During  that  interval,  I  either  read 
in  my  own  apartment,  or  walk,  or  ride,  or  work  in  the 
garden.  We  seldom  sit  an  hour  after  dinner,  but  if 
the  weather  permits,  adjourn  to  the  garden,  where, 
with  Mrs  Unwin  and  her  son,  I  have  generally  the 
pleasure  of  religious  conversation  till  tea-time.  If  it 
rain,  or  is  too  windy  for  walking,  we  either  converse 
within  doors,  or  sing  some  hymns  of  Martinis  collec- 
tion, and,  by  the  help  of  l^rs  Unwinds  harpsichord, 
make  up  a  toleifable  concert,  in  which  our  hearts,  I 
hope,  are  the  best  and  most  musical  performers.  Af- 
ter tea,  we  sally  forth  to  walk  in  good  earnest.  Mrs 
Unwin  is  a  good  walker,  and  we  have  generally  tra- 
velled about  four  miles  before  we  see  home  again. 
When  the  days  are  short,  we  make  this  excursion  in 
the  former  part  of  the  day,  between  church-time  and 
dinner.  At  night  we  read  and  converse  as  before  till 
supper,  and  commonly  finish  the  evening  either  with 
hymns  or  a  sermon ;  and,  last  of  all,  the  family  are 
called  to  prayers."* 

*  From  the  following  pa»age  it  would  appear  that  Cowper, 
idwut  tills  period,  had  been  advised  to  take  orders :  **  I  have 
had  many  anxious  thoughts  about  taking  orders,  and  I  believe 
every  new  convert  is  apt  to  think  himself  called  upon  for  that 
purpose;  but  it  has  pleased  God,  by  means  which  there  is  no  need 


to  parttcularixe,  to  give  me  fUll  satisfaction  as  to  the  projyrlety 
of  declining  it  Indeed,  they  who  have  the  least  idea  of  what 
I  have  samred  flrom  the  dread  of  public  exhibitions,  will  rea. 


dily  excuse  my  never  attempting  them  hereafter.  In  the  mean 
time,  if  it  please  the  Almighty,  I  may  be  an  instrument  of 
turning  many  to  the  truth  in  a  private  way,  and  hope  that  my 

li  2 
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In  the  month  of  July  1767,  being  about  two  yeaiB 
from  the  time  Cowper  first  setUed  at  Huntingdon,  the 
Rev.  Mr  Unwin  was  unfortunately  thrown  from  hi« 
horse,  while  riding  to  church  on  a  Sunday  morning, 
and  received  a  fracture  on  his  skull,  whieh  occasioned 
his  death  on  the  Thursday  following.  An  occurrence 
of  this  nature  was  calculated  to  make  a  deep  impres- 
sion on  the  mind  of  the  poet.  The  moment  he  was 
made  aware  of  the  accident,  he  repaired  to  the 
cottage  to  which  Mr  Unwin  was  carried,  and  has 
descrihed  in  very  feeling  terms  both  his  sufferings  as 
a  man  and  his  fortitude  as  a  Christian.*     Shortly 


endeavoors  in  thU  vay  have  not  been  entirely  unsuccwfuL 
Had  I  the  zeal  of  Moses,  I  should  want  an  Aaron  to  be  my 

int  note  I  am  indebted  to  Mr 

Courier,  who  resided  sevend 
history  of  the  place,  and  in  the 
ined  ready  access  to  the  Corpot 

in  which  Cowper  and  his  friends 
the  garden  with  a  public  walk, 
ow  of  fine  lime-trees ;  and  here 
;ntly  seen  pacing  in  solitary  but 
cre»t  is  still  occasionally  named 
I  just  recovered  from  that  awful 
whelmed  his  reason  t  and  his  gra- 
to  the  kind  parental  solicitude  of 
Lpanded  his  native  tenderness  of 
>k  on  all  around  him  with  unal- 
In  his  letters  written  fk-om  Huo- 
iayfulness  of  fancyi  sprightliness, 
much  happier  than  the  day  is 
me  and  candlelight  alike  see  me 
s  with  rapture  of  his  early  rising 
:s  to  a  spring  in  the  vicinity  of  the 
>  churchyard  of  Hartford,  situated 
It  aroears  ftom  the  Corporation 
ifr  Unwin,  the  poet's  finend,  was 
to  a  charily  held  in  trust  by  the 
I.  He  was  also  some  time  master 
untingdou'-the  school  in  which 
:ed~which  office  he  resigned  in 
is  horse  at  Godmanchester  termi- 
ntleman,  whose  humble  grave  in 
igdon,  is  marked  by  a  flat  unorna- 
jly— •  Morley  Unwin,  B.  D.,  died 
not  a  little  singulap,  as  miKtating 
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tfter  this  event,  Mn  Uxtwin,  to  whom  Huntingdoii 
had  now  k>st  all  its  channt,  expKtsed  an  anxious  wish 
to  change  hex  place  of  residence ;  and  as  her  conduet 
to  her  fiiend  and  hoards  had  always  been  that  of  a 
mother  to  a  son,  he  determined  to  fi^ow  her  whither- 
soerer  she  should  go.  Some  time  elapsed,  however,  be- 
fise  they  were  able  to  fix  upon  a  new  abode ;  and  in 
makii^  choice  at  last  of  the  village,  or  rather  the  town 
of  Olney,  they  seem  to  have  been  chiefly  guided  by  the 
Rev.  John  I^ewton,  a  gentleman  well  known  in  the 
religions  world*  To  this  place  they  accordingly  re«> 
moved  on  the  14th  October  1767.* 

Here  Cowper  continued  in  the  same  sequestered  luu 
tats  of  life,  endearing  himself  to  all  around  by  nume- 
rous acts  of  beneficence  and  charity,  which  he  was  en'> 
abled  to  peifoim  through  the  bounty  of  the  late  John 
Thornton,  Esq.  an  unassuming  philanthropist,  whom 


against  our  conception  of  Mr  Un win's  character*  that  the  Hun. 
t^don  Corporation  Books  contain  resolutions  expressive  of  se- 
vcre  censure  upon  the  reverend  gentleman  for  neglect  of  his 
duty  aa  lecturer.  On  one  occa^iion,  the  Corporation  resolved  to 
"dismiss  him  firom  the  charge,  worth  about  £60  per  annum,  un- 
less he  became  more  regular  in  the  discbarge  ot  his  duty.  Mr 
Unwin,  however,  retained  the  situation  long  afterwards ;  and 
it  is  probable,  that  another  pastoral  cbarge  which  he  held,  the 
rectory  of  Graflham  in  the  same  county,  interfered,  at  the  period 
in  question,  with  his  lectureship  at  Huntingdon.  Morley  Un- 
wh),  like  Crabbe,  the  poet,  and  almost  every  other  pluralist, 
must  have  felt  that  the  binding  influence  of  a  settled  and  perma. 
nent  minister  cannot  be  withdrawn  for  any  length  of  time  with 
inpuoity." 

•  Some  time  subsequent  to  this,  Cowper  addressed  a  letter  to 
his  cousin,  Mrs  Cowper,  to  which  he  appended  the  following  re- 
markable note :— "  N.  B.  I  am  not  married."—"  This."  says  a 
recent  writer,  **  was  intended  to  contradict  a  rumour  which  was 
circulated,  that  the  poet  had  married  Mrs  Unwin ;  and  as  she 
was  not  more  than  ten  years  older  than  himself,  nothing  but 
their  exemplary  characters  prevented  the  connextonfiom  being 
received  with  suspicion."  All  his  biographers  have  attributed 
their  attachment  to  friendship,  excepting  one,  who  states  that 
Cowper  intended  to  marry  her;  that  the  recurrence  of  his  ma- 
lady alone  prevented  it ;  and  that  he  repeatedly  declared,  that 
if  be  ever  entered  a  church  again,  it  would  be  for  the  pur- 
pose of  making  her  his  wife.— Memoir  of  Cowper  by  the  Rev.  S. 
Oreatbead,4>refixed  to  »b  edition  of  bis  poems,  16mo,  1818. 
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he  has  justly  celehrated  in  his  poems.  Here  also,  the 
society  and  example  of  Mr  Newton,  whose  pastoral 
labours,  in  a  certain  sense,  he  may  be  said  to  have 
shared,  contributed  to  fix  his  thoughts  more  and  more 
on  the  awful  contemplation  of  futurity ;  and,  in  con- 
junction with  this  gentleman,  he  wrote  a  ▼ariety  of 
spiritual  songs,  known  by  the  name  of  the  <<  Olney 
H]rmns,"  which  were  intended  to  perpetuate  the  re- 
membrance of  their  friendship.  "  Cowper,"  says  his 
reverend  coadjutor,  ^<  particularly  loved  the  poor. 
He  often  visited  them  in  their  cottages,  conversed 
with  them  in  the  most  condescending  manner,  sym- 
pathized with  them,  counselled  and  comforted  them 
in  their  distresses ;  and  those  who  were  seriously  dis. 
posed  were  often  cheered  and  animated  by  his  pray- 
ers.*' But  the  mind  of  the  poet  was  composed  of 
materials  too  delicate  to  support  so  great  an  excess 
of  pious  exercises.  In  January  1773,  his  hjrpochon- 
driacal  malady  returned  with  all  its  former  violence, 
and  nearly  six  years  elapsed  before  reason  resumed  her 
sway.  During  this  season  of  affliction,  the  friend- 
ship of  Mrs  Unwin  was  put  to  the  severest  test ;  and 
the  tenderness  and  assiduity  with  which  she  watched 
over  the  interesting  sufferer,  were  such  as  a  mother 
only,  or  one  gifled  with  a  mother's  solicitude,  could 
bestow.  So  sensible  was  he  of  this,  that  on  being 
restored  to  health,  it  formed  the  chief  business  of  his 
life  to  repay  the  kindness  he  had  received,  by  the  ut- 
most attention  to  the  health  and  comfbrt  of  his  aged 
companion. 

About  three  years  from  the  time  he  settled  at  Olney, 
his  brother  John  was  seized  with  a  dangerous  distem- 
per,  of  which  he  subsequently  died  on  the  20th  March 
1770,  aged  thirty- three.  An  event  of  this  nature  could 
not  fail  to  make  a  deep  impression  on  the  sensitive 
mind  of  the  poet ;  and  it  is  probable  that  the  pain 
he  suffered  on  the  occasion,  added  to  the  self-denied 
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t«iior  of  hit  lile,  laid  the  ibuiidatioB<if  that  limg  aii4 
ptinful  illnesa  which  agsun  eclipsed  his  admiimble  fi^ 
culties.  From  the  moment  he  amved  at  Cambridge^ 
he  appeals  to  have  been  apprehensive  that  death  was 
in  the  cup,  and  while  the  physician  exhausted  all  the 
lesouioes  of  the  healing  art^  in  attempting  to  lubdue 
the  malady  of  his  patient,  the  amiable  poet  applied 
himself  with  equal  assiduity  to  effect  that  change  ia 
his  religious  sentiments,  which  he  believed  to  be  et* 
sential  to  his  eternal  welfare.  In  this  attempt  he  at 
last  succeeded ;  and  in  relating  the  circumstance  t# 
his  cousin,  Mrs  Cowper,  who  had  heard  that  hia  bro* 
therms  death  had  been  predicted  by  a  female  fortune- 
teller, he  says,  '^  I  suppose  there  may  be  some  truth  in 
the  matter ;  but  whatever  he  might  think  of  it  before 
his  knowledge  of  the  truth,  and  however  extraordinary 
her  predictions  might  really  be,  I  am  satisfied  that  he 
had  then  received  far  other  views  of  the  wisdom  and 
majesty  of  God,  than  to  suppose  that  he  would  intrust 
his  secret  counsels  to  a  vagrant,  who  did  not  mean,  I 
suppose,  to  be  understood  to  have  received  her  inteUi* 
gence  fiom  the  Fountain  of  Light,  but  thought  her-* 
self  sufficiently  honoured  by  any  who  would  give  her 
credit  for  a  secret  intercourse  of  this  kind  with  the 
Prince  of  Darkness.*'*  John  Cowper  was  a  man  much 
esteemed  for  his  amiable  manners  and  extensive  ac- 

•  The  fortune-teller  leems  to  have  been  an  old  soldier,  and 
not  a  female,  as  Cowper  supposed.  His  predictions  were.  "  that 
John  Cowper  would  remain  only  a  short  time  at  the  school  in 
which  he  then  studied,  but  would  be  sent  to  a  larger  one :  that 
he  would  go  to  the  university,  and,  before  he  left  it,  would  form 
•n  attachment  strong  enough  to  give  him  much  disappointment, 
as  it  would  not  be  mutual ;  that  he  would  not  marry  btifore  he 
was  thirty,  but  that  after  that  age  his  fate  became  obscure,  and 
the  lines  of  his  hand  showed  no  more  prognostics  of  futurity." 
These  prognostications  appear  to  have  made  a  deep  impression 
on  the  mind  of  Cowper's  brother ;  and  as  circumstances  occur- 
red which  gave  to  them  a  colouring  of  truth,  his  last  illness, 
whieh  occurred  after  he  had  passed  his  thirtieth  year,  was  vie#<- 
•d  by  him  as  the  consummation  of  the  predictions  which  had 
been  uttered  in  his  boyhood.— Southey's  Works  of  Cowper  (8vo» 
LoDdon,  183ft-7),  vol.  vii.  pp.  259,  960. 
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quiremefit9  ti  &  liagaitt,  m  mi^  be  gathend  ftom  m 
afTecting  tribute  which  it  paid  to  his  memory  in  the 
second  book  of  «  The  Task," 


- 1  had  a  brother  ODce: 


Peace  to  the  memorv  of  a  man  of  worth! 

A  man  of  letters,  and  of  manners  too ! 

Of  manners  sweet  as  Virtue  always  wears, 

When  gay  Good-humour  dresses  her  in  smiles. 

He  graced  a  college,  in  which  order  yet 

Was  sacred ;  and  was  honour'd,  loved,  and  wept* 

By  more  than  one,  themselves  conspicuous  there. 

During  the  first  period  of  William's  second  illness, 
his  religious  despondency  was  too  deep  and  settled  to 
admit  of  any  alleviation ;  but  afterwards  he  was  so  fiur 
enabled  to  struggle  with  it  as  to  find  amusement  in 
the  taming  of  three  hares,  the  gift  of  kind  neigh, 
hours,  who  had  heard  him  express  a  wish  to  rear  m 
single  leveret.  To  gather  day  by  day  the  food,  and 
observe  the  different  gambols  of  these  quadrupeds,  al* 
though  rather  a  boyish  employment,  was  one  well 
suited  to  the  feeble  health  of  the  poet ;  and  that  uni- 
form kindness  which  can  tame  the  most  savage  animal, 
soon  gained  him  the  confidence  of  the  most  timid* 
The  merit  of  teaching  pointers  to  set  has  been  long 
ascribed  to  an  English  poet,  and  we  believe  Cowper 
was  the  first  man  who  thought  it  worth  while  to  study 
the  dispositions  of  hares.  But  neither  the  character 
of  bipeds  nor  quadrupeds  could  long  acspe  his  keen 
observation ;  and  there  is  scarcely  any  subject,  how. 
ever  unpromising,  to  which  his  lively  pen  could  not 
impart  an  interest.  .  The  account  which  he  published 
in  the  Oentleman^s  Magazine  of  this  curious  fiunUy 
has  been  universally  read  and  admired;  and  were 
hares  long-lived  animals,  and  had  his  happened  to 
survive  their  master,  we  believe  they  would  have 
been  worth  more  money  at  the  present  day,  than 
even  the  most  valuable  of  those  which  candidates  fi)r 
parliamentary  honours  distribute  so  liberally  on  the 
eve  of  an  election.     Two  of  these  hares  died  of  mere 
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M.  age ;  and  in  a  nice  wooden  box,  which  their  keeper 
eonstructed  with  his  own  hands,  dozed  otit  Hfe  very 
comfortably,  &r  from  all  the  evils  of  gun  and  grey- 
hound, poacher,  or  more  gentlemanlike  sportsman. 
He  also  kept  canaries  and  pigeons,  and  a  beauti* 
All  spaniel,  called  Bean,  which  attended  him  on  all 
occasions.  Of  this  little  animal  he  has  recorded  a 
very  pleasant  anecdote.  One  summer  evening,  while 
wandering  on  the  banks  of  the  Ouse,  enjoying  the 
beauties  of  the  scene  and  the  season,  or,  perhaps, 
eonning  a  fiivourite  author,  he  observed  a  water-lily 
floating  in  the  stream,  which,  with  the  help  of  his 
stafi^  he  in  vain  endeavoured  to  bring  to  the  shore.  At 
last,  not  choosing  to  encounter  the  risk  of  damp  feet 
or  more  serious  immersion,  he  abandoned  the  pur- 
suit ;  upon  which  his  dog,  who  had  all  along  eager, 
ly  watched  his  movements,  plunged  into  the  river, 
seized  the  lily  very  gently  with  his  teeth,  and  re- 
turning to  the  shore,  immediately  laid  it  at  his  mas- 
ter's feet.  Beau  was  of  course  much  caressed  for  the 
service  he  had  performed ;  and  were  the  power  of  mak- 
ing knights  vested  in  poets,  and  the  honour  applica- 
ble to  the  canine  race,  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  he 
would  have  been  honourably  distinguished  among  the 
dogs  of  his  time.  As  it  was,  the  whole  affair  ended 
in  a  song — the  bank-paper  of  poets,  but  which  unfor- 
tnnately  has  never  been  declared  a  legal  tender. 

In  17789  be  re-directed  his  attention  to  literary 
pursuits,  and  again  engaged  in  a  correspondence  with 
several  of  his  friends.  His  first  letters  were  addressed 
to  the  Reverend  William  Unwin,  who  had  now  ob- 
tained orders,  and  was  actively  engaged  in  the  duties 
of  his  profession.  Many  of  these  epistles,  particularly 
those  dated  in  1780,  are  enlivened  by  a  constant  flow 
of  sprightliness  and  good-humour,  as  may  be  inferred 
from  the  fbHowing  pla)rful  specimen : — "  Alas  \  what 
can  I  do  with  my  wit  ?     I  have  not  enough  to  do 
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giMAtiiiBgf  witii ;  and  these  Bttle  things  sre  so  fugl. 
tbe«  tiiAt,  while  a  man  eatehes  at  the  subject,  he  it 
«iily  filling  his  hand  with  smoke.     I  must  do  with 
it  as  I  do  with  my  linnet :  I  keep  him  for  the  most 
psrt  in  a  cage,  hut  now  and  then  set  open  the  door, 
^lat  he  may  whisk  about  the  room  a  little,  and 
tlieii  shut  hhn  up  again.     My  whisking  wit  has  pro* 
Aneed  the  following,  the  subject  of  which  is  more  im* 
poftant  than  the  manner  in  which  I  have  treated  it 
seems  to  imply  $  but  a  fable  may  si>eak  truth,  and  all 
truth  is  sterling."     To  this  letter  was  annexed  the 
beautiful  £Eible  of  the  Nightingale  and  the  Glow-worm. 
He  also  corresponded  frequently  with  the  Reverend 
John  Newton,  whose  liune  as  a  divine  had  reached 
Itondon,  and  who  in  consequence  had  been  called  to 
the  charge  of  a  very  respectable  congregation  in  that 
dty.     It  was  through  the  advice  of  this  gentleman, 
as  the  reador  has  already  seen,  that  Mrs  Unwin  was 
indueed  to  settle  at  Olney ;  and  certainly  his  presence 
aad  kind  attention  must  have  been  a  great  comfort  to 
bcr  during  the  long  and  painfbl  illness  of  their  mutual 
friend.     Many  months  of  the  most  melancholy  por« 
tien  of  that  illness  were  passed  under  his  roof;  and 
Gowper,  whose  gratitude  never  slumbered,  did  not 
toon  forget  the  obligation.     When  he   afterwards 
commenced  his  literary  career,  Mr  Newton  was  not 
only  invited  to  criticise  his  writings  freely,  but  re* 
^nested  to  cmnpoee  a  preface,  and  stand  as  it  were 
godlather  to  the  firstborn  of  his  literary  children.* 

We  next  find  him  engaged  in  landscape.draW'- 
ing,  an  employment  of  which  he  soon  became  passion- 
ately fond,  and  in  which,  considering  his  opportu- 
nities and  application,  he  appears  to  have  made  to. 

•  This  preface  was  suppressed  by  the  publisher,  on  the  grooad 
tlmt  it  was  of  too  sombre  a  cast.  It  was,  however,  bound  up 
with  several  copies  of  the  first  edition,  and  has  been  inserted  in 
all  those  published  since  1790.— ^outhey's  Worlca  of  Cowper, 
vol.  iii.  p.  2,  note. 
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Ifitable  progress.  Meo  of  genius  are  somedBMSMCHScd 
of  afiectiug  an  indiffeienee  to  those  studies  in  wMch 
their  talent  lies,  and  exposing  themselves  to  ridieale  bjT 
pretending  to  arts  of  which  they  know  nothing.     But 
there  was  a  truth  and  modesty  in  oar  author's  BstnvB^ 
that  never  sufiered  him  to  give  way  to  any  of  ihem 
weaknesses.    **  Amusements,"  he  observes^  writing  So 
the  Rev.  William  Unwin,  <<  are  necessary  in  retiienettt 
like  mine,  especially  in  such  a  sable  state  (^mind  at  I 
labour  under.    The  necessity  of  amusement  makes  mit 
sometimes  write  verses, — it  made  me  a  carpenter,  a 
bird-cage  maker,  a  gardener, — and  has  lately  taught 
me  to  draw,  and  to  draw  too,  wilji  such  surprising  "pto- 
itciency  in  the  art,  considering  my  total  ignorance  of 
it  two  months  ago,  that  when  I  show  your  modiesr 
my  productions;  she  is  all  admiration  and  applaasei 
*    *    "      I  draw  mountains,  valleys,  woods,  and 
streams,  and  ducks  and  dab.chicks.     I  admire  them 
myself,  and  Mrs  Unwin  admires  them ;  and  her  ptaiM 
and  my  praise  put  together  aie  &me  enough  ibr  me. 
O  I  I  could  spend  whole  days  and  moonlight  ni^^ils 
in  feeding  upon  a  lovely  prospect."    And  again,  in 
renewing  his  correspondence  with  his  cousin,  Mn 
Cowper,  <<  You  see  me  sixteen  years  older,  at  the  least, 
than  when  I  saw  you  last ;  but  the  effects  of  time  seen 
ti^  have  taken  place  rather  on  the  outside  of  ray  head 
than  within  it.    What  was  brown  is  become  gxey,  bat 
what  was  foolish  remains  foolish  stiU.  Green  finiit  must 
rot  before  it  ripens,  if  the  season  is  such  as  to  alibid  it 
notlung  but  cold  winds  and  dark  clouds  that  intsnupt 
every  ray  of  sunshine.     My  days  steal  away  nlenttyy 
and  march  on  (as  poor  mad  liear  would  have  made  hii 
SQldiers  march)  as  if  they  were  shod  with  Mt ;  not  so 
silently  but  that  I  hear  them  ;  yet  were  it  not  that  I 
am  always  listening  to  their  flight,  having  no  infirmity 
that  I  had  not  when  I  was  much  younger,  I  riiottld  de« 
flftve  myself  with  an  imagination  that  I  am  still  young.'* 

X 
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bjr  •  pwiBBil  vMly  pnimceA  an  iminftcj  ae  mim 
«nd  cordial  aa  to  jsit£iy  « tentJnMRt  ef  regret  that  the 
BBcluse  of  WaaloB  dul  aat  saoMT  meet  with  a  friend 
whoae  fteUngi  and  pnmiiti  were  to  eooapletely  in  mii- 
Bom  wkh  hia  own.  During  this  visit  Mrs  Unwin  had 
a  paralytic  steoke^  which  at  once  deprived  her  of  ^ 
power  of  speech  mad  the  use  of  one  of  her  ams ;  and 
fat  a  while  threatened  to  he  attended  with  conae* 
quences  equally  diaastttous  to  the  mind  of  her  cempft- 
nion.  Inthisenierganey,  the  friendship  of  Mr  Hayley 
was  put  to  a  severe  test ;  and  although  his  eflfhrts  did 
much  to  dissipate  the  doud  that  seemed  ready  to  aet- 
tie  on  the  intellect  of  the  poet,  the  anxiety  and  i^pt*^- 
hension  with  which  the  latter  watched  over  the  heal^ 
of  the  lady  retarded  his  Uterary  labours,  and  rvn* 
dered  the  rest  of  his  lift  a  constant  struggle  with  tet 
insidious  malady  of  which  he  was  ^e  destmed  viettaiu 

In  August  1792  he  visited  Eartham,  the  resid«n«ft 
of  his  new  acquaintance,  a  compliment  of  which  that 
gentleman  might  well  be  proud,  as  a  proof  of  great  re* 
gard  in  a  person  who  had  not  slept  under  the  roof  of  a 
stranger  for  more  than  twenty  years.  In  this  excur- 
sion he  was  accompanied  by  Mrs  Unwin ;  and  it  is  im- 
possible to  convey  to  the  reader  a  stronger  idea  of  the 
anxiety  with  which  he  had  watched  her  recovery  than 
by  quoting  an  expression  that  occurs  in  a  letter  written 
a  few  days  before  he  left  home.  <<  I  have  literally,** 
he  says,  ^<  done  nothing  since  I  saw  you.  Nothing,  I 
mean,  in  the  writing  way,  though  a  great  deal  in  an- 
other ;  that  is  to  say,  in  attending  my  poor  Mary,  and 
endeavouring  to  nurse  her  up  for  a  jowmey  to  Ear- 
tham.  In  this  I  have  hitherto  succeeded  tolerably 
well ;  and  would  rather  carry  this  point  complete 
than  be  the  most  ftmous  editor  of  Milton  that  the 
world  has  ever  seen,  or  shall  see.** 

After  a  month's  absence  from  home,  during  which 
Mr  Ilayley  spared  no  exertion  to  restore  his  guests  to 
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mmhi  Mm  flooMHuBMSy  wH^  Totained  to  WCStOfU 
^Rie  poet,  however,  dkl  DoC  vetume  hk  MDtonie  labooTSy 
whidi  hiid  never  bcea  a  fimroinite  occnpatioti  with 
bun.  Writing  to  Mt  Haylej  in  Peeember  1792,  he 
1^8^  *^  How  often  do  I  wjih  in  the  course  of  the  day 
tfast  I  ooold  be  emplofed  once  more  in  poetry,  and 
ham  o^ten,  of  eouise,  that  diit  Miltonie  trap  had  never 
caan^  me  !'*  The  habit  of  atudy  had  by  this  time  en. 
axdj  Sanakesk  Urn ;  and,  with  the  exception  of  a  letter 
whiehhe  now  and  ^en  wrote  before  bieakfaet,  he  spent 
the  day  ^in  forecasting  the&shionof  nncertain  evils.*** 

Fvotn  this  period  till  November  1793,  when  he  re- 
ceived  a  second  visit  from  Mr  Hayiey,  his  labours 
seem  to  have  been  confined  to  a  few  occasional  amend- 
ments on  his  Homer,  of  whidi  he  meditated  a  new  and 
in^voved  edition.  He  still,  Mr  H.  tells  ns,  possessed 
cwnpfeteiy  all  the  admirable  faculties  of  his  mind,  and 
sH  the  natiTe  tenderness  of  his  heart ;  but  there  was 
sflmetlang,  he  adds,  indescribable  in  his  appearance, 
whi^  led  him  to  apprehend  that,  without  some  signal 
event  in  his  favour  to  re-animate  his  spirits,  they  would 
gndually  sink  into  hopeless  dejection.  The  state  of  hi^ 
aged  and  infirm  companion  afforded  additional  ground 
fite  increasing  solicitude.  Her  cheerfttl  and  benefi- 
cent spirit  could  hardly  resist  her  own  accumulated  ma- 
ladies, 80  ftr  as  to  {nreserve  ability  sufiicient  to  watch 
over  the  tender  health  of  him  whom  she  had  watched 
and  gnaided  so  long. 

Hit  mdanchidy  at  this  time  was  no  doubt  greatly 
i—f  asod  hy  the  ^ioomj  nature  of  his  prospects.  Mrs 
Unirin**  kieflBack  whidi  hitherto  had  rather  exceeded 


•  From  what  fbHowt  it  appears  that  Cowper  sat  to  the  late 
Sir  Thoaoa*  Lawxenoe.  writing  to  Mr  Hajrley  in  October 
1793,  he  says,  *'  On  Tuesday  we  expect  company— Mr  RoteaaA 
Lawrence  the  painter.  Yet  once  more  is  my  patience  to  be 
esereisccU  aad  onoe  more  I  am  made  to  wish  that  my  face  had 
been  moveable,  to  put  on  and  take  oif  at  {Measure,  so  ••  to  ke 
portable  in  a  bandbox,  and  sent  to  the  artist." 
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his  own,  was  now  diminished  from  some  cause  which 
is  not  explained ;  and  as  the  parties  had  no  separate 
interest,  this  circumstance  may  be  supposed  to  have 
affected  him  in  much  the  same  manner  as  a  personal 
loss.  But  what  afflicted  him  beyond  every  other  mis- 
fortune was  the  bodily  sufferings  of  his  aged  &iend^ 
whose  infirmities  were  such,  that  it  formed  the  chief 
business  of  his  life  to  repay  those  attentions  to  which, 
mider  Providence,  he  believed  he  was  indebted  for 
the  recovery  and  preservation  both  of  his  health  and 
his  reason*  But  to  a  mind  so  sensitive,  and  a  frame 
80  shattered,  what  employment  can  be  conceived  more 
unsuitable  than  that  of  nursing,  with  all  the  anxiety 
of  a  parent,  a  woman  already  sunk  into  a  state  of  se- 
cond  childhood  ?  Yet  this  was  the  daily,  nay  the 
hourly,  occupation  of  the  great  author  of  "  The  Task;" 
and  when  we  combine  with  the  pain,  or  rather  the 
agony,  he  must  have  suffered  from  this  cause,  his  ap- 
prehensions of  future  poverty,  and  despair  of  ever  re- 
auming  his  pen,  at  least  for  any  profitable  purpose,  it 
win  hardly  be  hjrperbolical  to  say  he  suffered  the  ex- 
treme of  human  misery. 

It  was  at  this  critical  period  in  his  history,  that  the 
kind  and  amiable  Lady  Hesketh  flew  to  his  relief; 
and  cheerfully  took  upon  herself  the  management  of 
the  household  of  those  who  were  no  longer  equal  to 
the  task  themselves.  But  all  the  resources  of  her  fer- 
tile mind,  although  they  might  relieve  in  some  faint 
degree,  were  unable  to  remove  the  deep  and  settled 
melancholy  that  now  overshadowed  the  poet's  spirit. 
For  more  than  a  twelvemonth  this  heroic  lady  conti- 
nued to  struggle  against  the  stream ;  and,  among 
her  many  compassionate  acts,  it  was  certainly  not  the 
least  to  have  relinquished  all  the  pleasures  of  fa- 
shionablelife  for  the  mournful  task  of  comforting  night 
and  day  two  invalids,  one  of  whom  had  been  reduced 
to  a  state  of  dotage  from  age  and  bodily  infirmity, 
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while  the  other  laboared  under  the  still  more  afflict. 
ing  disease  of  mental  alienation.  Sometimes,  for  a 
fortnight  together,  Cowper  refused  to  taste  any  other 
fbod  than  a  little  bread  dipped  in  water  or  wine ;  and 
even  the  great  Dr  WilHs'  art,  which  had  ministered 
to  the  mind  of  royalty,  was  altogether  lost  upon  him. 
His  distress,  in  fact,  was  such,  that  when  his  fViends 
received  the  welcome  intelligence  that  the  govern, 
ment,  in  consideration  of  his  genius  and  the  services 
he  had  rendered  to  the  cause  of  morality,  had  been 
pleased  to  settle  upon  him  an  annual  pension  of 
£300,  their  joy  was  immediately  damped  by  the  re- 
flection that  the  communication  could  not  impart  even 
a  ray  of  pleasure  to  him  for  whose  ear  it  was  chiefly 
intended* 

Although  Milton  was  a  sincere  Christian,  he  was  not 
perhaps,  strictly  speaking,  a  religious  poet ;  but  if  ever 
a  man  deserved  this  character — a  character  that  never 
has  been  common  in  the  world — it  was  the  author  of 
"  The  Task."  With  him  the  desire  of  doing  good  pre- 
dominated over  every  other  feeling  ;  and  the  hope  of 
emolument — ^nay,  even  the  love  of  fame  itself,  was  still 
kept  subordinate  to  this  great  object.  It  was  most  be- 
fitting,  therefore,  to  bestow  some  public  reward  upon 
a  man  who  had  done  more  to  check  the  progress  of 
immorality  than  a  hundred  acts  of  Parliament ;  and 
were  every  sinecure  created  for  the  same  good  purpose, 
there  is  scarcely  a  reformist,  however  violent  and  un- 
reasonable, that  would  quarrel  with  its  appropriation. 
But  it  is  the  misfortune  of  genius  that  its  reward  ge- 
nerally  comes  too  late — ^when  its  ear  is  deaf  to  the 
voice  of  fame,  and  when  poverty  can  no  longer  embit- 
tcr  the  existence  which  it  contributed  to  shorten. 
Had  the  same  pension  been  granted  to  Cowper  when 
he  was  in  the  full  possession  of  his  admirable  faculties 
— ^before  he  had  wasted  his  hours  in  the  drudgery  of 
translation — ^it  seems  probable  that  some  second  work 
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would  have  emanated  from  his  pen,  replete  witli 
those  beauties  that  grow  brighter  with  years,  and  are 
more  prized  as  the  world  increases  in  knowledge  and 
virtue. 

It  was  chiefly  through  Lord  Spencer *s  interest  and 
kind  recommendation  that  the  attention  of  the  king 
was  drawn  to  the  merits  of  Cowper.  The  Lord 
Chancellor  Thurlow,  from  whom  he  had  long  expected 
some  favour,  with  the  exception  of  a  few  h]rpercritical 
remarks  on  a  passage  in  his  translation,  never  appears 
to  have  given  him  any  decided  proof  of  his  friendship. 
This  is  the  more  surprising,  considering  that  they  had 
been  fellow-students,  and  had  met  almost  every  day  at 
the  house  of  Cowper's  aunt  in  London.  On  one  of 
these  occasions  the  poet,  or  rather  the  prophet^  address* 
edhis  friend  to  this  effect : — <^  Thurlow,  I  am  nobody, 
and  shall  be  always  nobody,  and  you  will  be  chancellor. 
You  shall  provide  forme  when  you  are."  He  smiled 
and  replied,  "  I  surely  wilL" — "  These  ladies,**  said 
Cowper,  ^^  are  witnesses.**  He  still  smiled,  and  said, 
"  Let  them  be  so,  for  I  will  certainly  do  it.**  This  pro- 
mise, however,  was  forgotten;  and  we  find  the  poet,  who 
had  too  much  modesty,  as  well  as  too  much  independ- 
ence of  character,  to  remind  him  of  it,  telling  Lady  Hes- 
keth,  ^'  As  to  myself,  I  have  long  since  ceased  to  have 
any  expectations  from  that  quarter.  Yet  if  he  were  in- 
deed mortified,  as  you  say,  and  repented  of  his  hasty 
exertions  in  favour  of  the  present  occupant,  who  can 
tell  ?  He  wants  neither  means  nor  management,  but 
can  easily  at  some  future  period  redress  the  evil,  if  he 
chooses  to  do  it.  But  in  the  mean  time  life  steals 
away,  and  shortly  neither  he  will  be  in  circumstances 
to  do  me  a  kindness,  nor  I  to  receive  one  at  his  hands. 
Let  him  make  haste,  therefore,  or  he  will  die  a  pro- 
mise in  my  debt  widch  he  will  never  be  able  to  per- 
form.** Thurlow,  though  he  neglected  the  strong  and 
pious  claims  of  Cowper,  exerted  himself  to  sooth  tho 
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declhiittg  age  of  Johnson.  He  was  also  kind  to 
Crabbe,  having  at  one  time  presented  him  with  a 
bank-note  for  a  hundred  pounds,  and  afterwards  as- 
sisted him  to  valuable  church-preferment.  Johnson, 
however,  was  in  high  fame  as  a  powerful  political 
partisan,  and  Crabbe  was  unnoticed  by  the  chancellor 
till  he  became  the  proUgi  of  Burke.  Thurlow  seems 
to  have  been  essentially  a  man  of  a  cold  and  selfish 
disposition,  with  haughty  repulsive  manners. 

In  her  self-imposed  task  of  nursing  the  two  invalids. 
Lady  Hesketh  wias  frequently  assisted  by  the  Rev.  Di 
John  Johnson,  Rector  of  Yaxham  with  Welbome,  in 
Norfolk,  who,  being  distantly  related  to  the  poet,  had 
frequendy  visited  him  during  the  terms  of  college, 
and  appears  to  have  enjoyed  a  large  share  of  his  con- 
fidence and  auction.  To  this  gentleman  it  forci- 
bly occurred  one  day,  that  a  summer's  residemx  by 
the  seaside  might  be  productive  of  much  benefit  to 
the  health  of  his  revered  kinsman ;  and  Lady  Hes- 
keth agreeing  in  this  opinion,  preparations  were  made 
for  conducting  the  two  sick  persons  by  easy  journeys 
into  Norfolk,  where  they  were  comfi)rtably  lodged  in 
a  parsonage-house,  and  attended  by  Miss  Johnson 
and  another  female  relation  of  the  rector^s,  who  was 
destined  to  dose  the  poet*s  eyes.  On  the  first  day 
of  their  progress,  the  party  rested  at  the  village  of 
Eaton,  near  St  Neots;  and  in  the  evening  Cowper,  who 
seemed  to  enjoy  the  peaceM  moonlight  scenery,  walk, 
ed  wiA  his  kinsman  in  the  village  churchyard,  con- 
versing with  great  composure  on  the  subject  of  Thom- 
son's Seasons,  and  the  probable  circumstances  under 
which  they  were  written. 

In  thus  migrating  to  a  more  genial  climate,  it  bad 
never  entered  into  the  thoughts  of  his  friends,  that  bis 
absence  would  extend  beyond  a  few  months ;  but  it 
was  otherwise  with  Cowper  himself,  who  seems  to 
have  had  a  presentiment  that  he  should  never  return 
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to  his  beloved  retreat  at  Weston.  Innnediatdy  before 
his  departure  for  the  sea-coafit,  he  wrote  in  pencil  on 
the  window^hutter  of  his  bedroom,  the  following 
lines: — 

"  Farewell  dear  scenes,  for  ever  closed  to  me: 
Oh,  for  what  sorrows  must  I  now  exchange  ye  I'** 

Mr  Hayley  is  of  opinion,  that  he  about  this  time 
composed  his  celebrated  poem  to  Mary  (Mrs  Unwin) ; 
which,  although  dictated  by  an  affection  purely  pla- 
tonic,  has  never  been  surpassed  in  point  of  tenderness 
and  pathos  by  any  similar  production  in  our  language. 
Petrarch  and  Shenstone,  who  are  so  much  celebrated 
for  the  tendemeas  and  beauty  of  their  effusions,  are 
supposed  to  have  spoken  the  language  of  nature ;  and 
if  Cowper  had  been  under  the  influence  of  simiLur 
feelings,  we  know  not,  from  the  following  specimen, 
to  what  height  he  might  have  carried  the  excellence 
of  amatory  poetry.  The  quotation  is  long,  but  excel* 
lence  never  requires  any  apology. 

TO  MARY. 

Trx  twentieth  year  is  well  nigh  past 

Since  first  our  sky  was  overcast : 

Ah  I  would  that  this  might  be  the  last ! 

My  Mary ! 

Thy  spirits  have  a  fainter  flow, 
I  see  thee  daily  weaker  grow  { 
'Twas  my  distress  that  brought  thee  low, 

My  Mary  I 

Thy  needles,  once  a  shining  store. 
For  my  sake  restless  heretofore. 
Now  rust  disused,  and  shine  no  more. 

My  Mary! 

*  These  lines  remained  unerased  for  upwards  of  forty  years, 
and  in  1833  were  copied  by  a  gentleman  residing  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Weston,  who  forwarded  them  to  Dr  Southev.^ 
Works  of  Cowper,  rol.  Hi.  p.  1T7,  note.  ^ 
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Tnr  though  thou jzlacUjr  is^ld'nt  fulfil 
The  same  kind  office  for  ine  stilT, 
lliy  sight  now  «econd«  not  thy  will. 

My  Mary! 

But  well  thou  play'dst  the  housewife's  part. 
And  all  thy  threadu,  with  magic  art, 
Have  wound  themselves  about  this  heart. 

My  Mary! 

Thy  indistinct  expressions  seem 

Like  language  utter*d  in  a  dream ; 

Yet  me  they  charm,  whate'er  the  theme. 

My  Mary  1 

Thy  silver  locks,  once  auburn  bright. 
Are  stlU  more  lovely  in  my  sight 
Than  golden  beams  of  orient  light, 

MyCMary  t 

For  could  I  view  nor  them  nor  thee, 
What  sight  worth  seeing  could  I  see  ? 
The  sun  would  rise  in  vain  for  me. 

My  Mary ! 

Partakers  of  thy  sad  decline, 
Thy  hands  their  little  force  resign ; 
Tet  gently  prest,  preM  gently  mine. 

My  Mary ! 

Such  feebloiess  of  hmbs  thou  prov*st. 
That  now,  at  every  step  thou  mov'st, 
Upheki  by  two,  yet  still  thou  tov'st. 

My  Mary! 

And  still  to  love,  though  prest  with  ill. 
In  wintry  age  to  feel  no  cnill. 
With  me  is  to  be  lovely  still. 

My  Mary  I 

But,  ah  I  by  constant  heed  I  know 
How  oft  the  sadness  that  I  show 
Transforms  thy  smiles  to  looks  of  wo. 

My  Mary! 

And  should  my  Aiture  lot  be  cast 
With  much  resemblance  of  the  past. 
Thy  wom^nt  heart  will  break  at  last. 

My  Mary! 

The  kinspian  of  Cowper  left  no  means  untried, 
which  appeared  calculated  to  divert  his  melancholy, 
and  restore  his  former  serenity  of  mind.  With  this 
view,  change  of  air  and  of  scenery  was  frequently 
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tried  ;  but  no  relief  ftom  the  incessant  pressure  of  his 
melancholy  could  be  obtained. 

When  the  winter  approached,  and  rendered  walk- 
ing inconvenient  or  impracticable,  Cowper  listened 
with  peculiar  pleasure  to  the  works  of  fiction  which 
Mr  Johnson  read  to  him  from  time  to  time,  until  he 
had  exhausted  an  immense  store;  yet  the  listener 
never  displayed  any  mark  of  weariness,  but,  on  the  con- 
trary,  discovered  peculiar  satisfaction  when  a  volume 
of  more  than  ordinary  extent  wns  introduced.  Sun- 
day,  at  this  time,  was  the  da^  that  hung  most  heavily 
on  his  hands ;  and  when  Mr  Johnson  was  absent  in 
the  discharge  of  his  clerical  duties,  he  used  to  evince 
his  anxiety  for  his  return  by  watching  at  the  hall-door 
and  listening  to  the  farm-dogs,  which,  in  the  stillness 
of  the  night,  were  heard  at  a  considerable  distance, 
and  invariably  annoimced  the  approach  of  his  compa- 
nion. But  the  utmost  efforts  of  this  good  man  could 
only  enable  him  to  compose  a  few  detached  pieces ; 
and  <<  The  Castaway,"  the  last  original  poem  whidi 
he  penned,  in  some  respects  may  be  regarded  as  faith- 
fully  descriptive  of  his  own  disordered  and  painful 
feelings. 

THE  CASTAWAY. 

Obscubest  night  involved  the  sky ; 
The  Atlantic  billows  roar'd  j 

When  Kuch  a  destined  wretch  as  I. 
Wash'd  headlong  from  on  board. 

Of  friends,  ef  hope,  of  all  bereft. 

His  floating  home  for  ever  left. 

No  braver  chief  could  Albion  boast 

Than  he  with  whom  he  went. 
Nor  ever  ship  left  Albion's  coast 

With  warmer  wishes  sent. 
He  loved  them  both,  but  both  in  vain. 
Nor  him  l}eheld,  nor  her  again. 

Not  long  beneath  the  whelming  brine. 

Expert  to  swim,  he  lay  { 
Nor  soon  he  felt  his  streugtli  decline. 

Or  courage  die  away ; 
But  waged  with  death  a  lasting  strife. 
Supported  by  despair  of  life. 
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He  shouted :  nor  his  fKends  bad  fail'd 

To  (^eok'tbe  vessers  course. 
But  so  the  furious  blast  preTail'd 

That,  pitiless  per  force. 
They  left  their  oxitcast  mate  behind. 
And  scudded  still  before  the  wind. 

Some  succour  yet  they  eould  allbrd ; 

And,  such  as  storms  allow. 
The  cask,  the  coop,  the  floated  cord, 

Delay'd  not  to  bestow  ; 
But  he,  they  knew,  nor  ship,  nor  shores 
Whate'er  they  J  "  ' 


^  gave,  should  visit  more. 


Kor,  cruel  m  it  seem*d,  could  he 
Their  haste  himself  condemn. 

Aware  that  flight,  in  such  a  sea. 
Alone  could  rescue  them ; 

Tet  bitter  felt  it  stiU  to  die 

Deserted,  and  his  friends  so  nigh. 

He  long  survives  who  lives  an  hour 

In  ocean,  self-upheld : 
And  ao  long  he,  with  unspent  power. 

His  destiny  repeird ; 
And  ever,  as  the  minutes  flew. 
Entreated  help,  or  cried^'*  Adien  r 

At  length,  his  transient  respite  past* 

His  comrades,  who  before 
Had  heard  his  voice  in  every  blast. 

Could  catch  the  sound  no  more ; 
For  then,  by  toil  subdued,  be  drank 
The  stifling  wave,  and  then  he  sank. 

No  poet  wept  him :  but  the  page 

Of  narrative  sinoere, 
That  tells  bis  name,  his  worth,  hit  age. 

Is  wet  with  Anson's  tear ; 
And  tears  by  bards  or  heroes  shed. 
Alike  immortalize  the  dead. 

I  therefore  purpose  not,  or  dream. 

Descanting  on  his  fate, 
Tb  give  the  melancholy  theme 

A  more  enduring  date. 
Bat  misery  still  delights  to  trace 
Its  semblance  in  another's  case. 

No  voice  divine  tile  storm  allay'd. 

No  light  propiQoUB  shone ; 
When,  snatch *d  from  all  efibctual  aid. 

We  iierish'd,  each  alone ; 
But  I  beneath  a  roughed  sea. 
And  whelm'd  in  deeper  gulft  than  be. 
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The  following  affecting  lines,  addressed  to  the 
clerg3nman  of  Weston,  will  evince  with  what  fondness 
he  clung  to  that  favourite  village,  and  the  tender  re- 
collections which  it  afterwards  excited : — 

"  I  will  forget  for  a  moment,  that  to  whomsoever  I 
may  address  myself,  aletter&ommecanno  otherwise  be 
welcome  than  as  a  curiosity.  Toyou,  sir,  I  address  this, 
urged  to  it  by  extreme  penury  of  employment,  and  the 
desire  I  feel  to  learn  something  of  what  is  doing,  and 
has  been  done,  at  Weston  (my  beloved  Weston!) 
since  I  left  it. — No  situation,  at  least  when  the  wea- 
ther is  dear  and  bright,  can  be  pleasanter,  which 
you  wiU  easily  credit,  when  I  add,  that  it  imparts 
something  a  little  resembling  pleasure,  even  to  me. 
Gratify  me  with  news  of  Weston  !  If  Mr  Greg- 
son  and  your  neighbours  the  Courtenays  are  there, 
mention  me  to  them  in  such  terms  as  you  see  good. 
Tell  me  if  my  poor  birds  are  living !  I  never  see  the 
herbs  I  used  to  give  them  without  a  recollection  of 
them,  and  sometimes  am  ready  to  gather  them,  for. 
getting  that  I  am  not  at  home.  Pardon  this  intru- 
sion.    Mrs  Unwin  continues  much  as  usuaL'* 

In  the  summer  of  1798,  some  faint  dawnings  of 
convalescence  having  appeared,  he  resumed  his  revi- 
sion of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey.  In  December  Mrs 
Unwin  died ;  and  we  may  judge  of  the  ravages  which 
dejection  had  been  making  on  his  truly  noble  mind, 
by  the  fact  that  he  seemed  but  little  affected  by  that 
event.  On  being  brought  to  view  the  corpse,  he  started 
away  with  a  broken  exclamation  of  sorrow,  and  never 
afterwards  mentioned  her  name. 

In  the  same  month  the  femily  removed  to  a  more 
commodious  house  than  they  had  hitherto  occupied,  at 
East  Dereham.  Here  the  invalid  had  not  passed  many 
weeks,  when  all  hopes  of  his  recovery  were  suddenly 
frustrated,  by  his  ailment  assuming  a  dropsical  ap- 
pearance in  his  ankles  and  feet.    On  the  22d  of  Fe- 
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bruaiy  1800  his  weakness  had  increased  to  sudi  a 
degree,  that  he  could  no  longer  endure  the  motion  of 
a  carriage,  and  it  does  not  appear  that  he  ever  after- 
wards left  his  apartments.  At  five  in  the  morning  of 
April  25,  he  became  insensible,  and  about  twelve  hours 
afterwards  expired  without  a  struggle.  He  was  buried 
in  that  part  of  the  church  of  East  Dereham  called  St 
Edmund's  Chapel ;  and  over  his  grave  a  monument 
was  erected  by  Lady  Hesketh,*  bearing  the  following 
inscription  from  the  pen  of  his  friend  Mr  Hayley  :~^ 

IN  MEMORY  OF  WILLIAM  COWPER,  ESQ. 

Born  in  Hertfordshire  ITSU^Buried  in  thU  Church  1800. 

Yb,  who  with  warmth  the  public  triumph  feel 
Of  talents,  dignified  by  sacred  zeal, 
Here,  to  devotion's  bard  devoutly  just. 
Pay  your  fond  tribute  due  to  Cowper's  dust! 
England,  exulting  in  his  spotless  tame. 
Ranks  with  her  dearest  sons  his  fiiv'rite  name. 
Sense,  fancy,  wit,  suffice  not  all  to  raise 
So  clear  a  title  to  affection's  praise  : 
His  highest  honours  to  the  heart  belong ; 
Hia  virtues  form'd  the  magic  of  his  song. 

Mr  Hayley  describes  Cowper's  personal  appearance ; 
and  as  the  true  character  of  his  mind  is  drawn  by  a 
ttill  abler  writer,  it  may  be  useful  to  append  both  pas- 
sages. 

'^  From  his  figure,  as  it  first  appeared  to  me  in  his 
slxty-second  year,  I  should  imagine  that  he  must  have 
been  very  comely  in  his  youth ;  and  little  had  time 
injured  his  countenance,  since  his  features  expressed 
at  that  period  of  life  aU  the  powers  of  his  mind,  and 
all  the  sensibility  of  his  heart.  He  was  of  a  middle 
itature,  rather  strong  than  delicate  in  the  form  of  his 
limbs ;   the  colour  of  his  hair  was  a  light  brown, 

*  This  amiable  lady  died  in  1808,  at  the  age  of  seventy-four. 
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that  oi  his  eyes  a  bluish  gray,  and  his  complexion 
ruddy.  In  his  dress  he  was  neat,  but  not  finical ;  in 
his  diet  temperate,  and  not  dainty.  He  had  an  air  of 
pensiye  reserve  in  his  deportment,  and  his  extreme 
shyness  sometimes  produced  in  his  manners  an  inde- 
scribable mixture  of  awkwardness  and  dignity ;  but  no 
being  could  be  more  truly  graceful  when  he  was  in 
perfect  health  and  perfectly  pleased  with  his  society. 
Towards  women  in  particidar,  his  behaviour  and  con- 
versation were  delicate  and  fascinating  in  the  highest 
degree." 

"  The  personal  character  of  Cowper  (says  Jeffrey)  is 
easily  estimated,  fVom  the  writings  he  has  left,  and  the 
anecdotes  contained  in  this  publication.  He  seems  to 
have  been  chiefly  remarkable  for  a  certain  feminine 
gentleness  and  delicacy  of  character,  that  shrunk  back 
from  all  that  was  boisterous,  presumptuous,  or  rude. 
His  secluded  life,  and  awful  impressions  of  religion, 
concurred  in  fixing  upon  his  manners  something  of  a 
saintly  purity  and  decorum,  and  in  cherishing  that 
pensive  and  contemplative  turn  of  mind  by  which  he 
was  so  much  distinguished.  His  temper  appears  to 
have  been  3rielding  and  benevolent ;  and  though  suf- 
ficiently steady  and  confident  in  the  opinions  he  had 
adopted,  he  was  very  little  inclined,  in  general,  to  force 
them  upon  the  conviction  of  others.  The  warmth  of 
his  religious  zeal  made  an  occasional  exception  :  but 
the  habitual  temper  of  his  mind  was  toleration  and  in- 
dulgence ;  and  it  would  be  difficult,  perhaps,  to  name 
a  satirical  and  popular  author  so  entirely  firee  f^m 
jealousy  and  fastidiousness,  or  so  much  disposed  to 
show  the  most  liberal  and  impartial  f&vour  to  the  me- 
rit of  others  in  literature,  in  politics,  and  in  the  vir- 
tues and  accomplishments  of  social  life.  No  angry 
or  uneasy  passions,  indeed,  seem  at  any  time  to  have 
found  a  place  in  his  bosom  ;  and,  being  incapable  of 
malevolence  himself,  he  probably  passed  through  life 
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without  having  once  exdted  that  feeling  in  the  hreast 
of  another. 

'^  The  great  merit  of  this  writer  appears  to  us  to 
consist  in  the  holdness  and  originality  of  his  compo- 
sition,  and  in  the  fortunate  audacity  with  which  he 
has  carried  the  dominion  of  poetry  into  regions  that 
had  been  considered  as  inaccessible  to  her  ambition. 
The  gradual  refinement  of  taste  had  for  nearly  a  cen- 
tury been  weakening  the  fire  of  original  genius. 
Our  poets  had  become  timid  and  fastidious,  and  cir- 
cumscribed  themselves  both  in  the  choice  and  the  ma- 
nagement of  their  subjects,  by  the  observance  of  a  li- 
mited number  of  models,  who  were  thought  to  have 
exhausted  all  the  legitimate  resources  of  the  art. 
Cowper  was  one  of  the  first  who  crossed  this  enchanted 
drcle,  who  regained  the  natural  liberty  of  invention, 
and  walked  abroad  in  the  open  field  of  observation  as 
fteely  as  those  by  whom  it  was  originally  trodden ;  he 
passed  &om  the  imitation  of  poets  to  the  imitation  of 
nature,  and  ventured  boldly  upon  the  representation 
of  objects  that  had  not  been  sanctified  by  the  descrip- 
tion of  any  .of  his  predecessors.  In  the  ordinary  oc- 
cupations and  duties  of  domestic  life  and  the  conse- 
quences of  modem  manners,  in  the  common  scenery 
of  a  rustic  situation  and  the  contemplation  of  our 
public  institutions,  he  has  found  a  multitude  of  sub- 
jects for  ridicule  and  reflection,  for  pathetic  and  pic- 
turesque description,  for  moral  declamation  and  de- 
votional rapture,  that  would  have  been  looked  upon 
with  disdain,  or  with  despair,  by  most  of  our  poetical 
adventurers.  He  took  as  wide  a  range  in  language, 
too,  as  in  matter ;  and,  shaking  off  the  tawdry  incum- 
brance of  that  poetical  diction  which  had  nearly  re- 
duced the  art  to  the  skilful  collocation  of  a  set  of  ap- 
propriated phrases,  he  made  no  scruple  to  set  down  in 
veise  every  expression  that  would  have  been  admitted 


d  by  Google 


98  MEMOIR,  &c.  ,^j^ 

in  prose,  and  to  take  advantage  of  all  the  v^ 

which  our  language  could  supply  him.       ^ably  ^^^ 

"  With  not  a  few  defects,  Cowper  wj^  ^^  ;BBgM 
long  retain  his  popularity  with  the  '^^^^^jg  desc*^^*^ 
poetry.     The  great  variety  and  Onith  o     ^^^^^  iio*o^ 
tions ;  the  minute  and  correct  P^"^"^  ^ery  on^    ^% 
scenes  and  private  feelings  with  ^^*?*       ^  »en»«  ^* 
internally  fomOiar  ;  the  sterling  weight  ^^  ^^^  3p^ 
most  of  his  observations,  and,  *^^^®  V^  „  ^9  execu*^^ 
peaiance  of  facility  with  which  every  t»"]^^  ^^  tfxod« 
and  the  happy  use  he  has  so  o^^"  r./^eur  to  sta^c^P 
common  and  ordinary  language ;  ^      ,  ^eiiitt»>  •^  _ 
upon  his  poems  the  character  of  «"5^  uruxiortali^y 
remind  us  of  the  merits  that  have  secure" 
t«  Shakspcare." 
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81  te  fbita  auB  gmvto  wet  wivlna  ebartae* 
Ab^dto.  Hoar.  Lib.  1.  Epbt.  15. 


A.  You  told  me,  I  remember,  glory,  built 
On  selfish  principles,  is  shame  and  guilt ; 
The  deeds,  that  men  admire  as  half-divine. 
Stark  naught,  because  corrupt  in  their  design. 
Strange  dmstrme  this !  that  without  scruple  tears 
The  laurel,  that  the  very  lightning  spares ; 
Brings  down  the  warrior's  trophy  to  the  dust» 
And  eats  into  his  bloody  swoid  nke  rust 

B*  I  grant  that,  men  continuing  what  they  axe. 
Fierce,  avaricious,  proud,  there  must  be  war : 
And  never  meant  the  rule  should  be  applied 
To  him  that  fights  with  justice  on  his  side. 

Let  laurels,  drenched  in  pure  Parnassian  dews. 
Reward  his  mem*ry,  dear  to  ev*ry  muse. 
Who,  with  a  courage  of  unshaken  root. 
In  honour's  field  advancing  his  firm  foot, 
Plants  it  upon  the  line  that  Justice  draws. 
And  will  prevail  or  perish  in  her  cause. 
'Tis  to  the  virtues  of  such  men,  man  owes 
His  portion  in  the  good  that  Heav*n  bestows. 
And  when  recording  History  displays 
Feats  of  renown,  though  wrought  in  ancient  days  ; 
TdQs  of  a  few  stout  hearts,  that  fought  and  died, 
'  Where  duty  placed  them,  at  their  country's  side  ; 
The  man,  that  is  not  mov'd  with  what  he  reads. 
That  takes  not  fire  at  their  heroic  deeds. 
Unworthy  of  the  blessings  of  the  brave. 
Is  base  in  kind,  and  bom  to  be  a  slave. 

But  let  eternal  infamy  pursue 
The  wretch,  to  novght  but  his  ambition  true ; 
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Who,  for  the  aajka  of  fUliiig  with  one  Uaqt 
The  post-h<»rnfl  of  bU  Euiope,  lays  her  waste. 
Think  yourself  afcatian'd  on  a  lowering  rock^ 
To  see  a  people  scattered  like  a  flock, 
Some  royal  mastiff  panting  at  their  heelsy 
With  all  the  savage  thiifit  a  tiger  feels ; 
Then  view  him  edf-prockuiii^d  in  a  gazette. 
Chief  monfter  that  has  plagu'd  the  nations  yeC 
The  globe  and  sceptre  in- such  hands  misplaced* 
Those  ensigns  of  dominion,  how  disgraced  ! 
The  gkas,  that  bids  man  mark  the  fleeting  hour. 
And  Death^s  own  scythe  would  better  speakhis  pow*r; 
Then  grace  the  bony  phantom  in  their  stead. 
With  the  king*s  shoulder-knot  and  gay  cockade ; 
Clothe  the  twin  brethren  in  each  other^s  dress. 
The  same  their  occupation  and  success. 

A*  'Tis  your  bdidT  the  world  was  made  for  man ; 
Kings  do  but  reason  on  the  self-same  plan : 
Maintaining  yours,  you  cannot  theirs  condemn. 
Who  think,  or  seem  to  think,  man  noade  for  them. 

B,  Seldom,  alas  \  the  pow'r  of  logic  reigns 
With  mudi  sufficiency  in  royal  brains ; 
Such  reasoning  falls  lUce  an  inverted  cone. 
Wanting  its  proper  base  to  stand  upon* 
Man  made  for  kings !  those  optics  are  but  dim, 
That  tell  you  so— 4ay,  rather,  they  for  him. 
That  were  indeed  a  king-ennobling  thought. 
Could  they,  or  would  they,  reason  as  they  ought. 
The  diadem,  with  mighty  projects  UnM, 
To  catch  renown  b^  ruining  mankind. 
Is  worth,  with  all  its  gold  and  gUtt*ring  store. 
Just  what  the  toy  will  sell  for,  and  no  nune. 

Oh  !  bright  occaaons  of  dispenong  good. 
How  seldom  us*d,  how  Utde  understood ! 
To  pour  in  Virtue's  lap  her  just  rewaird ; 
Keep  Vice  restrainM  behind  a  double  gunrd  ; 
To  quell  the  faotkm,  that  affionts  the  throne. 
By  silent  magnanimity  alone ; 
To-nuxse  with  tender  care  the  thriving  arts. 
Watch  ev'ry  beam  Fhilos(^hy  imparts  ; 
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To  give  Rdxgion  her  unbzidled  toope. 
Nor  judge  "by  statute  a  belieyer's  hope ; 
With  dose  fidelity  and  Iove$  unfeignVl, 
To  keep  the  matrimonial  bond  unstain'd ; 
Covetous  only  of  a  virtuous  praise ; 
His  life  a  lesson  to  the  land  he  sways ; 
To  touch  the  swoxd  with  oonsdentiouB  awe. 
Nor  draw  it  but  when  duty  bids  him  dnw ; 
To  dieath  it  in  the  peace-restoring  dose. 
With  joy  beyond  what  victory  bestows ; — 
Blest  country,  where  these  kmgly  glories  shine  ! 
Blest  England,  if  this  happiness  be  thine ! 

A,  Guazd  what  you  say ;  the  patriotic  tribe 
Win  sneer  and  charge  you  with  a  bribe.— iB.  A  bribe ! 
The  worth  of  his  three  kingdoms  I  defy. 
To  lure  me  to  the  baseness  of  a  lie : 
And,  of  all  lies  (be  that  one  poet*s  boast). 
The  lie  that  flatters  I  abhor  liie  most. 
Those  arts  be  theirs,  who  hate  his  gentle  reign ; 
But  he  that  loves  him  has  no  need  to  feign. 

A.  Your  smooth  eulogium  to  one  crown  addressMv 
Seems  to  imply  a  censure  on  the  rest 

B.  Quevedo,  as  he  tells  his  sober  tale, 
Ask'd,  when  in  heU,  to  see  the  royal  jail ; 
Approved  their  method  in  all  other  tilings  ; 

But  where,  good  sir,  do  you  confine  your  kin^  ? 

There — said  his  guide — the  group  is  fuU  in  view. 

Indeed  !— 'replied  the  don — ^there  are  but  few. 

His  black  interpreter  the  charge  disdainM— 

Few,  fellow  ? — there  are  all  that  ever  reign*d. 

Wit,  undistinguishing,  is  apt  to  strike 

The  guilty  and  not  guilty  both  alike. 

I  grant  the  sarcasm  is  too  severe. 

And  we  can  readily  refute  it  here ; 

While  Alfred's  name,  the  father  of  his  age. 

And  the  Sixth  Edward's  grace  111*  historic  page. 

A.  Kings  then,  at  last,  have  but  the  lot  of  all : 
By  ^eir  own  conduct  they  must  stand  or  fiUL 

B.  True.  While  they  live,  the  courtly  laureatepays 
His  quit-rent  ode,  his  peppercorn  of  praise ; 

12 
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And  many  a  dunee,  -whose  ^ogen  UA  to  wfite, 
Adds,  as  he  can,  his  tributaiy  mittk 
A  subject's  faults  a  subject  may  pnodaim* 
A  monaidi*s  errors  are  forbidden  game  ! 
Thus,  free  from  censure,  oreraw'd  by  fear, 
And  prais'd  for  virtues,  that  they  scorn  to  wear. 
The  fleeting  forms  of  majesty  engage 
Respect,  while  stalking  o*er  life's  narrow  stage ; 
Then  leave  their  crimes  for  histo^  to  scan. 
And  ask,  with  busy  scom.  Was  this  the  man  ? 

I  pity  kings,  whom  Worship  waits  upon 
Obs^uious  frmn  the  cradle  to  the  throne ; 
Before  whose  in&nt  eyes  the  flatterer  bows. 
And  Innds  a  wreath  about  their  baby  brows ; 
Whom  Education  stiffens  into  state. 
And  Death  awakens  from  that  dream  too  late. 
Oh  !  if  Servilitjr,  with  supple  knees. 
Whose  trade  it  is  to  smile,  to  crouch,  to  please ; 
If  smooth  Dissimulation,  skill'd  to  grace 
A  devil's  purpose  with  an  angel's  face ; 
If  smiling  peeresses,  and  simp'ring  peers, 
Encompassmg  his  throne  a  few  short  years  ; 
If  the  gilt  carriage  and  the  punper'd  steed. 
That  wants  no  driving,  and  disdains  the  lead  ; 
If  guards,  mechanically  foim'd  in  ranks, 
Playing,  at  beat  of  drum,  thdr  martial  pranks, 
Should'ring,  and  standing  as  if  struck  to  stone. 
While  condescending  majesty  looks  on  U— 
If  monarchy  consist  in  such  base  thingpB, 
Sighing,  I  say  again,  I  pity  kings ! 

To  be  suspected,  thwarted,  and  withstood, 
Ev'n  when  he  labours  for  his  country's  good ; 
To  see  a  band,  call'd  patriot  for  no  cause. 
But  that  thev  catch  at  popular  applause, 
Cardess  of  all  th*  anxiety  he  feels. 
Hook  disappointment  on  the  pubUc  wheels ; 
With  all  their  flippant  fluen<^  of  tongue. 
Most  confident,  when  palpaUy  most  wrong ;.  . 
If  this  be  kingly,  then  farewell  for  me 
AH  kingship ;  and  may  I  be  poor  and  free ! 
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To  be  the  Table  Talk  of  dube  np-sUirt, 
To  whidi  th*  iinwaflh*d  artificer  repairs, 
T*  indiilge  his  genius  after  long  fatigue. 
By  diving  into  cabinet  intrigue 
(For  what  kings  deem  a  toil,  as  wdl  they  may. 
To  him  is  relaxation  and  mere  play)  ; 
To  win  no  praise  when  well-wrought  plans  prevail^ 
But  to  be  ruddy  censur'd  when  they  rail ; 
To  doubt  the  love  his  &vMtes  may  pretend. 
And  in  reality  to  find  no  friend ; 
If  he  indulge  a  cultivated  taste. 
His  galleries  with  the  woiks  of  art  wdl  gracM, 
To  hear  it  callM  extravagance  and  waste ; 
If  these  attendants,  and  if  such  as  these. 
Must  follow  royalty,  then  wdcome  ease ; 
However  humble  and  confin*d  the  sphere, 
Happy  the  state,  that  has  not  these  to  fear. 

A,  Thus  men,  whose  thoughts  contemplative  have 

dwdt 
On  situations  that  they  never  fdt. 
Start  up  sagadous,  covered  with  the  dust 
Of  dreuning  study  and  pedantic  rust. 
And  prate  and  preach  about  what  others  prove. 
As  if  the  world  and  they  were  hand  and  glove. 
Leave  kingly  backs  to  cope  with  kin^y  cares ; 
They  have  their  wei^t  to  carry,  subjects  theirs ; 
Poets,  of  all  men,  ever  least  reffxt 
Increasing  taxes  and  the  nation's  debt 
Could  you  contrive  the  paynaent,  and  rehearse 
The  nu^ty  plan,  oracmar,  in  verse. 
No  bard,  howe'er  majestic,  old  or  new. 
Should  daim  my  fix*d  attention  more  than  3ron. 

B.  Not  Brindley  nor  Bridgewater  woidd  essay 
To  turn  the  ootzrse  of  Hdioon  that  way ; 

Nor  would  the  Nine  consent  the  sacred  tide 
Should  ^foA  amidst  the  traffic  of  Cheapside, 
Or  tinkle  in  'Change  Alley,  to  amuse 
The  leathem  ears  of  stodcjobbers  and  Jews. 

A.  Vouchsafe,  at  least,  to  pitch  the  key  of  rhyro 
To  themes  more  pertinent,  if  less  sublime. 
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When  ministers  and  ministerial  arts ; 
Patriots,  who  love  good  places  at  their  hearts ; 
When  adnurals,  eztoUM  for  standii^  still, 
Or  doing  nothing  with  a  deal  of  skilf ; 
Gen*rals,  who  will  not  conquer  when  they  may. 
Firm  fiiends  to  peace,  to  pleasure,  and  good  pay ; 
When  Freedom,  wounded  almost  to  despair. 
Though  Discontent  alone  can  find  out  where ; 
When  themes  like  these  employ  the  poet*s  tongue, 
I  hear  as  mute  as  if  a  syren  sung. 
Or  tdl  me,  if  you  can,  what  pow'r  maintains 
A  Briton*s  scorn  of  arbitrary  chains : 
That  were  a  theme  might  animate  the  dead. 
And  move  the  lips  of  poets  cast  in  lead. 

B.  The  cause,  tho'  worth  the  search,  may  yet  elude 
Conjecture  and  remark,  however  shrewd. 
They  take  perhaps  a  well-directed  aim. 
Who  seek  it  in  his  climate  and  his  frame. 
Liberal  in  all  things  else,  yet  Nature  here 
With  stem  severity  deals  out  the  year. 
Winter  invades  the  spring,  and  onen  pours 
A  chilling  flood  on  summer's  drooping  flowers ; 
Unwelcome  vapours  auench  autmnnaf  beams, 
Ungenial  blasts  attenoing  curl  the  streams  : 
The  peasants  urge  their  harvest,  ply  the  fork 
With  double  toil,  and  shiver  at  their  work ; 
Thus  with  a  rigour,  for  his  sood  designed. 
She  rears  her  fav'rite  man  of  all  mankind. 
His  form  robust  and  of  elastic  tone. 
Proportioned  well,  half  muscle  and  half  bone. 
Supplies  with  warm  activity  and  force 
A  mind  well-lodgM,  and  masculine  of  course. 
Hence,  Liberty,  sweet  Liberty  inspires 
And  keeps  alive  liis  fierce  but  noble  fires. 
Patient  of  constitutional  control. 
He  bears  it  with  meek  manliness  of  soul : 
But,  if  Authority  grow  wanton,  wo 
To  him  that  treads  upon  his  free-bom  toe ; 
One  stq>  beyond  the  boundary  of  the  laws 
Fires  hmi  at  once  in  Freedom's  g]orious  cause. 
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Thus  proud  Prerogative,  not  much  reverM, 
Is  semom  felt,  though  sometimes  seen  and  heard ; 
And  in  his  cage,  like  panot  fine  and  gay, 
Is  kept  to  strut,  look  hk,  and  talk  away. 

Bom  in  a  dimate  softer  far  than  ours. 
Not  foim'd,  like  us,  with  such  Herculean  pow'rs, 
llie  Prendmum,  easy,  debonair,  and  brisk. 
Give  him  his  lass,  his  fiddle,  and  his  frisk. 
Is  always  h^py,  reign  whoever  may. 
And  laughs  me  sense  of  misery  far  away. 
He  drinks  his  simple  bev'rage  with  a  gust ; 
And,  feasting  on  an  onion  and  a  crust. 
We  never  fed  th'*  alacrity  and  joy. 
With  whidi  he  shouts  and  carols  Vive  le  Roy, 
FillM  with  as  much  true  merriment  and  glee. 
As  if  he  heard  his  king  say — Slave,  be  free. 

Thus  happiness  depends,  as  Nature  shows, 
Less  on  exterior  things  than  most  suppose. 
Vigilant  over  all  that  he  has  made. 
Kind  Providence  attends  with  gradous  aid ; 
Bids  equity  throughout  his  works  prevail, 
And  weighs  the  nations  in  an  even  scale , 
He  can  encourage  Slavery  to  a  smile. 
And  fill  with  discontent  a  British  isle. 

A,  Freeman  and  slave  then,  if  the  case  be  such, 
Stand  on  a  levd ;  and  you  prove  too  mudi : 

If  all  men  indiscriminately  share 

His  fostering  pow'r  and  tutdary.care. 

As  well  be  yoVd  by  Despotism's  hand. 

As  dwell  at  large  in  Britain*s  chartered  land. 

B.  Na    Freedom  has  a  thousand  charms  to  show. 
That  slaves,  however  contented,  never  know. 

The  mind  attains,  beneath  her  happy  reign. 

The  growth,  that  Nature  meant  she  should  attain ; 

The  varied  fidds  of  sdence,  ever  new. 

Opening  and  wider  opening  on  her  view. 

She  ventures  onward  with  a  prosperous  fbroe. 

While  no  base  fear  impedes  her  m  her  course. 

Religion,  zidbest  favour  of  the  skies. 

Stand*  most  reveal'd  before  the  freeman's  eyes ; 
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No  shades  of  superstition  blot  the  daj. 
Liberty  chases  all  that  gloom  away ; 
The  soul  emancipated,  unoppress^d. 
Free  to  prove  all  things,  and  hold  ^tst  the  best. 
Learns  much ;  and  to  a  thousand  listening  mindi 
Communicates  with  joy  the  good  she  finds ; 
Courage  in  arms,  and  ever  prompt  to  show 
His  naanlj  forehead  to  the  fiercest  foe ; 
Glorious  m  war,  but  for  the  sake  of  peace. 
His  spirits  rising  as  his  toils  increase. 
Guards  well  what  arts  and  industry  have  won. 
And  Freedom  chums  him  for  her  first-bom  son. 
Shives  fi^  ibr  what  were  better  Cast  away — 
The  cham  that  binds  them,  and  a  tyrant's  sway ; 
But  Ihey,  that  fight  for  freedom,  undertake 
The  noblest  cause  mankind  can  have  at  stake  :•— 
Religion,  virtue,  truth,  whatever  we  call 
A  blessing — ^freedom  is  the  pledge  of  alL 
O  Liberty !  the  pris*ner*s  pleasing  dream. 
The  poet's  muse,  his  passion,  and  his  theme ; 
Genius  is  thine,  and  tnou  art  Fancy's  nurse ; 
Lo6t  without  thee  th'  ennobling  pow'is  of  verse ; 
Heroic  song  from  thy  free  toudn  acquires 
Its  clearest  tone,  the  rapture  it  inspires : 
Place  me  where  Winter  breathes  ms  keenest  air. 
And  I  win  sing,  if  Liberty  be  there ; 
And  I  will  sin^  at  Liberty's  dear  feet. 
In  Afric's  tomd  dime,  or  India's  fiercest  heat. 

A.  Sing  where  you  please ;  in  such  a  cause  I  grant 
An  En^uh  poet's  privilege  to  rant ; 

But  is  not  Freedom — at  least  is  not  ours 
Too  apt  to  p]&y  the  wanton  with  her  pow'rs. 
Grow  freakish,  and,  o'erleaping  ev'ry  mound. 
Spread  anarchy  and  terror  all  around  ? 

B.  Agreed.  But  would  you  sell  or  slay  yofur  horse 
For  bounding  and  curvetting  in  his  course  ? 

Or  if,  when  ridden  with  a  careless  rdn. 
He  break  away,  and  seek  the  distant  plain  ? 
No.     His  hign  mettle,  under  good  control. 
Gives  him  Olympic  speed,  and  shoots  him  to  the  goal. 
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Let  Disdpline  employ  her  wholesome  arts ; 
Let  magistrates  alert  pmoim  their  parts  ; 
Kot  skmk  or  put  on  a  prudential  mask. 
As  if  their  duty  were  a  desperate  task ; 
Let  active  Laws  apply  the  needful  curh. 
To  ffuard  the  Peace,  that  Riot  would  disturb ; 
And  Liberty,  preserved  from  wild  excess. 
Shall  raise  no  feuds  for  armies  to  suppress. 
When  Ttunult  latdy  burst  lus  prison-door. 
And  set  plebeian  thousands  in  a  roar ; 
When  he  usurped  Authority's  just  place. 
And  darM  to  look  his  master  in  the  fEtce ; 
When  the  rude  rabble's  watchword  was — Destroy, 
And  blazing  London  seem'd  a  second  Troy ; 
Liber^  bliidiM,  and  hung  her  drooping  head. 
Beheld  their  pi^ress  with  the  deepest  dread ; 
Blush'd,  that  efi^cts  like  these  she  should  produce. 
Worse  than  the  deeds  of  galley-slaves  broke  loose. 
She  loses  in  such  storms  her  very  name. 
And  fierce  Licentiousness  should  bear  the  Uame. 

Incomparable  gem  !  thy  worth  untold ; 
Cheap  tho*  blood-bought,  and  thrown  away  when  sold; 
May  no  foes  ravish  mee,  and  no  false  friend 
Betray  thee,  while  professing  to  defend  1 
Prize  it,  ye  ministers ;  ye  monarchs,  spare ; 
Ye  patriots,  guard  it  with  a  miser's  care. 

A.  Patriots,  alas !  the  few  that  have  been  found. 
Where  most  they  flourish,  upon  English  ground. 
The  oountry^s  need  have  scantily  supplied. 

And  the  last  left  the  scene  when  Cha&am  died. 

B,  Not  so — the  virtue  still  adorns  our  age. 
Though  the  chief  actor  died  upon  the  stage. 
In  him  Demosthenes  was  heanl  again ; 
Liberty  taught  him  her  Athenian  strain ; 
She  doth'd  him  with  authority  and  awe. 
Spoke  from  his  lips,  and  in  his  looks  gave  law. 
His  speech,  his  form,  his  action,  fall  of  grace, 
And  all  his  country  beaming  in  his  face. 

He  stood,  as  some  inimitable  hand 

Would  strive  to  make  a  Paul  or  TuDy  stand. 
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No  sycophant  or  slaTC,  that  darM  oppose 

Her  sacred  cause,  but  trerabrd  when  he  rose ; 

And  ev'ry  venal  stickler  for  the  yoke 

Felt  himsdf  crushM  at  the  first  word  he  spoke. 
Such  men  are  rais'd  to  station  and  command,     . 

When  Providence  means  mercy  to  a  land. 

He  speaks,  and  they  appear ;  to  him  they  owe 

Skin  to  dh-ect,  and  strength  to  strike  the  blow ; 

To  manage  with  address,  to  seize  with  pow'r 

The  crisis  of  a  dark  decisive  hour : 

So  Gideon  eam'd  a  victory  not  his  own ; 

Subserviency  his  praise,  and  that  alone. 
Poor  England  f  thou  art  a  devoted  deer. 

Beset  with  ev'iy  ill  but  that  of  fear. 

Thee  nations  hunt ;  all  mark  thee  for  a  prey ; 

They  swarm  around  thee,  and  thou  stand'st  at  bay. 

Undaunted  still,  though  wearied  and  perplexed ; 

Once  Chatham  sav'd  thee ;  but  who  saves  thee  next  ? 
Alas  !  the  tide  of  pleasure  sweeps  along 
All,  that  should  be  the  boast  of  British  song. 
'Tis  not  the  wreath,  that  once  adom'd  thy  brow. 
The  prize  of  happier  times,  will  serve  thee  now. 
Our  ancestry,  a  gallant.  Christian  race. 
Patterns  of  ev'iy  virtue,  ev'ry  grace. 
Confessed  a  God ;  they  kned'd  before  they  fougr.i. 
And  pr^'d  him  in  the  victories  he  wrought. 
Now  firom  the  dust  of  ancient  days  bring  forth 
Their  sober  zeal,  integrity,  and  worth ; 
Courage,  ungrac'd  by  these,  affronts  the  skies. 
Is  but  die  fire  without  the  sacrifice. 
The  stream,  that  feeds  the  well-spring  of  the  hean, 
Not  more  invigorates  life's  noblest  part. 
Than  Virtue  quickens,  with  a  warmth  cBvine, 
The  pow'rs,  that  Sin  has  brought  to  a  decline. 

A.  Th'  inestunable  Estimate  of  Brown 
Rose  like  a  paper-kite,  and  charm'd  the  town ; 
But  measures,  planned  and  executed  well. 
Shifted  the  wind  that  raised  it,  and  it  feU. 
He  trod  the  very  self-same  ground  you  tread. 
And  Victory  refuted  all  he  said. 
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B,  And  yet  his  jiMJgmwH:  wis  not  fiim'd  amia ; 
Its  error,  if  it  err*d,  was  meiely  thi^-^ 
He  thought  the  dying  hour  alieady  oome. 
And  a  complete  iecov*ry  struck  him  dumb. 

But  that  effeminacy,  folly,  lust* 
Enervate  and  enfeeble,  and  needs  must ; 
And  that  a  nation  shamefully  debased. 
Win  be  de^is*d  and  trampled  on  at  last. 
Unless  sweet  Penitence  her  pow'n  renew. 
Is  truth,  if  histoiy  itself  be  true. 
There  is  a  time,  and  Justice  marks  the  date. 
For  long-fbrbeaiing  Clemency  to  wait ; 
That  hour  eUps^d,  th*  incurable  revolt 
Is  punish'd,  and  down  amies  the  thunderbolt. 
If  Mercy  then  put  by  the  threatening  blow. 
Must  she  perform  the  same  kind  aSSoe  now  9 
May  die  !  and,  if  offended  Heav'n  be  still 
Accessible,  and  pray*r  prevail,  she  will. 
'Tu  not,  however,  insolence  and  noise, 
The  tempest  of  tumultuary  joys, 
Nor  is  it  yet  de^randence  and  dismay 
Will  win  her  visits,  or  engage  her  stay ; 
Pny*r  only,  and  the  penitential  tear. 
Can  call  her  smiling  down,  and  fix  her  here. 

Bat  when  a  country  (one  that  I  could  name) 
In  prostitution  sinks  me  sense  of  shame ; 
When  infamous  Venality,  grown  bold. 
Writes  on  his  bosom.  To  he  let  or  sold  ; 
When  Peijury,  that  Heav'n-defying  vice, 
ScHs  oaths  bv  tale,  and  at  the  lowest  price. 
Stamps  God^  own  name  upon  a  lie  just  niade. 
To  turn  a  penny  in  the  way  of  trade ; 
When  Av*rice  starves  (and  never  hides  his  £ace) 
Two  or  three  milUons  of  the  human  race. 
And  not  a  tongue  inquires,  how,  where,  or  whan, 
Thou^  conscience  will  have  twinges  now  and  then  ; 
When  profanation  of  the  sacred  cause 
In  all  its  parts,  times,  ministry,  and  laws. 
Bespeaks  a  land,  once  Christian,  fallen  and  loot. 
In  all,  that  wars  against  that  title  most ; 
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What  foDo^  next,  let  eH&es  of  great  name. 
And  regicms  long  since  desolate,  proclaim. 
Nineveh,  Babylon,  and  ancient  Rome, 
Speak  to  the  present  times,  and  times  to  come ; 
They  cry  aloud,  in  ev*iy  cai«less  ear. 
Stop,  while  ye  may ;  suspend  your  mad  career ; 
O  leam  from  our  example  and  our  fate. 
Learn  wisdotn  aifid  repentance,  ere  too  late^ 

Not  only  Vice  disposes  and  prepares^' 
The  Mind,  that  slumbers  sweedy  m  he^  snares. 
To  stoop  to  Tyranny's  usutpM  conmiand, 
Anf   ,j!Dd  her  poUsh'd  neck  beneath  hs  lumd, 
(A  dire  effect,  by  one  of  Nature's  laws, 
Unchangeably  connected  with  its  cause ;) 
But  Providence  himself  will  intertene. 
To  throw  his  dark  displeasure  o'er  the  scenes 
All  are  his  instruments ;  each  form  of  war. 
What  bums  at  home,  or  threatens  from  afiu** 
Nature  in  arms,  her  elements  at  strife, 
The  storms  that  overset  the  joys  of  life. 
Are  but  his  rods  to  scourge  a  guilty  land. 
And  waste  it  at  the  biddmg  of  his  hand. 
He  gives  the  word,  and  Mutiny  soon  roars 
In  ul  her  gates,  and  shakes  her  distant  shores  ; 
The  standards  of  all  nations  are  unfiurl'd ; 
She  has  one  foe,  and  that  one  foe  the  world  t 
And,  if  he  doom  that  people  with  a  frown. 
And  mark  them  with  a  seal  of  wrath  press'd  down, 
Obduracy  takes  place ;  callous  and  tough. 
The  reprobated  race  grows  judgment-proof  r 
Earth  iniakes  beneath  them,  and  Heav'n  roars  abovt; 
But  nothing  scares  them  frdm  the  cotirse  they  lofve. 
To  the  lasdvious  pipe  and  wanton  song, 
lliat  charm  down  fear,  they  frolic  it  aEmg, 
With  mad  rapidity  and  unconcern, 
Down  to  the  gulf,  from  which  is  no  return. 
They  trust  in  navies,  and  their  navies  fail — 
God's  curse  can  cast  away  ten  tliousand  sail  ? 
They  trust  in  armies,  and  their  courage  dies ; 
In  wisdom,  wealth,  in  fhrtune,  and  in  lie^c 


d  by  Google 


TABLE  TALK.  IJl 

But  all  tfaojr  tnutin  withers,  as  it  must. 
When  He  oommaDds,  in  whom  they  pl«|ce  no  tnut. 
Vengeance  at  last  pours  down  upon  tncir  coast 
A  Icmg  despis'df  but  now  victorious*  host ; 
Tyianny  sends  the  chain,  that  must  abridge 
The  noble  sweep  of  all  their  privilege ; 
Gives  liberty  the  last,  the  mortal  shock ; 
Slips  the  slave's  coUfur  on,  and  snaps  the  lock 

A,  Sudi  lofty  strains  embeUish  what  you  teach ; 
Mean  you  to  prophesy,  or  but  to  preach  ? 

B.  I  know  the  mind,  that  feels  indeed  the  fire 
The  muse  imparts^  and  can  command  the  lyre, 
Acts  with  a  force,  and  kindles  with  a  zeal. 
Whatever  the  ^eme,  that  others  never  feel 

If  human  woes  her  soft  attention  daim, 

A  tender  sympathy  pervades  the  frame ; 

She  pours  a  sensibili^  divine 

Alonp  the  nerve  of  ev*ry  feeling  line. 

But  if  a  deed,  not  tamdy  to  be  borne. 

Fire  indignation  and  a  sense  of  scorn. 

The  strings  are  swept  with  such  a  pow*x,  so  loud. 

The  storm  of  music  shakes  th*  astonished  crowd. 

So,  when  remote  futurity  is  brought 

Before  the  keen  inquiry  of  her  thought, 

A  terrible  sagacity  mforms 

The  poet's  heart ;  he  looks  to  distant  storms  • 

He  hears  the  thunder  ere  the  tempest  bw'rs ; 

And,  aim*d  with  strength  surpassing  human  powers. 

Seizes  events  as  yet  ui^mown  to  man. 

And  darts  his  soul  into  the  dawning  plan. 

Heance,  in  a  Roman  mouth,  the  graceful  name 

Of  prophet  and  of  poet  was  the  same ; 

Hence  British  poets  too  the  priesthood  shared,  • 

And  every  hallow'd  druid  was  a  bard. 

But  no  prophetic  fires  to  me  belong ; 

I  play  with  syllables,  and  sport  in  song. 

A,  At  Westminster,  whnre  little  poets  strive 
To  set  a  distich  upon  six  and  five, 
W)iere  Discipline  helps  op'nin^  buds  of  sense. 
And  makes  his  pupils  proud  with  silver  pence. 
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I  was  ajKXrt  too^  but  modem  taste 
Is  so  remiM,  and  ddicate^  and  chaste* 
That  Terse,  whatever  fire  the  fancy  wttms, 
Wi^Hnt  a  creamy  imiwthness  has  no  cbatins. 
Thus,  all  success  depending  on  an  ear. 
And  thuydng  I  mi^  pmchase  it  too  dear, 
If  sentiment  were  sacrinc'd  to  sound. 
And  troth  cut  diort  to  make  a  period  ronnd» 
liudg'd  a  man  of  sense  oouM  scarce  do  worse 
Than  caper  in  the  morris*danoe  of  yierse. 

B.  Thus  reputation  is  a  spur  to  wit. 
And  some  wits  flag  through  fear  of  lodng  k* 
Give  me  the  line,  that  ^ou^s  its  statdy  oouite 
Like  a  nroud  swan,  conou^'nng  the  stream  by  force; 
That,  like  some  cottage  beauty,  strikes  the  heart. 
Quite  unindetited  to  Sie  tridn  of  art 
When  Labour  and  when  Dulness,  dub  in  hand. 
Like  the  two  figures  at  St  Dunstan's,  stand. 
Beating  alternately,  in  mea8ur*d  time. 
The  dodE-work  tmtinnabulum  of  rhyme. 
Exact  and  regular  the  sounds  will  be ; 
But  such  mere  quarter-strokes  are  not  fiir  me. 

From  him  who  rears  a  poem  lank  and  long. 
To  him  who  strains  his  all  into  a  song ; 
Perhaps  some  bonny  Caledonian  air. 
All  birks  and  braes,  though  he  was  never  there ; 
Or,  having  whelp*d  a  pr(£)gue  with  great  pains. 
Feds  hin^df  spent,  and  ftmibles  for  his  brains ; 
A  prologue  interdash*d  with  many  a  stroke-— 
An  art  contrived  to  advertise  a  joke, 
So  that  the  jest  is  dearly  to  be  seen, 
Not  in  the  words — ^but  m  the  gap  between : 
Manner  is  aH  in  all,  whatever  is  writ. 
The  substitute  for  genius,  sense,  and  wit. 

To  dally  mudi  with  subjects  mean  and  low. 
Proves  that  the  mind  is  weak,  or  makes  it  sa 
Neglected  talents  rust  into  decay. 
And  ev'ry  effort  ends  in  push-pin  ^ay. 
The  man  that  means  success,  shotud  soar  above 
A  soldier's  feather,  or  a  lady's  glove; 
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Else,  summomng  the  nMne  to  stidi  a  thme^ 
The  fruit  of  all  her  hibour  is  whipp'd  CMsni* 
As  if  an  eag^  flew  aloft^  and  then 
StoopM  from  hithi^ieBt  pttdi  to  poimee  a  wrai« 
As  if  the  poet,  purposing  to  wed. 
Should  carve  himseif  a  wife  in  giBgerfamd. 
Ages  elaps'd  ere  Homer's  lamp  appealed* 
And  ages  ere  the  Mantnan  iwan  was  heaid  s 
To  carry  nature  leop;dis  unknown  befiooy 
To  give  a  Milton  birdi,  ask'd  ases  mora. 
Thus  Genius  rose  and  set  at  oi&r*d  times» 
And  shot  a  dajr-qnEing  into  distant  dimes. 
Ennobling  ev'ry  region  that  he  chose ; 
He  sunk  m  Greece,  in  Italy  he  rose ; 
And,  tedious  years  of  Gothic  darkness  passed, 
EmeisM,  all  mlendour,  in  aat  isle  at  laat. 
Thus  loYdy  lyucyons  dive  into  the  main. 
Then  show  £»  offdieir  shining  plumes  again* 

A.  Is  genius  only  found  in  epic  lays  ? 
Prove  thia,  and  forfdt  all  pretence  to  pnuse. 
Make  their  heroic  pow'rs  your  own  at  once. 
Or  candidly  confess  yoursdf  a  duncew 

B,  These  were  the  chief :  each  interval  of  night 
Was  grac'd  with  many  an  undnlating  lig^t 

In  less  illustzious  bards  his  beauty  shone 
A  meteor,  or  a  star ;  in  these,  the  sun. 

The  nightingale  may  daim  the  topmost  bough. 
While  tiie  poor  grasshopper  must  dmp  below. 
Like  him  iinnotic*d,  I,  and  sudi  as  I, 
Spread  little  wings,  and  rather  skip  than  fly  t 
Perched  on  the  meagre  produce  of  the  land. 
An  ell  or  two  of  prospect  we  ocmmand ; 
But  never  peq>  beyond  the  thorny  bound. 
Or  oaken  fence,  that  hems  the  paddock  round. 

In  Eden,  ere  yet  innocence  of  heart 
Had  &ded,  poetry  was  not  an  art : 
Language,  above  all  t^wching,  or,  if  taught, 
Only  by  g^radtude  aod-^wing  thought, 
Elegpni  as  simplidty.,  and  wann 
As  ecstacy,  unmanad*d  by  fonm  ; 
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Not  prompted,  as  ifi  our  dei^*rBte  days. 

By  low  ambitioii  and  the  thirst  of  praise ; 

Was  natural  as  is  Ihe  flowing  stream, 

And  yet  magnificent — ^A  God  the  theme ! 

That  theme  on  earth  exhausted,  Ihou^  above 

'Tis  found  as  everlasting  as  his  love, 

Man  lavishM  all  his  Ihou^its  on  human  things— 

The  feats  of  heroes,  and  the  wrath  of  kings ; 

But  still,  while  Virtue  kindled  his  delight. 

The  song  was  moral,  and  so  far  was  ri^t. 

'Twas  trais,  tQl  Luxury  sedue'd  the  mind 

To  joys  less  innocent,  as  less  refin'd ; 

Then  Genius  danc'd  a  bacchanal ;  he  crownM 

The  brimming  goblet,  seized  the  1h3rrsn8,  bound 

His  brows  with  ivy,  rushM  into  the  fidd 

Of  wild  imagination,  and  there  red'd, 

The  victim  of  his  own  lascivious  fires. 

And,  dizzy  wiUi  delight,  profaned  the  sacred  wires. 

Anacreon,  Horace,  puy'd  in  Greece  and  Rome 

This  bedlam  part ;  and  others  nearer  home. 

When  CiomweUfoughtforpow*r,andwhileher^;n*d 

The  proud  protector  of  the  pow*r  he  gained, 

Reli^on  harsh,  intcderant,  austere, 

Parent  of  manners  like  herself  severe. 

Drew  a  rough  copy  of  the  Christian  fiice. 

Without  the  smile,  the  sweetness,  or  the  grace; 

The  dark  and  suUen  htmHnir  of  die  time 

Judged  ev'ry  effort  of  the  muse  a  crime ; 

Verse,  in  the  finest  mould  of  fancy  cast. 

Was  lumber  in  an  age  so  void  of  taste : 

But  when  the  Second  Chades  assumed  the  sway. 

And  arts  revivM  beneath  a  softer  day. 

Then,  like  a  bow  long  forced  into  a  curve. 

The  mind,  releasM  fipom  too  constrain*d  a  nerve. 

Flew  to  its  first  position  with  a  spring. 

That  made  the  vaulted  roof^  of  Pleasure  ring. 

His  court,  the  dnsohite  and  hateftil  school 

Of  Wantonness,  where  vice  was  taught  by  nde, 

Swarm'd  with  a  scriWbHng  herd,  as  deep  inlaid 

With  brutal  hist  as  ever  Circe  made. 
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From  tfaesq  a  long  gucflfnnifln,  in  the  zage 
Of  rank  obsoenhy^  debaudi'd  (heir  age ; 
Nor  oeas*d,  till,  ever  anxious  to  ledi^ 
The  abfoses  of  her  sacnd  diai^,  the  press. 
The  MuBe  instructed  a  weD-nurtur^d  train 
Of  abler  votaries  to  deanse  the  stain. 
And  daim  the  pahn  for  parity  of  song. 
That  Lewdness  had  usurp'd  and  worn  so  long. 
Then  decent  Pleasantry  and  steiHng  Sense, 
That  neither  gave  nor  would  endure  ofience, 
WhippM  out  of  sig^t,  with  Satire  just  and  keen. 
The  yappj  pack,  that  had  defllM  &e  seene. 

In  fiont  ^  iheae  came  Addison.    In  him 
Humour  in  holiday  and  m^Uy  trim, 
Sublimity  and  Attic  taste,  combined. 
To  polish,  furnish,  and  delist  the  mind. 
Then  Pope,  as  harmony  itsdf  exact. 
In  verse  wcJl  disdplinM,  complete,  compact. 
Gave  virtue  and  morality  a  grace. 
That,  quite  edipsing  Pleasure's  painted  face. 
Levied  a  tax  of  wonder  and  appkuue. 
E'en  on  the  fools  that  trampled  on  their  laws. 
But  he  (his  musical  finesse  was  such. 
So  nice  his  ear,  so  ddicate  his  touch) 
Made  poetry  a  mere  mechanie  art ; 
And  ev'ry  warbler  has  his  tune  by  heart 
Nature  imparting  her  satiiie  gift. 
Her  serious  mirm,  to  Arbnthnot  and  Swift, 
With  droU  sobriety  they  rais'd  a  smile 
At  Folly's  cost,  themsdves  unmov'd  the  while. 
That  oonstdlation  set,  the  world  in  vain 
Must  hope  to  look  upon  their  like  agaio. 

A.  Are  we  then  left  ?— ^.  Not  wholly  in  the  dark ; 
Wit  now  and  then,  struck  smartly,  shows  a  spark, 
Suffident  to  redeem  the  modem  race 
From  total  night  and  absolute  disgrace. 
While  servile  trick  and  imitative  knadc 
Confine  the  million  in  the  beaten  track. 
Perhaps  some  courser,  who  disdains  the  road. 
Snuffs  up  the  wind,  and  flings  hinudf  abroad. 
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Contempoiaiies  all  surpawM,  see  one ; 
Short  his  career  indeed,  hut  ahly  run ; 
Churchili,  himself  unoonsdous  of  his  powers. 
In  penury  oonsum*d  his  idle  hours ; 
And,  like  a  scatter^  seed  at  random  sown, 
Was  left  to  spring  by  vigour  of  his  own. 
Lifted  at  length,  by  dignity  of  thou^t 
And  dint  of  genius,  to  an  affluent  lot. 
He  laid  his  head  in  Luxury's  soft  lap. 
And  took,  too  often,  tibere  his  easy  ni^ 
If  bri^ter  beams  than  all  he  threw  not  forth, 
'Twas  negligence  in  him,  not  want  of  worth. 
Surly,  and  slovenly,  and  bold,  and  coarse. 
Too  proud  for  art,  and  trusting  in  mere  forces 
Spendthrift  alike  of  mcmey  and  of  wit, 
^ways  at  speed,  and  never  drawing  bit. 
He  struck  the  l3rre  in  such  a  careless  mood. 
And  so  disdain'd  the  rules  he  understood. 
The  laurel  seem*d  to  wait  on  his  command. 
He  snatch'd  it  rudely  ftom  the  Muses'  hand. 
Nature,  exerting  an  unwearied  power. 
Forms,  opens,  and  gives  scent  to  ev'ry  flower ; 
Spreads  tne  fresh  vodure  of  the  field,  and  leads 
The  dancing  Naiads  through  the  dewy  meads : 
She  fills  proftise  ten  thousand  little  throats 
With  music,  modulating  all  their  notes ; 
And  charms  the  woodland  scenes  and  wilds  unknown. 
With  artless  airs  and  concerts  of  her  own : 
But  seldom  (as  if  fearftil  of  expense) 
Vouchsafes  to  man  a  poet's  just  pretence- 
Fervency,  freedom,  fluency  of  thought. 
Harmony,  strength,  words  exquisitely  sought ; 
Fancy,  tiiat,  from  the  bough  mat  spans  the  sky. 
Brings  colours,  dipp'd  in  Heav'n,  mat  never  die  ; 
A  soul  exalted  above  Earth,  a  mind 
Skill'd  in  the  characters  that  form  mankind  ; 
And,  as  the  Sun  in  rising  beauty  dress'd. 
Looks  to  the  westward  from  the  dappled  east. 
And  marks,  whatever  clouds  may  interpose. 
Ere  yet  his  race  begins,  its  glorious  dose ; 


d  by  Google 


TABLE  TALK.  117 

An  eye  like  his  to  catch  the  distant  g/^i 
Or,  ere  the  wheels  of  vcne  begin  to  roll. 
Like  his  to  shed  iHnminatiTig  lays 
On  every  scene  and  subject  it  surveys : 
Thus  grac'd,  the  man  asserts  a  poet's  name. 
And  the  world  cheerfully  admits  the  claim* 
Pity  Religion  has  so  sddom  found 
A  skilful  guide  into  poetic  gnnmd  !  [stray. 

The  flowers  would  spring  where'er  she  deign'd  to 
And  every  muse  attend  her  in  her  way. 
Virtue  indeed  meets  manj  a  rhyming  friend. 
And  many  a  conpUment  politely  penn'd ; 
But,  unatdr'd  in  that  becoming  vest 
Rd^ion  weaves  for  her,  and  h^undress'd. 
Stands  in  the  desert,  shiv'ring  and  findom, 
A  wintry  flguie,  like  a  withered  thorn. 
The  shdves  are  full,  all  odier  themes  are  sped  ; 
Hackney'd  and  worn  to  the  last  flimsy  thvrad. 
Satire  has  long  since  done  his  best ;  and  curst 
And  loathsome  Ribaldry  has  done  his  worst ; 
Fancy  has  sported  all  her  powers  away 
In  tales,  in  trifles,  and  in  children's  pilay ; 
And  'lis  the  sad  complaint,  and  almost  true, 
Whate'er  we  write,  we  bring  forth  nothing  new. 
'Twere  new  indeed  to  see  a  bard  all  Are, 
Touch'd  with  a  coal  from  Heav'n,  assume  the  lyre. 
And  teR  the  world,  still  kindling  as  he  sung. 
With  more  than  mortal  music  on  his  tongue. 
That  He,  who  died  below,  and  reigns  above. 
Inspires  the  song,  and  that  his  name  is  Love. 

For,  after  all,  if  merely  to  beguile, 
Bv  flowing  numbers  and  a  flow'ry  style. 
The  tsBdium  that  the  lazy  rich  endure. 
Which  now  and  then  sweet  poetry  may  cure ; 
Or,  if  to  see  the  name  of  idle  adf, 
Stamp'd  on  the  well-bound  quarto,  grace  the  shelf. 
To  float  a  bubble  on  the  breath  of  Fame, 
Prompt  his  endeavour  and  engage  his  aim, 
Debas'd  to  servile  purposes  of  pnde. 
How  are  the  powers  of  genius  misapplied  I 
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The  gift,  whose  office  is  the  Giver's  pnise. 
To  trace  him  Ux  his  word,  his  works,  his  ways ! 
Then  spread  the  rich  discovery,  and  invite 
Mankind  to  share  in  the  divine  delight ; 
Distorted  from  its  use  and  just  design. 
To  make  the  pitiful  possessor  shine. 
To  purchase,  at  the  fool-firequented  fear 
Of  vanity,  a  wreath  for  self  to  wear. 
Is  profimation  of  the  basest  kind — 
Proof  of  a  trifling  and  a  worthless  mind. 
A.  Hail  Stei^old,  then ;  and  Hopkins,  hail  !— 
B.  Amen. 
If  flatt*iy,  folly,  lust,  employ  the  pen ; 
If  acrimony,  slander,  and  ahuse. 
Give  it  a  charge  to  blacken  and  traduce ; 
Thou^  Butler's  wit,  Pope^s  numbers,  Prior*6  ease. 
With  all  that  &ncv  can  invent  to  please. 
Adorn  the  polish'd  periods  as  th^  fiill. 
One  madrigal  o£  theirs  is  worth  them  all. 

A.  'Twould  thin  the  ranks  of  the  poetic  tiibea 
To  ^Voh  the  pen  through  all  that  you  proscribe. 

B,  No  matter— we  cmild  shift  when  they  were  not ; 
And  should,  no  doubt,  if  they  were  aQ  foi^go^ 
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SiNo,  muse  (If  Such  a  thetne,  so  dark,  so  long. 
May  find  a  muse  to  gi&te  it  with  a  song), 
Ehr  what  unseeto  and  unsuspected  arts 
Tlie  serpent  Errour  twines  roimd  human  hearts  ; 
Ten  where  she  hirks,  beneath  what  flowery  lAiades^ 
That  not  a  glimpse  o£  genuine  light  pervades, 
The  pcns'nous,  black,  insinuating  worm 
Successfully  conceals  her  loathsome  form. 
Take,  if  ye  can,  ye  careless  and  supine, 
Coonsd  and  caution  from  a  voice  like  mine ! 
Tmtfas,  that  the  theorist  could  nerer  readi. 
And  observation  taught  me,  I  would  teach. 

Not  all,  whose  eloquence  the  fancy  fills. 
Musical  as  the  chime  of  tinkling  rills. 
Weak  to  perform,  though  mi^ty  to  pretend. 
Can  trace  ner  mazv  windings  to  their  end ; 
Discern  the  fraud  beneath  me  specious  lure. 
Prevent  the  danger,  or  prescribe  the  cure. 
The  dear  harangue,  and  cold  as  it  is  dear. 
Falls  soporific  on  the  listless  ear ; 
Like  qmcksilver,  the  rhetoric  they  display 
Shines  as  it  runs,  but  grasped  at,  slips  away. 

Placed  for  his  trial  on  tms  bustling  stage. 
Prom  thoughtless  youth  to  ruminating  age^ 
Free  in  his  will  to  choose  or  to  refuse, 
Man  may  improve  the  crisis,  or  abuse ; 
Else,  on  the  fatalist's  unrighteous  plan. 
Say  to  what  bar  amenable  were  man  f 
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With  nouc^t  in  diarge,  he  could  betray  no  trust ; 
And,  if  he  fell,  would  fall  because  he  must ; 
If  Love  xewaid  him,  or  if  Vengeance  strike. 
His  recompense  in  both  unjust  alike. 
Divine  aumority  within  his  breast 
Brings  ev'ry  thought,  word,  action,  to  the  test ; 
Warns  him  or  prompts,  approves  him  or*  restrains, 
As  Reason,  or  as  Passion,  takes  the  reins. 
Heav*n  firom  above,  and  Conscience  from  within,  - 
Cry  in  his  starti'd  ear — Abstain  from  sin  ! 
The  world  around  solicits  his  desire. 
And  kindles  in  his  soul  a  treacherous  fin ; 
While,  all  his  purposes  and  steps  to  guard. 
Peace  foDows  Virtue  as  its  sure  reward  ; 
And  Pleasure  brings  us  surely  in  her  tnun 
Remorse,  and  Sorrow,  and  vindictive  Pain. 

Man,  thus  endu*d  with  an  dective  voice. 
Must  be  supply'd  with  objects  of  his  choice. 
Where'er  he  turns,  enjoyment  and  delight. 
Or  present,  or  in  prospect,  meet  his  sight ; 
These  open  on  the  spot  their  honey*d  store ; 
Those  call  him  loudly  to  pursuit  m  more. 
His  unexhausted  mine  the  sordid  vice 
Avarice  shows,  and  virtue  is  the  price. 
Here  various  motives  bis  ambition  raise- 
Power,  pomp,  and  splendour,  and  the  thirstof  praise; 
There  Beauty  wooes  him  with  expanded  arms ; 
E'en  Bacchanalian  madness  has  its  charms. 

Nor  these  alone,  whose  pleasiu*es  less  refinM 
Might  well  alarm  the  most  unguarded  mind. 
Seek  to  supplant  his  inexperienc'd  youth. 
Or  lead  him  devious  from  the  path  of  truth  ; 
Hourly  allurements  on  his  passions  press. 
Safe  in  themselves,  but  dangerous  in  th*  excess. 

Hark  !  how  it  floats  upon  the  dewy  air ! 
O  what  a  dying,  dying  close  was  there ! 
'Tis  harmony  from  yon  sequestered  bow'r. 
Sweet  harmony,  that  soothes  the  midnight  hour  ? 
Long  ere  the  diarioteer  of  day  had  run 
His  morning  course,  th*  enchantment  was  begun ; 
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And  he  daSl  aid.  yon  moantain*8  height  again,    ' 
Ere  yet  the  puanns  tdS.  hecomes  a  pain. 

Is  thin  the  rugged  path,  ihe  steep  ascent. 
That  Virtoe  pomts  to  ?    Can  a  lift  thus  spent 
Lead  to  the  Miss  shepxomises  die  wise. 
Detach  the  Boulfrom  £ar&,and8peed  herto  the  sides? 
Ye  devotees  to  your  ador*d  employ, 
Enthusaasts,  drunk  with  an  unreal  joy, 
Love  makes  the  music  of  the  blest  above, 
Heaven's  harmonv  is  universal  love ; 
And  eardily  sounds,  tho'  sweet  and  weS  combinM, 
And  lenient  as  soft  opiates  to  the  mind. 
Leave  Vice  and  Folfy  unsubdu'd  behind. 

Gnry  dawn  appears :  the  sportsman  and  his  train 
Speckle  the  bosom  of  the  distant  plain ; 
•Tis  he,  the  Ninuod  of  (he  neighboring  lairs ; 
Save  that  his  scent  is  less  acute  than  thdrs. 
For  persevering  chase,  and  headlong  leaps, 
True  beagle  as  the  steonchest  hound  he  keeps. 
ChaigM  with  the  folly  of  his  life's  mad  scene, 
He  tSkes  offence,  and  ^venders  what  you  mean ; 
The  joy  the  danger  and  the  uA  o''erpays — 
*Tis  exercise,  and  hesQtb,  and  length  of  days. 
Again  impetuous  to  the  field  he  ffies ; 
L«ips  ev*ry  fence  but  one,  there  fiJb  and  dies ; 
Like  a  slam  deer,  the  ttiml»el  brings  him  home, 
Unmiss'd  but  by  his  dc^  and  by  his  groom; 

Ye  Clersy,  while  your  orbit  is  your  place. 
Lights  cf  Uie  woild,  and  stars  of  human  race  $ 
But  if  eccentric  ye  forsake  your  sphere. 
Prodigies  ominous,  imd  viewM  with  fear ; 
The  comet's  baneful  infiuen(i6  is  A  dream  ( 
YooXB,  real  and  pemidoos  in  th'  ext]*eme. 
What  then  ! — are  appetites  and  lusts  laid  dowi^ 
With  the  same  ease  the  mah  puts  on  his  gown  * 
Win  Av-'iioe  and  Concnpisoence  ^ve  {dace, 
C3iann*d  by  the  soundsl-Your  Rev^nce,  or  Tour 

Gr^ce? 
No.    But  his  own  engagement  buids  him  fast ; 
Or,  if  it  does  not,  brands  hhto  <o  Oi^  test, 

L 
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What  IttflcilrtB  Vf^  liTir      n  ^^^pemlr^  |myyfy 

A  mere  church  jiigg^«  hypocnte,  and  slave. 

Oh,  lan^  or  mouxii  with  me  the  ruefbl  jest, 

A  cassooi^d  himtanan,  and  a  fiddling  priest ! 

He  from  Italian  songsters  takes  his  cue : 

.Set  Paul  to  music,  he  shaU  quote  him  toa 

He  takes  the  field,  the  master  of  the  padc 

dies — ^Well  done  saint !  and  daps  him  on  the  hade 

Isthisthepathof  sancti^?    Is  this 

To  stand  a  waymaik  in  the  road  to  bliss  ? 

Himsdf  a  wand*rer  ficom  the  nanrow  way. 

His  silly  sheep,  what  wonder  if  they  stray  ? 

Go,  cast  your  orders  at  your  Bishop's  feet. 

Send  your  dishonoured  gown  to  Monmoutfa-street  I 

The  sacred  function  in  your  hands  is  made  . 

Sad  sacril^ !  no  function,  but  a  trade ! 

Oodduus  is  a  pastor  of  renown. 
When  he  has  pray*d  and  preach'd  the  Sabbath  down. 
With  wire  and  cat^t  he  condudes  the  day. 
Quavering  and  semiquav'ring  care  away. 
The  fiiU  concerto  swells  upon  your  ear ; 
An  elbows  shake.    Look  m,  and  you  would  swear 
The  Babybnian  tyrant  with  a  nod 
Had  summon'd  man  to  serve  his  golden  god. 
So  wdl  that  thought  th*  employment  seems  to  suit, 
Psalt'ry  and  sackbut,  duldmftr  and  flute. 
Oh  fie !  *tis  evangdical  and  pure : 
Observe  each  &ce,  how  sober  and  demure ! 
Ecstasy  sets  her  stamp  on  ev*ry  mien ; 
Chins  fall'n,  and  not  an  ^-baU  to  be  seen. 
Stin  I  inast,  though  music  heretofiire 
Has  diarm'd  me  much  (not  e*en  Occiduus  more), 
honre,  joy,  and  poice,  make  harmony  more  meet 
For  Sabbath  ev'nings,  and  perhaps  as  sweet 

Win  not  the  siddiest  sheep  of  ev'ry  flock 
Resort  to  this  example  as  a  rode ; 
There  stand,  and  justify  the  foul  abuse 
Of  Sabbath  hours  with  plausible  excuse  P 
If  apostolic  gravity  be  nee 
To  play  the  fool  on  Sundays,  why  not  we  ? 
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If  he  tibe  tinkiiiig  hupridnid  vegards 
As  inoffeiuive,  what  ofibioe  in  caidi  ? 
Strike  iq>  the  fiddles,  lei  ns  aU  be  gay. 
Laymen  have  leave  to  dance,  if  parsons  play. 

Oh  Italy  I— thy  Sabtaidis  will  be  soon 
Our  Sabbaths,  dos'd  with  mumm'iy  and  bufibon. 
Preaching. and  pranks  will  shaie  the  modey  scene, 
Our*8  parodl'd  out,  as  thine  have  ever  been, 
God*8  worship  and  the  mountebank  between. 
What  sayB  the  prophet  ?  Let  that  day  be  blest 
With  hoiinfiw  and  consecrated  rest 
Pastime  and  bosiness  both  it  should  exdude. 
And  bar  the  door  the  moment  diey  intrude : 
Nobly  distinguish'd  above  all  the  six 
By  deeds,  in  which  (he  world  must  never  mix. 
Hear  him  again.    He  calls  it  a  ddight, 
A  day  of  luxury  observ'd  aright. 
When  the  glad  soul  is  made  HeavVs  welcome  guest, 
Sits  banquetting,  and  God  provides  the  feast. 
But  triflers  are  engag'd  and  cannot  come ; 
Their  answer  to  the  call  is — Not  at  home. 

O  the  dear  pleasures  of  die  velvet  plain. 
The  painted  tablets,  dealt  and  dealt  again  ! 
Cards  with  what  rapture,  and  the  poliahM  die, 
Tlie  yawning  chasm  of  indolence  supply ! 
Then  to  the  dance,  and  make  the  sober  moon 
Witness  of  joys  that  shun  the  so^t  of  noon. 
Blame,  Cynic,  if  you  can,  quadrille  or  ball. 
The  snug  dose  party,  or  the  splendid  hall. 
Where  Night,  down-stooping  from  her  ebon  throne. 
Views  constellations  brighter  than  her  own. 
'Tis  mnocent,  and  harmless,  and  refin'd. 
The  bafan  of  care,  Eljrsium  of  the  mind« 
Innocent!  Oh  if  venerable  Time 
Slain  at  the  foot  of  Pleasure  be  no  crime, 
Thai,  with  his  silver  beard  and  magic  wand. 
Let  Comus  rise  archbishop  of  the  hind ; 
Let  him  your  rubric  and  your  feasts  prescribe. 
Grand  metropolitan  of  all  the  tribe. 
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Of  maimers  roq^  and  ooane  alfaldic  cut. 
The  rank  debauch  suiti  Clodio*8  filthy  taste. 
Rufillus,  exquisitely  £iim*d  \xy  rule. 
Not  of  the  moral  but  the  danang  school. 
Wooden  at  Clodio's  foUies,  in  a  tone 
As  tragical,  as  others  at  his  own. 
He  cannot  drink  five  bottles,  bilk  the  score. 
Then  kin  a  constahle»  and  dxink  five  more  ; 
But  he  can  draw  a  pattern,  make  a  tart. 
And  has  the  ladies*  etiquetie  by  heart. 
Go,  fool ;  and,  arm  in  aim  with  Godio,  plead 
Your  cause  befiyre  a  bar  you  little  dread ; 
But  know,  the  law  that  bids  the  dmnkaid  ^, 
Is  finr  too  just  to  pass  the  tnfler  by. 
Both  baby-featur*d,  and  of  in&nt  size, 
View*d  £com  a  distance,  and  with  heedless  ejres. 
Folly  and  Innocence  are  so  alike. 
The  difiTrence,  though  essential,  fidls  to  strike* 
Yet  VoVlj^  ever  has  a  vacant  staie, 
A  simpering  countenance,  and  a  trifling  air ; 
But  Innocence,  sedate,  serene,  orect, 
Delists  us,  by  engaging  our  respect 
Man,  Nature^s  guest  by  invitation  sweet. 
Receives  from  her  both  appetite  and  treat ; 
But,  if  he  play  the  glutton  and  exceed. 
His  bene&ctress  blushes  at  the  deed. 
For  Nature,  nice,  as  liberal  to  dispense. 
Made  nothing  but  a  brute  the  sUve  of  senae. 
Daniel  ate  p^se  by  ch(HC6-.*exampIe  rare  t 
Heav'n blessM  the  youth,  and  madenim  firesh  and  fitir. 
Gorgonius  sits,  abdominous  and  wan. 
Like  a  fat  squab  upon  a  Chinese  fim : 
He  snufi  far  off  th'  antidpatad  joy  i 
Turtle  and  venison  all  his  thoitthts  empby ; 
Prepares  for  meals  as  jockeys  tiucd  a  sweat. 
Oh,  nauseous  U-an  emetic  fbr  a  whet  1 
WiU  Providence  o*erlo(^  the  wasted  good  ? 
Temperance  were  no  virtue  if  he  couU* 

That  pleasures,  therefore,  or  v^at  such  we  call. 
Are  hurttul,  is  a  truth  confessed  by  alL 
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And  some,  that  seem  to  threaten  virtue  less. 
Still  hutiiil  in  th*  abuse,  or  by  th*  excess. 
Is  man  then  qdIt  for  his  torment  plac'd 
The  centre  of  delimits  he  maj  not  taste  ? 
Like  fidd'd  Tantams,  oondemnM  to  hear 
The  nredous  stream  still  jmiling  in  his  ear, 
Li|»-deep  in  what  he  longs  fer,  and  yet  coist 
Widi  prohibition,  and  perpetual  thirst  ? 
No,  wrangler — destitute  of  shame  and  sense. 
The  precept  that  enjdns  him  abstinence. 
Forbids  hmi  none  but  the  licentious  joy. 
Whose  ftuit,  thou^  fidr,  tempts  osdy  to  destroy. 
Remorse,  the  fatal  egg  by  Pleasure  aid 
In  ev*iy  bosom  where  her  nest  is  made, 
Hatch*d  by  the  beams  of  Trath,  denies  him  rest. 
And  proves  a  raging  scoipion  in  his  breast 
Nojueasuie?  Are  domestic  comforts  dead  ? 
Are  an  the  nameless  sweets  of  fiiendsbip  fled  ? 
Has  time  worn  out,  or  fashion  put  to  fl&me. 
Good  sense,  good  health,  good  conscience,  and  good 
An  these  bdong  to  virtue,  and  aR  prove       [fame  ? 
That  virtue  has  a  title  to  your  love. 
Have  you  no  touch  of  pity,  that  the  poor 
Stand  starvM  at  your  inhospitable  door  ? 
Or  if  yourself,  too  scantfly  supplied. 
Need  hcip,  let  honest  industry  proWde. 
Earn,  if  you  want  $  if  you  abound,  impart : 
These  bob  ire  pleasures  to  the  feeUng  neart. 
No  pleasure  ?  lus  some  siddy  eastern  waste 
Sent  us  a  wind  to  paidi  us  at  a  Uast  ? 
Can  British  Paradise  no  scenes  afirad 
To  please  her  sated  and  indifftent  lord  ? 
Are  sweet  philosophy's  enjoyments  run 
Quite  to  the  lees  ?  And  has  rdigion  none  ? 
Brutes  capable  should  tdl  yon  'tis  a  Ue, 
And  judge  you  ftom  the  kennel  and  the  sty. 
Delights  like  these,  ye  sensual  and  profane. 
Ye  are  bid,  begg'd,  besought  to  entertain ; 
CaUM  to  these  crystal  streams,  do  ye  turn  off 
Obscene  to  swiR  and  swanow  at  a  trough  ? 
l2 
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Envy  the  beast  then,  an  whom  Heav -n  bestows  -     • 
Your  pleasures,  wi&  no  curses  in  the  dose. 

Pleasure  admittod  in  undue  depec 
Enslaves  the  wiU,  nor  leaves  the  judgment  free. 
'Tis  not  alone  the  gtfqpe*s  entidi^  juioe 
Unnerves  die  moral  powers*  and  man  thdr  use ; 
Ambition,  av'iice,  and  the  lust  of  &me, 
And  woman,  bveW  woman,  does  the  same. 
The  heurt,  suncn^'d  to  the  ruling  power 
Of  some  ungovem'd  passion  ev^iy  hour. 
Finds  by  degrees  the  truths,  that  ooee  bore  sway» 
And  all  their  deep  impressions,  wear  away  i 
So  coin  grows  smooth,  m  tnffic  cuirrat  passed, 
Till  CsBsar's  image  is  cffi^'d  at  last 

The  breach,  iho^  small  at  first,  soon  opening  widei 
In  rushes  lolly  with  a  fiiU^niocm  tide. 
Then  wekome  errours  of  whatever  siEe^ 
To  justify  itbf  a  thousand  Bea^ 
As  creepmg  ivy  dines  to  wood  or  ftone» 
And  hides  Ibe  ruin  mat  it  feeds  upon ; 
So  sophistry  deaves  doae  to  and  protects 
Sin*s  rotten  trunk,  cnmciealing  ks  defects. 
Mortals,  whose  jdeasures  are  their  only  care» 
First  wish  to  be  imposed  on,  and  then  aae. 
And,  lest  the  fulsome  aitifioe  should  fidi, 
Themsdves  wall  hide  its  coarseness  with  a  voiL 
Not  more  industxions  are  the  just  and  tnte» 
To  give  to  Virtue  what  is  Virtue*s  du»— 
The  praise  of  wisdom,  camelfness,  and  worliH 
And  call  her  diaxms  to  mdilic  notice  forth-**. 
Than  Vice*s  mean  and  disingenuous  lace^ 
To  hide  the  shndcing  features  of  her  feee. 
Her  fonn  with  dress  and  lotion  th^  rqiair ; 
Then  kiss  their  idol,  and  pixmounoe  her  Mi^ 

The  sacred  in^plemeBt  I  now  employ 
Might  prove  a  misdiiefy  or  at  best  a  toy  $ 
A  trifle,  if  it  move  bat  to  amuse ; 
But,  if  to  wrong  ^e  judgment  and  abuse. 
Worse  ihan  a  poniaid  in  the  basest  hand, 
It  stabs  at  once  the  morals  of  a  huuU 
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Ye  wnten  of  what  none  with  mfety  teadp^ 
Footing  it  in  the  dance  that  Fancy  lead»» 
Ye  novelists,  who  mar  what  ye  would  mouU 
SoiTlling  and  driv'iling  folly  without  end ; 
Whose  corresponding  misses  fill  the  zeam 
With  sentimental  fiippery  and  dnam» 
Caught  in  a  delicate  s^  silken  net 
By  some  lewd  earl,  or  rakebell  haBranet : 
Ye  pimps,  who  under  virtue's  fair  prelaice^    . 
Steid  to  the  doset  of  young  iiinocfiifle» 
And  teach  her,  inexpotienc'd  yet  and  |p:«c». 
To  scribble  as  you  soibhl'd  at  fifteen  ; 
Who  kindling  a  oombustion  of  desire. 
With  some  o^  nxnal  think  to  quench  the  fire  t 
Thoufl^  an  your  engineeiii^  proves  in  vaitt» 
The  dribbling  stream  ne'er  puts  it  out  again : 
O  that  a  vene  had  power,  and  could  oammand 
Far,  fiir  away  these  flesh-flies  of  die  land  ; 
Who  fasten  without  metcy  on  the  fair. 
And  suck,  and  leave  a  craving  maggot  there ! 
Howe'er  4iflguiB'd  th'  inflammatoiy  tale. 
And  cover'd  irith  a  fine*spu&  wj^oaaoM  veil; 
Suc^  writers,  and  nich  rradecs,  owe  the  gint 
And  relish  of  their  pleasure  all  to  lust. 

But  the  muse,  eag^pinbn'd,  has  in  view 
A  quanr  more  important  stiB  than  you; 
Down,  down  the  rad  she  swims,  and  sails  away, 
Now  stoops  upon  it,  and  now  graspa  the  prey. 

Petromusl  all  the  Muses  weep fiir  thee; 
But  ev'ry  tear  shall  scald  thy  memory : 
The  Graces  too,  while  Virtue  at  their  dirine 
Lay  bleeding  under  that  soft  hand  ef  thine^ 
Felt  each  a  mortal  stab  in  her  own  breast, 
AbhoEr'd  the  sacrifioe,  and  onrs'd  the  priest 
Thou  poUsh'd  and  hig^^finidi'd  foe  to  truth, 
GraybMrd  corrupter  of  oar  Jist'ning  youth. 
To  purge  and  tlmn  away  the  filth  of  viee^ 
That  so  refin'd  it  might  the  more  entice. 
Then  pour  it  on  the  moiab  of  thy  son ; 
To  taint  Ms  heart,  was  worthy  of  thine  own  / 
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Now,  while  the  pouon  all  hig^  life  pervades. 
Write,  if  thou  canst,  one  letter  from  the  shades, 
One,  and  one  only,  chaig*d  with  deep  regret. 
That  thy  worse  part,  thy  principles,  liTe  yet  i 
One  sad  qnstle  thence  may  cure  mankind 
Of  the  pbigue  spread  by  bmidles  left  behind. 
'Tis  granted,  and  no  plainer  truth  appears. 
Our  most  nnportant  are  our  earliest  years ; 
The  Mind,  impressible  and  soft,  with  ease 
Imbibes  and  copies  what  she  hears  and  sees. 
And  through  life's  labyrinth  holds  fiist  the  dew 
That  Education  gives  her,  false  or  true. 
FlantB  raised  with  tenderness  are  seldom  strong ; 
Man's  ocdtish  disposition  asks  the  thonff ; 
And  without  discmline,  the  £iv'iite  chOd, 
Like  a  neglected  mrester,  runs  wild. 
But  we,  as  if  good  qualities  would  grow 
Spontaneous,  take  but  little  pains  to  sow ; 
We  give  some  Latin,  and  a  smatdi  of  Greek  $ 
Teadb  hfan  to  fence  and  figure  twice  a-week; 
And  having  done,  we  thii&  the  best  we  can, 
Pmise  his  proficiency,  and  dub  him  man. 

From  sdiool  to  Cam  or  Isis,  and  thence  home ; 
And  thence  with  all  convenient  speed  to  Rome, 
With  rev'kend  tutor  dad  in  habit  hiy. 
To  tease  for  cash,  and  quaird  with  all  day ; 
With  memorandum-book  fyt  ev'iy  town, 
And  ev'iy  post,  and  where  the  diaise  broke  down ; 
His  stock,  a  few  French  phrases  got  by  heart. 
With  much  to  leazn,  but  nothing  to  impart 
The  youth,  obedient  to  his  sire's  commands. 
Sets  off  a  wand'rer  into  foreign  lands. 
Surprised  at  all  ihey  meet,  the  gosling  pair. 
With  awkward  gait,  stretch'd  neck,  uid  silly  stare. 
Discover  huge  cathedrals  built  with  stone. 
And  steeples  tow'ring  high  much  like  our  own ; 
But  show  peculiar  liflit  by  many  a  grin. 
At  popish  practices  <%serv'd  within. 

Ere  long,  some  bowmg,  smirking,  smart  abb^ 
Remarks  two  loit'rers,  tiiat  have  lost  their  wAy  ;, 
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And  bemg  Always  primed  wiihjpoUtesse 
For  men  of  their  appearanee  and  address, 
With  Qituh  oompassion  undertakes  the  task* 
To  tell  them  more  than  they  have  wit  to  ajsk  ; 
Points  to  inscriptions  wheresoever  they  tread. 
Such  as,  when  l^hle,  were  never  read, 
But,  beinp  cankerM  now  and  half  worn  out. 
Craze  antiquarian  brains  with  endless  doubt ; 
Some  headless  hero,  or  some  Csesar  shows- 
Defective  only  in  his  Roman  nose ; 
Exhibits  elevations,  drawings,  plans, 
Models  of  Herculanean  pots  and  paxis ; 
And  sel}8  them  medals,  which,  if  neither  rare 
Nor  ancient,  .will  be  so,  preservM  with  care. 
Strange  the  tfidis^  I  from  whatever  cause 
His  great  improvement  and  new  lights  be  draws^ 
The  squire,  once  bashful,  is  shamokc'd  no  more, 
But  teems  with  powers  he  never  felt  before : 
Whether  increased  momentum,  and  the  force. 
With  which  from  dime  to  dime  he  sped  his  course 
(As  axles  sometimes  kindle  as  they  go), 
Chaf  *d  him,  and  brought  dull  nature  to  a  glow ; 
Or  whether  dearer  skies  and  softer  air. 
That  make  Italian  flowers  so  sweet  and  fiiir» 
Freshening  his  lazy  spirits  as  he  ran. 
Unfolded  genially  and  spread  the  man ; 
Returning  he  proclaims  by  many  a  graoe. 
By  shrugs  and  strange  contortions  of  his  £ue. 
How  much  a  dunce,  that  has  been  sent  to  roam. 
Excels  a  dunce,  that  has  been  kept  at  home. 

Accomplishments  have  taken  virtue*s  place. 
And  wisdom  falls  befi)re  exterior  grace : 
We  slight  the  precious,  kemd  of  the  stone. 
And  toil  to  ppfisb  its  rough  coat  alone. 
A  just  deportment,  marneni  gsacM  with  ease^ 
Elegant  phrase«  and  figure  formed  to  please. 
Are  quauties,  wat  seem  to  comprehend 
Whatever  parents,  guardians,  schools  intend ; 
Hence  an  unfumish*d  and  a  listless  mind. 
Though  busy,  trifling ;  empty,  though  reiinM  ; 
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Hence  all  that  mtetferes,  and  daies  to  rladi 

With  indolence  and  luxniy,  is  trash : 

While  learning,  once  the  man's  exclusive  pride. 

Seems  reipna  fast  towards  the  female  side. 

Learning  itsdf,  recdv*d  into  a  mind 

By  nature  weak,  or  viciously  inclined. 

Serves  hut  to  lead  philosophers  astray. 

Where  children  would  with  ease  discern  the  way. 

And  of  all  arts  sagacious  dupes  invent. 

To  cheat  themselves  and  gam  the  wodd^s  assent. 

The  worst  is — Scripture  warp*d  from  its  intent 

The  carriage  howls  along,  and  all  are  pleased 
If  Tom  be  sober,  and  the  wheels  weQ  greas'd ; 
But  if  the  rogue  have  gone  a  cup  too  Si, 
Left  out  his  linchi>in,  or  forgot  his  tar. 
It  sufi^  interruption  and  delav. 
And  meets  with  nindrance  in  the  smoothest  way. 
When  some  hypothesis,  absurd  and  vain. 
Has  filled  with  all  its  fiimes  a  critic*s  brain. 
The  text  that  sorts  not  with  his  darling  whim. 
Though  plam  to  others,  is  obscure  to  nim. 
The  ^inll  made  subject  to  a  lawless  force. 
All  is  irregular  and  out  of  course ; 
And  Jud^ent  drunk,  and  bribed  to  lose  his  way 
Winks  hud,  and  talks  of  darkness  at  noonday. 

A  critic  on  the  sacred  book  should  be 
Candid  and  leam*d,  dispassionate  and  free : 
Free  from  the  wayward  bias  bigots  fed. 
From  fimcy*s  influence,  and  intemperate  zeal : 
But,  above  all  (or  let  the  wretch  r^-ain. 
Nor  touch  the  nage  he  cannot  but  profane). 
Free  from  the  domineering  pow*r  or  lust ; 
A  lewd  interpreter  is  never  just 

How  shall  I  speak  thee,  or  thy  pow*r  address, 
Thou  god  of  our  idolatry,  the  Press  ? 
By  thee  religion,  liberty,  and  laws. 
Exert  their  mfluencc,  and  advance  their  cause ; 
By  thee  worse  plagues  than  Pharaoh's  land  befd, 
Difius'd,  make  Earth  the  vestibule  of  HeQ ; 
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Thoa  firantain,  at  which  diink  the  good  and  wiae  ; 
Thou  ever-bubhling  spzing  of  endless  lies ; 
Like  Eden*8  dread  probationary  tree. 
Knowledge  of  good  and  evil  is  from  thee. 

No  wiU  en£usia8t  ever  yet  could  rest. 
Tin  half  mankind  were  like  himself  possessU 
Philosophers,  who  darken  and  put  out 
Eternal  truth  by  everlasting  doubt; 
Church  quacks,  with  passions  under  no  command, 
Who  fin  the  world  with  doctrines  contraband, 
Disoov'reEB  of  they  know  not  what,  confined 
Within  no  bounds — the  bUnd  that  lead  the  blind ; 
To  streams  of  popular  opinion  drawn, 
Deposite  in  those  shallows  aU  their  spawn. 
The  wriggling  fry  soon  fill  the  creeks  around, 
Pois'ning  the  waters  where  their  swarms  abound. 
ScomM  by  the  nobler  tenants  of  the  flood. 
Minnows  and  gudgeons  gorge  th'  unwhdLoome  food 
The  propagated  myriads  spread  so  fast, 
E*en  Lewenhoeck  himself  would  stand  aghast. 
Employed  to  calculate  th'  enormous  sum. 
And  own  his  crab-computing  pow'rs  overcome. 
Is  this  hyperbole  ?  The  world  weU  known. 
Your  soto  thoughts  wiU  hardly  find  it  on& 

Fresh  confidence  the  speculatist  takes 
From  ev'ry  hair-brain'd  proselyte  he  makes ; 
And  thereibre  prints.    Himself  but  half  decdv'd. 
Tin  others  have  the  soothing  tale  believed. 
Hence  oonmient  after  comment,  spun  as  fine 
As  bloated  spiders  draw  the  flimsy  line : 
Hence  the  same  word,  that  bids  our  lusts  obey. 
Is  misapplied  to  sanctify  their  sway. 
If  stubborn  Greek  refiise  to  be  his  friend, 
Hebrew  or  Syriac  sbaU  be  forc'd  to  bend : 
If  languages  and  copies  aU  cry,  No^- 
Somebody  proved  it  centuries  ago. 
Like  trout  pursuM,  the  critic  in  despair 
Darts  to  the  mud,  and  finds  his  safety  there. 
Women,  whom  custom  has  forbid  to  fly 
The  adiolar's  pitch  (the  scholar  best  knows  why), 
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Wtdi  ftD  &e  am|>le  nd  unletterM  poar» 
Admire  Iiii  ksnung,  and  almost  man. 
Whoever  errs,  theptiett  can  na^er  be  wrong. 
With  such  &M  woras  fimuliar  to  bis  tongue. 

Yebulies!  (for  indilPrenC  in  your  anise 
I  should  desenre  to  forfeit  all  ftpplanse,) 
Whatever  riioeks  or  ghvs  the  least  offence 
To  virtue,  delicacy,  trulfa,  or  sense 
(Try  the  criterion,  *tis  a  fii^faful  guide). 
Nor  has,  nor  can  have.  Scripture  on  its  side. 

None  but  an  author  knows  an  anthor^a  cares, 
Chr  Fancy's  fondness  for  the  child  she  bean. 
Committed  once  into  die  public  aims. 
The  baby  seems  to  smik  with  added  channs. 
Like  somediing  predous  ventur*d  £ur  &om  dmre, 
'Tis  valued  for  the  danger's  sake  the  nior& 
He  views  it  with  complacency  si^Nremc, 
Solidts  kind  aittentitm  to  his  dream ; 
And  daily  more  enamoor'd  of  the  cheat. 
Kneels,  and  asks  Heav'n  to  bless  the  dear  deceit 
So  one,  whose  story  serves  at  least  to  show 
Men  kiv'd  their  ofwn  productions  long  ago» 
Woo*d  an  unfoeHng  statue  for  his  wife. 
Nor  rested  till  the  godi  had  giv*n  it  life. 
If  some  mere  driv'fier  euck  &e  sugar'd  fib. 
One  that  stiil  needs  his  leading-string  and  bib. 
And  praise  his  genius,  he  is  soon  repaid 
In  praise  applied  tothe  same  part—his  head : 
For  'tis  a  nde,  that  holds  for  ever  true. 
Grant  me  discernment,  and  I  grant  it  yau» 

Patient  of  contradiction  as  a  child, 
Afiable,  humble,  diffident,  and  mild ; 
Such  was  Sir  Isaac,  and  such  Boyle  and  Locke  i , 
Your  blmkTier  is  as  sturdy  as  a  rock. 
The  creature  is  so  sure  to  iddc  and  faite, 
A  muleteer's  the  man  to  set  him  right. 
First  Appetite  ehUsts  him  Truth's  sworn  foe» 
Then  obstinate  Self-will  confirms  him  sa 
Tell  him  he  wanders  |  that  his  ctrour  leads 
To  fatal  illar  ^urt,  though  the  pa«h  he  treads 
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Be  flowery,  and  he  see  no  came  of  fear. 
Death  and  the  pains  of  Hdl  attend  him  there : 
In  Tain;  the  dave  of  anoganoe  and  Dride» 
He  has  no  hearing  on  the  {Hiident  mae. 
His  stfll  lefoted  quirks  he  still  repeats  ; 
New  rais'd  objectioiis  with  new  quibbles  meets ; 
Tin,  MnkiTig  in  the  quicksand  he  defends^ 
He  dies  disputing,  and  the  oontest  eada— 
But  not  the  mis£ie6 ;  they,  still  left  behind* 
Like  thistle-seeds,  are  sown  by  ev^ry  wind. 

Thus  men  go  wrong  with  an  ingenious  skill ; 
Bend  the  strait  rule  to  their  own  cvooked  will ; 
And  with  a  dear  and  shining  lamp  supplied. 
First  put  it  out,  then  take  it  for  a  guide. 
Halting  on  crutches  of  unequal  size. 
One  le^  by  truth  supported,  one  by  lies ; 
They  sidle  to  the  goal  widi  awkwud  pace. 
Secure  of  nothing — ^but  to  lose  the  race. 

Faults  in  the  life  breed  errours  in  the  faiain, 
And  these  zedproddly  those  again. 
The  mind  and  conduct  mutually  imprint 
And  stamp  their  image  in  each  odier*s  mint  i 
Each,  sire  and  dam,  of  an  infernal  race. 
Begetting  and  oonoeiTing  all  that's  base. 

None  sends  his  arrow  to  the  mark  in  view. 
Whose  himd  is  fieeble,  or  his  aim  untm& 
For  ihoueh,  ere  yet  the  shaft  is  on  die  wing. 
Or  when  it  first  rorsakes  tfa*  elastic  string. 
It  err  but  little  from  di*  intended  line. 
It  falls  at  last  far  wide  of  his  design : 
So  he,  who  seeks  a  mansion  in  the  sky. 
Must  watdi  Ins  purpose  with  a  sted&st  eye ; 
That  prize  bekmgs  to  none  but  the  sincere  ; 
The  least  obliquity  is  fiital  here. 

With  caution  taste  the  sweet  Circean  cup : 
He  that  sips  often,  at  last  drinks  it  up. 
Habits  are  soon  as6um*d ;  but  wh^  we  strive 
To  strip  them  off,  'tis  being  flay'd  alive. 
CaU'd  to  the  temple  of  impure  delight. 
He  that  abstams,  and  he  alone,  does  right. 
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If  a  wish  wander  that  way,  call  h  home ; 
He  cannot  long  be  safe  wnose  wishes  loam. 
But,  if  you  pass  the  tfiieshoM,  you  aie  caught; 
Die  then,  if  pow*r  Ahni^ty  save  you  not 
There  hazd'ning  by  degrees,  till  double  steeled. 
Take  leave  of  nature's  God,  and  God  revealed ; 
Then  laugh  at  all  you  trembled  at  before ; 
And,  jdning  the  f^thinkers*  brutal  roar. 
Swallow  the  two  grand  nostrums  they  dispense- 
That  Scripture  li^  and  blasphemy  i  sense : 
If  clemency,  revolted  by  abuse 
Be  damnable,  tfien  damned  without  excuse. 

Some  dream  that  they  can  silence,  when  they  wiD, 
The  storm  of  passion,  and  say.  Peace,  be  itUlf 
But  ••  Thttsfir  and  no  farther  **  when  address'd 
To  the  wild  wave,  or  wmer  human  breast. 
Implies  authority  that  never  can. 
That  never  ought  to  be  the  lot  of  man. 

But  muse  f<nrbear ;  long  flights  fbrbode  a  fall ; 
Strike  on  the  deep-ton'd  diord  the  sum  of  alL 

Hear  the  just  law — ^the  judgment  of  the  skies ! 
He  that  hates  truth  shall  be  the  dupe  of  lies : 
And  he  that  wiU  be  dieated  to  the  last. 
Delusions  strong  as  HeQ  shall  bind  him  fkst 
But  if  iStit  wand*rer  his  mistake  discern. 
Judge  his  own  ways,  and  sigh  for  a  return, 
Bewilder*d  once,  must  he  bewail  his  loss 
For  ever  and  for  ever  ?  No — ^the  cross  ! 
There  and  there  only  (thot^  the  deist  rave. 
And  atheist,  if  Earm  bear  so  base  a  slave)  ; 
There  and  there  only  is  the  pow*r  to  save. 
There  no  ddusive  hope  invites  despair ; 
No  mock*ry  meets  you,  no  deception  there. 
The  spells  and  charms,  that  blinded  you  before. 
An  vimish  there,  and  fascinate  no  more. 

I  am  no  preadier,  let  this  hint  suffice — 
The  cross,  once  seen,  is  death  to  ev*ry  vice  i 
Else  he  that  hung  there  sufftr'd  all  lus  pun. 
Bled,  gToan*d,  and  agoniz^dy  and  died,  in  viuUk 
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Man,  on  the  dubious  waves  of  emnir  toss'd. 
His  ship  half-founder'd,  and  his  compass  lost. 
Sees,  ^  as  human  optics  may  command, 
A  sleeping  fog,  and  randes  it  dry  land : 
Spieads  all  his  canvass,  ev*xy  sinew  plies ; 
Pants  for*t,  aims  at  it,  enters  it,  and  dies ! 
Then  farewell  all  self-satisfying  schemes. 
His  well-built  systems,  phiIo6q>hic  dreams  ; 
Deceitful  views  of  future  bliss  fSu^well  !— 
He  reads  his  sentence  at  the  flames  of  HelL 

Hard  lot  of  man — ^to  toil  for  the  reward 
Of  virtue,  and  yet  lose  it !  Wherefore  hard  ? 
He  that  would  win  the  race  must  guide  lus  hone 
Obedient  to  the  customs  of  the  course ; 
Else,  though  unequalled  to  the  ^^  he  flies, 
A  meaner  than  himsdf  shall  gam  the  prize. 
Grace  leads  the  right  way :  ifyou  choose  the  wioi^c 
Take  it  and  periih ;  but  restrain  your  tongue ; 
Charge  not,  with  light  sufficient,  and  left  free. 
Your  wilful  suicide  on  God*s  decree. 

O  how  unlike  the  complex  works  of  man, 
Heav*n*s  easy,  artless,  imencumber'd  plan  I 
No  meretricious  graces  to  beguile. 
No  clustering  ornaments  to  dog  the  inle ; 
From  ostentation  as  from  weakness  free. 
It  stands  like  the  cerulean  arch  we  see* 
Majestic  in  its  own  simplidty. 
Inscribed  above  the  portal,  mxm  afar 
Conspicuous  as  the  brightness  of  a  star* 
Legible  only  by  the  li^ht  they  give. 
Stand  the  soul-auick*ning  words — BeUeve  and  live. 
Too  many,  shocked  at  wlmt  should  charm  them  moat. 
Despise  me  plain  direction,  and  are  lost. 
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Heav*n  on  sodi  teniis  !   (they  cry  with  proud  dii* 

dain,) 
Incredible,  impossible,  and  vain  !.-* 
Rebel*  because  *tis  easy  to  obey ; 
And  scorn,  for  its  own  sake,  the  gradous  way. 
These  are  the  sober,  in  whose  coder  brains 
Some  thought  of  immortality  remains ; 
The  rest,  too  busy  or  too  gay  to  wait 
On  the  sad  tiieme,  their  everiasting  state, 
^ort  for  a  day,  and  perish  in  a  n^t. 
The  foam  upcm  the  waters  not  so  h^t 

Who  judgM  the  Pharisee  ?  What  odious  cause 
Exposed  him  to  the  vengeance  of  the  laws  ? 
Had  he  seducM  a  virgin,  wrongM  a  friend. 
Or  stabVd  a  man  to  serve  some  private  end  ? 
Was  blasphemy  his  sin  ?  Or  did  he  stray 
From  the  strict  duties  of  the  sacred  day  ? 
Sit  long  and  late  at  the  carousing  board  ? 
(Such  were  the  sins  with  which  he  charged  his  Lord.) 
No— the  man's  morals  were  exact,  wliAt  then  ? 
'Twas  his  ambition  to  be  seen  of  men ; 
His  virtues  were  his  pride ;  and  that  one  vice 
Made  all  his  virtues  gewgaws  of  no  price ; 
He  wore  tiiem  as  fine  trappings  for  a  show, 
A  praying,  synagogue-fremienting  beau. 

The  Bofcapplmiding  bhd,  the  peacodc,  see    . 
.  Mark  what  a  sumptuous  pharisee  is  he ! 
Meridian  sun-beams  tempt  him  to  unftdd 
His  radiant  glories,  azure,  green,  and  gold : 
He  treads  as  if,  some  solemn  music  near. 
His  meaaur*d  step  were  govem'd  by  his  ear : 
And  seems  to  say — ^Ye  meaner  fowl,  give  place, 
I  am  all  splendour,  dignity,  and  grace ! 

Not  so  the  pheasant  on  lids  charms  presumes, 
Thoudi  he  too  has  a  glory  in  his  plumes. 
He,  christianlike,  retreats  with  modest  mien 
To  the  dose  copse,  or  fiu-sequesterM  green. 
And  shines  wimout  denring  to  be  seen. 
The  plea  of  works,  as  arrogant  and  vain, 
Hcav*n  turns  from  with  abhorrence  and  diadain } 
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Kot  mace  aSxmM  by  btdwM  ne^^ect. 

Than  by  the  mere  dinemhler*8  feign*d  respect 

What  is  aU  righteousness  that  men  devise  ? 

What — ^but  a  sordid  baigain  for  the  skies  ? 

But  Christ  as  socm  would  abdicate  his  own. 

As  stoop  from  Heav'n  to  sell  the  proud  a  throne. 

His  dwelling  a  recess  in  snxie  rude  rock. 
Book,  beads,  and  m^de-diah,  his  meagre  stock ; 
In  shirt  of  hair  and  weeds  of  canvass  dresft*d. 
Girt  with  a  beU-rope  that  the  pope  has  bless'd  | 
Adust  with  stripes  told  out  for  ev*ry  crime. 
And  sore  tormented  long  befiore  his  time ; 
His  pra^*r  preferred  to  saints  that  cannot  aid ; 
His  praise  pos^n'd,  and  never  to  be  paid ; 
See  the  sa^e  hermit,  by  mankind  adnur*d. 
With  all  that  bigotry  adopts  inspired. 
Wearing  out  life  in  his  rdigious  whim. 
Till  his  religious  whimsey  wears  out  him. 
His  works,  his  abstinence,  his  zeal  a]low*d. 
You  think  him  humble — God  accounts  him  proud ; 
Hig^  in  demand,  though  bwly  in  pretence. 
Of  all  his  conduct  this  me  genuine  sense— 
My  penitential  stripes,  my  streaming  blood. 
Have  purchased  Heav*n,  and  prove  my  title  good. 

Turn  eastward  now,  and  Fancy  shall  apply 
To  your  weak  sight  her  telesoopic  eye. 
The  bramin  Idnmes  on  his  own  bare  head 
The  sacred  fire,  self-torturing  his  trade. 
His  voluntary  pains,  severe  and  long. 
Would  give  a  barbarous  air  to  Briti^  song  ; 
No  grand  inquisitor  could  worse  invent. 
Than  he  contrives  to  suffer,  well  content. 

Whidi  is  the  samtlier  worthy  of  the  two  ? 
Past  all  dispute,  yon  anchorite,  say  you. 
Your  sentence  and  mine  difier.    What's  a  name ! 
I  say  the  bramin  has  the  fiurer  claim. 
If  sufferings.  Scripture  no  where  reconunends, 
Devis*d  by  self  to  answer  selfiA  ends. 
Give  saintship,  then  all  £uK»e  must  agree 
Ten  starv'li^  hennits  suffer  less  than  he. 
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The  tnUh  is  (if  the  troth  may  suit  yonr  ear* 
And  prqudice  hove  left  a  passage  dear), 
Pride  has  attam*d  iti  most  hauriant  growth, 
And  p(nsoti*d  ev*ry  virtue  in  them  boUi. 
Pride  may  he  pampered  while  the  fledi  grows  lean ; 
Humility  may  dome  an  En^h  dean ; 
That  grace  was  Cowper*^ — hb,  confess*d  hy  all— 
ThouSi  nhc'd  in  goldeii  Durham's  second  stalL 
Not  m  the  pknty  cf  a  bishop's  board. 
His  palace,  and  his  lacqueys,  and  **  My  Lord,** 
More  nourish  pride,  that  condescending  vice. 
Than  abstmence,  and  beggary,  and  lice ; 
It  thrives  in  mis'ry,  and  abundant  grows : 
In  misery  fools  upon  tfaemsdves  impose. 

But  why  before  us  protestants  produce 
An  Indian  myrtic,  or  a  Prendi  reduse  ? 
Their  sin  is  plain ;  but  what  have  we  to  fbar, 
Refonn'd  and  well  instnicted  ?  You  shall  hear. 

Yon  andent  prude,  whose  withered  features  show 
She  might  be  young  some  forty  years  ago. 
Her  (Shows  pinianed  dose  Upon  W  hips. 
Her  head  erect,  her  £ui  upon  her  Hps, 
Her  eye-brows  arch'd,  her  ^es  both  gone  astray 
To  watch  yon  am'rous  couple  in  their  play. 
With  haay  and  unkerchierd  nedc  defies 
The  rude  inclemency  of  wintry  skies. 
And  sails  with  lappet-head  and  mindng  airs 
Duly  at  clink  of  bdl  to  morning  pray'rs. 
To  thrift  and  parsinxmy  much  indinM, 
She  yet  allows  hersdf  mat  boy  behind ; 
The  shiv'iing  urchin,  bending  as  he  goes. 
With  slipshod  beds,  and  dewdrop  at  his  nose ; 
His  predecessor's  coat  advanced  to  wear. 
Which  ftiture  pages  yet  are  doomed  to  share. 
Carries  her  Bible  tuck'd  beneath  his  arm. 
And  hides  his  hands  to  keep  his  fingers  warm. 

She,  half  an  angd  in  her  own  account. 
Doubts  not  hereamr  with  the  sahits  to  mount. 
Though  not  a  gmoe  ai^>ears  on  strictest  search» 
But  that  she  fasts,  and  item,  goes  to  church. 
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Conscious  of  nge,  she  reoolkcts  her  youth* 

And  tells,  not  filways  with  an  eye  to  truth. 

Who  roaimM  het  waist,  and  who,  where'er  be  CBme» 

Scrawrd  upon  glass  Miss  Bridget's  lo?ely  name ; 

Who  stole  ner  slipper,  fill'd  it  wi&  tokay, 

And  drank  the  little  bumper  ev'ry  day. 

Of  temper  as  envenom'd  as  an  asp, 

Censonous,  and  her  er'ry  word  a  wasp  ; 

In  fidthful  mem'ry  she  records  the  cnmes. 

Or  real  or  fictitious,  of  the  times ; 

Laug^  at  the  reputaticms  she  has  torn. 

And  hcdds  them  dangling  at  arm's  length  in  scorn. 

Such  are  the  fruits  of  sanctimonious  pride» 
Of  malice  fed  while  flesh  is  mortified : 
Take,  Madam,  the  reward  of  aU  your  pray'rs. 
Where  hermits  and  where  bramins  meet  with  thehrs ; 
Your  porti(Hi  is  with  them.— Nay,  never  frown. 
But,  tf  you  please,  some  fathoms  lower  down. 

Artist  attend— your  brushes  and  your  paint— 
Produce  them — ^take  a  chair — now  draw  a  saint. 
Oh  sorrowful  and  sad !  the  streaming  tears 
Channel  het  cheeks— a  Niobe  appears ! 
Is  this  a  saint  ?  Throw  tints  and  aU  away- 
True  Piety  is  cheerful  as  the  day, 
Win  weep  indeed  and  heave  a  pitying  groan 
For  others'  woes,  but  smiles  upon  her  own. 

What  purpose  has  the  King  of  saints  in  view  ? 
Why  falls  the  Gospd  like  a  gracious  dew  f 
To  call  up  plenty  nom  the  teeming  earth. 
Or  curse  the  desert  with  a  tenfold  dearth  ? 
Is  it  that  Adam's  offspring  may  be  sav'd 
From  servile  fear,  or  be  the  more  enslav'd  ? 
To  loose  the  links  that  gall'd  mankind  bci<»e. 
Or  bind  them  faster  on,  and  add  stUl  more  ? 
The  freebom  Christian  has  no  chains  to  prove, 
Or,  if  a  chain,  the  golden  one  of  love  t 
No  fear  attends  to  quench  his  glowing  fires. 
What  fear  he  feels,  nis  gratitude  insFues. 
Shall  he,  for  such  deliv'rance  freelv  wiou^t. 
Recompense  iU  ?  He  trembles  at  tike  thought. 
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His  Maiter't  iot^Mit  and  fai»owa  oombfai'd 
Piompt  ev'ry  movemeot  of  his  heart  and  mind : 
Thought,  wordy  and  deed,  his  liberty  evince. 
His  freedom  is  the  freedom  of  a  piincew 

Man's  obligations  infinite,  of  course 
His  life  should  prove  that  he  perceives  their  force ; 
His  utmost  he  can  render  is  but  smaU-^ 
The  principle  and  motive  all  in  alL 
You  have  two  servants — ^Tom,  an  ardi,  tly  rogue. 
From  top  to  toe  the  Geta  now  in  vogue. 
Genteel  m  %ure,  easy  in  address. 
Moves  without  noise,  and  swift  as  an  expneSf 
Reports  a  message  with  a  pleasing  graoe^ 
Expert  in  all  the  duties  of  his  ]^f^; 
Say,  on  what  hinge  does  his  obedience  move  ? 
Has  he  a  world  of  gratitude  and  love  ? 
No,  not  a  ^ark— *tis  all  mere  sharper's  phty ; 
He  likes  your  bouse,  your  housemaid,  and  your  p^ ; 
Reduce  his  wages,  or  get  rid  of  her, 
Tom  quits  you,  with — ^Your  most  obedient.  Sin. 

The  dinner  serv'd,  Chades  takes  his  Ufloal  stand, 
Watches  your  ^e,  anticipates  command  $ 
Sighs  if  pe^iaps  your  appedte  should  fail; 
And  if  he  but  suspects  a  frown,  tunis  pale ; 
Consults  all  day  your  int'rest  and  your  ease. 
Richly  rewarded  if  he  can  but  please ; 
And,  proud  to  make  his  firm  attadimenfe  known. 
To  save  your  life  would  nobl^  risk  his  own. 

Now  which  stands  Idghest  m  your  serious  though? 
Charles,  without  doubt,  say  you— 4ind  so  he  ought; 
One  act,  that  from  a  thankful  heart  proceeds. 
Excels  ten  thousand  mero^iary  deeds. 

Thus  Heav'n  approves,  as  honest  and  sincere. 
The  work  of  gen'rous  love  and  filial  fear  ; 
But  with  averted  eyes  th'  omnisdent  Judge 
Scorns  the  base  hireling,  and  the  slavish  dnidgei 
Where  dwdl  these  matchless  saints  ?— old  Curio  aaSBt 
E'en  at  your  side,  Sir,  and  before  your  eyes. 
The  favour'd  few^th'  enthusiasts  you  despise. 
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And  pleased  at  hoact,  htemm  on  holy  j 
SonMjMw  a  earning  hypocrke  it  founcl. 
Rqnoach  a  people  with  Jus  sinsfe  ftU, 
And  cast  his  Gkutf  raiment  at&em  aU ; 
Attend ! — an  apt  similitude  shall  show 
Whence  springs  the  conduct  that  offends  you  so. 
See  where  it  smokes  along  the  somiding  jdain, 
Blown  aU  aslant,  a  driving,  dashing  rain. 
Peal  upon  peal  redouhling  all  around, 
Slakes  it  again  and  fiuter  to  the  ground ; 
Now  flashing  wide,  now  gl«««nng  as  in  play. 
Swift  be^oDd  thought  the  Ug^tnings  dart  away* 
Ere  yet  it  came  the  trav*]ler  uzg'd  his  steed. 
And  hurried,  hut  with  unsoooessful  speed ; 
Now  diench'd  thcoug^iout,  and  hopdess  of  his  case. 
He  drops  the  rein,  and  leaves  hun  to  his  pace* 
Si:q>poee,  unkM^*d  fiir  in  a  scene  so  rude. 
Long  hid  hj  inteiposing  hill  or  wood. 
Some  mansion,  neat  ana  degantly  diess'd^ 
By  some  kind  hospitaUe  heart  possessed. 
Offer  him  waimth,  security,  and  rest ; 
Think  with  what  pleasure,  safe  and  at  his  ease. 
He  hears  the  tempest  howling  in  the  trees ; 
What  gk>wing  thanks  his  lips  and  heart  employ, 
While  danger  past  is  tum'd  to  present  joy. 
So  fines  it  with  die  sinner,  when  he  feds 
A  gmwiaif  dread  of  vengeance  at  his  heels  t 
His  conscience,  like  a  ^assy  lake  bdbte, 
LashM  into  foaming  waves,  beg^  to  roar ; 
The  law  grown  damorous,  though  silent  long. 
Arraigns  him — charges  him  with  ev'ry  wrong— 
Asserts  the  ri^ts  ofhis  offended  Lord, 
And  death  or  restitutum  is  the  word : 
The  last  impossible,  he  fears  the  first. 
And,  having  wdl  deserv'd,  expects  the  worst 
llien  wdcome  refuge,  and  a  peacdul  home ; 
Oh  for  a  sheker  firom  the  wrra  to  come  t 
Crush  me,  ye  rocks  1  ye  falling  moimtains  hide^ 
Or  bury  me  in  ocean*s  angry  tide.— 
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The  scmtiny  of  thoie  a]l*aewdg  ejm 
I  daie  not— And  you  need  not,  God  lepUes ; 
The  remedy  you  want  I  freely  eive  s 
The  Book  shall  teach  you — ^roid,  believe,  and  live ! 
'Tis  done— the  raging  stonn  it  heard  no  more, 
Mercy  receives  him  on  her  peaceful  shore : 
And  Justice,  guardian  of  thle  dread  command. 
Drops  the  red  vengeance  from  his  willing  hand. 
A  soul  redeemed  demands  a  life  of  praise ; 
Hence  the  complexion  of  his  future  days. 
Hence  a  demeanour  holy  and  unspedc^d. 
And  the  world's  hatred,  as  its  sure  effect. 

Some  lead  a  life  nnblameable  and  just. 
Their  own  dear  virtue  their  unshaken  trust : 
T^'sy  never  siiv— or  if  (as  all  offisnd) 
Some  trivial  slips  their  daily  walk  attend* 
The  poor  are  near  at  hand,  the  charge  is  small, 
A  slight  gratuity  atones  for  aU. 
For  though  the  pope  has  lost  his  int*rest  hese. 
And  par£)ns  are  not  sold  as  once  they  were. 
No  papist  more  desirous  to  conq|X)und, 
Than,  some  grave  sinners  upon  English  ground. 
That  plea  r&ted,  other  quirks  th^  sock 
Merr^  is  infinite,  and  man  is  weak ; 
The  mture  shall  obliterate  the  past. 
And  Heav'n  no  doubt  shall  be  their  home  at  last 

Come  <hen^— a  stiU,  small  whisper  in  your  ear^- 
He  has  no  hffpe  who  never  had  a  fear ; 
And  he  that  never  doubted  of  his  state. 
He  may  perhaps— perhaps  he  may— too  late. 

The  path  to  bliss  abounds  with  many  a  snare ; 
Learning  is  oi;ie,  and  wit,  however  rare. 
The  Frenchman,  first  in  literary  £Bme, 
(Mention  him  if  you  please.    Voltaire  ?— The  «ane,) 
With  sjniit,  gemus,  eloquence,  supplied* 
Liv*d  long,  wrote  much,  laughed  neartQy,  and  died. 
The  Scripture  was  his  jest-book,  whence  he  drew 
Bon  moU  to  gaU  the  (Christian  and  the  Jew  ; 
An  infidel  in  nealth,  but  what  when  sick  ? 
Oh — then  a  text  would  touch  him  at  the  quick  : 
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View  him  at  Pans  in  hitf  last  career, 
Sanoanding  thrangB  the  demigod  nvere ; 
Exalted  on  liis  pedestal  of  pride. 
And  ftim*d  wilh  fieanlrincense  on  ev'rj  side. 
He  begs  thdr  flatt'iy  with  his  latest  breath. 
And  smothcc'd  inH  at  last,  is  piais'd  to  death. 

Yon  cottager,  who  weaves  at  her  own  door. 
Pillow  and  bobbins  all  herlxtde  store ; 
Content  though  mean,  and  dieefful  if  not  gay. 
Shuffling  her  threads  about  the  livelong  day. 
Just  earns  a  scanty  pittance,  and  at  ni^t 
Lies  down  secure,  her  heart  and  pocket  light ; 
She,  for  her  htimble  sphere  by  nature  fit. 
Has  litde  undenrtanding,  and  no  wit, 
Reodyes  no  praise ;  but,  thoi^  her  lot  be  such, 
(Toilsome  and  indigent)  she  renders  much ; 
Just  knows,  and  knows  no  more,  her  Bible  true— 
A  troth  the  brilliant  Frenchman  never  knew ; 
And  in  tiiat  charter  reads  with  sparkling  eyes 
Her  tille  to  a  treasure  in  the  skies. 

0  happy  peasant !  Oh  unhappy  bard ! 
His  the  mere  tinsel,  hers  the  ndi  reward ; 
He  prais'd  perhaps  for  ages  yet  to  come. 
She  never  heard  of  half  a  mfle  fiom  home  r 
He  lost  in  errours  his  vain  heart  joefers. 
She  safe  in  the  simplicity  of  hers. 

Not  many  wise,  rich,  noble,  or  profound 
In  sdence,  win  one  inch  of  heav'nfy  ground. 
And  is  it  not  a  mortifying  thoo^t 
The  poor  should  gain  it,  and  the  rich  should  not  ? 
No-4he  voluptuaries,  who  ne'er  forget 
One  pleasure  tost,  lose  Heav*n  without  regret ; 
Regret  would  rouse  them,  and  give  birth  to  pzay'r  | 
FhiyVwould  add  fiddi,  and  fidtfa would  fix  them  there» 

No^  that  the  Former  of  us  all,  in  this. 
Or  aught  he  does,  is  govem'd  by  caprice; 
The  supposition  is  replete  with  sin. 
And  bears  the  brand  of  blasphemy  burnt  in. 
Not  so— 4he  silver  trumpet's  heavhily  call 
Sounds  for  the  poor,  but  sounds  alike  for  all  i 
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King^  are  invked,  and  wwUi  IdngB  obef , 
No  slaves  on  eaith  more  wdtoome  were  Aan  they  s 
But  royalty,  nobility,  and  state. 
Are  such,  a  dead  prepondezating  wei^t. 
That  endless  Uias  (how  stxange  aoe*er  it  seem) 
In  counterpoise,  flies  up  and  kids  the  beam. 
'Tis  open,  and  ye  cannot  enter — why  ? 
Because  ye  wiU  not,  Conyets  would  reply-^ 
And  be  says  much  Ibat  many  may  diipute. 
And  cavil  at  with  ease,  but  none  refute. 
O  blessed  eSEbct  of  penury  and  want ; 
The  seed  sown  &ere,  how  vig^xons  is  the  plant ! 
No  soil  like  poverty  far  growth  divine. 
As  leanest  land  supplies  the  richest  win& 
EarA  gives  too  UtUe,  giving  only  bread. 
To  nomiah  pride,  or  turn  £e  weakest  bead : 
To  them  the  sounding  jargon  of  ihe  sclioois 
Seems  what  it  is— «  csep  md  beU  for  fools : 
The  light  tfae^  walk  by,  kindled  finm  above. 
Shows  them  me  diortest  way  to  life  and  love : 
They,  stiangeit  to  me  controversial  field. 
Where  ddsis,  always  fofl'd,  jet  soom  to  yield. 
And  never  checked  by  what  unpedes  the  wise. 
Believe,  rush  forwaid,  and  possess  the  prize. 

Envy,  ye  great»  the  dull  unletter'd  small : 
Ye  have  mudi  cause  for  envy<.-but  not  alL 
We  boast  some  rich  ones  whom  the  Gospd  sways^ 
And  one  who  wears  a  coronet  and  prays ; 
Like  gleanings  of  an  obve-tiee  they  show. 
Here  and  there  one  upon  the  topmost  bough. 

How  TeaSaiiy  upon  the  Goepd  plan. 
That  question  has  its  answeru^Wfast  is  man  ? 
Sinful  and  wei^  in  ev'ry  senae  a  wietdi ; 
An  instrument,  whose  dunda  mwn  the  stretdi. 
And  8tRun*d  to  the  last  screw  that  he  can  bear, 
Yidd  onl>  discord  in  his  Maker*8  ear : 
Once  the  blest  residence  of  truth  divine. 
Glorious  as  Sdyma's  interior  shrine. 
Where,  in  his  own  oracular  abode, 
Dwdt  visibly  the  light-oveating  God ; 
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But  made  kns  anee,  like  Bab^bn  of  oU, 

A  den  oiwkadBb  sever  to  be  told : 

And  she,  once  miatieai  of  &e  nafana  around. 

Now  acatter'd  wide,  and  no  when  to  be  found, 

As  aoQQ  ahall  riae  and  naacend  the  ftrone. 

By  native  pow*r  and  eneigy  her  own. 

As  Nature,  at  her  own  neeuHar  cost, 

Rertore  to  man  the  gknea  he  has  lost 

Go«-4nd  the  winter  ceaae  to  dull  the  year, 

Bcfdaoe  the  wandering  oomet  in  hia  iphere. 

Then  boast  (but  wait  for  diat  unh0p*d-ftir  hour) 

The  idf-restonng  aim  of  human  pow*r. 

Bat  what  is  man  in  hia  own  proud  esteon  ? 

Hear  him— himself  the  poet  asd  the  Aeme : 

A  monarch  doth'd  widi  majesty  and  awe. 

His  mind  hia  kingdom,  and  his  will  his  W, 

Grace  m  hia  mien,  and  ffary  in  his  eyes. 

Supreme  od  earth,  and  worthy  of  the  skies. 

Strength  in  his  heart,  dominion  in  his  nod. 

And,  thunderbolts  excited,  quite  a  God ! 

So  singi  he,  charm'd  with  hu  own  mind  and  form, 

The  song  magnificent— >the  theme  a  worm  t 

Himself  so  much  the  sounse  of  his  delight. 

His  Maker,  has  no  beauty  in  his  si^t. 

See  whero  he  sits,  contemplative  and  fix'd. 

Pleasure  and  wonder  in  his  features  mix*d. 

His  pasBons  tam*d  and  all  at  his  control. 

How  ncaf ect  the  oomposuro  of  his  soul ! 

Complaeency  has  br^th^d  a  gentle  gale 

O'er  an  his  thoi^ts,  and  sweU*d  his  easy  sail  s 

His  books  well  tiimm'd  and  in  the  gayest  style, 

like  regimented  oozoombsmk  and  ffle, 

Adom  nis  intellects  as  well  aa  shelves. 

And  teach  him  notions  qdendid  aa  thcmadves  s 

The  Bibb  only  stands  nqgleded  ihos, 

Thoodi  that  of  all  most  worthy  of  his  care ; 

And,  like  an  infimt  troublesome  awake, 

b  left  to  slero  for  peace  and  quietus  sake 

What  vhall  the  man  deserve  of  human  kind, 
Whoae  happy  skill  and  mdustry  oambin'd 
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Shall  prore  (idiat  oigiimciit  «oidd  twtrer  yet) 

The  mble  an  iinpaefaiie  and  a  cheat  ? 

The  ptalMS  of  the  IfbertiBe  professM, 

The  woEstof  men,  and  ciDses  of  the  best 

Where  should  the  Uving,  weeping  o'er  his  woes ; 

The  dying,  trembling  at  the  awftil  dose ; 

Where  Ihe  betray^  ftmakoi,  and  oppressM, 

The  thoosands  whom  the  worid  forbids  to  rest ; 

Where  shoold  they  find  (diose  comforts  at  an  end 

The  Sedptnre  yidds),  or  hope  to  find,  a  friend  ? 

Sorrow  mig^t  muse  horself  to  madness  then, 

And  seeking  ezfle  from  the  sight  of  men. 

Bury  herself  in  aolitnde  profound. 

Grow  frsntic  with  her  pangs,  and  bite  the  ground. 

Thus  dften  Unbelief,  grown  sick  of  life. 

Flies  to  tibe  tempting  pool,  or  Mon  knife. 

The  jury  meet,  the  coroner  is  riiort. 

And  lunaqr  the  rerdict  of  the  court ; 

Rererse  the  sentence,  let  the  truth  be  known. 

Such  limacy  is  ignorance  akme ; 

They  Imew  not,  what  some  bishops  may  not  know. 

That  Scripture  is  the  only  cure  of  wo ; 

That  fiela  of  promise,  how  it  flings  abroad 

Its  odour  o*er  the  Christian's  thorny  road  1 

The  soul,  raosing  on  assnr*d  relief. 

Feds  hendf  happy  amidst  all  her  grief. 

Forgets  her  labour  as  she  toils  along, 

Weeps  tears  of  joy,  and  bursts  into  a  song. 

But  the  same  wm^,  that  fike  the  pofish'd  share. 
Ploughs  m>  As  roots  of  a  bdierer's  care. 
Kills  toe  the  flow*ry  weeds,  where'er  they  grow. 
That  land  the  shmer's  Bacdumalian  brow. 
Oh  that  unwdoome  voice  of  heav'nly  love. 
Sad  messenger  of  menrf  from  above ! 
How  does  it  grate  upon  his  tfiankless  ear, 
dripping  his  pleasures  with  the  cramp  of  foar ! 
His  will  and  judgment  at  continual  sdifb, 
That  dvil  war  imbitters  all  his  lifo  t 
In  vain  he  points  his  pow'rs  against  the  skies. 
In  vain  he  doses  er  averts  his  eyes, 
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Troth  will  inteude  i  ihe  bidi  him  ytt  btware; 
And  shakes  the  sceptic  in  the  sooniar's  chair. 

Though  various  foes  against  the  TraHh  oombine. 
Pride  above  all  opposes  her  design  9 
Pride,  of  a  growui  superior  to  the  rest. 
The  subtlest  serpent  with  the  loftiest  csest, 
SweDs  at  the  Uioog^  and*  kindfing  into  lage. 
Would  hiss  the  (toub  Mernr  ftam  the  stage. 

And  is  the  soul  indeed  so  lost— she  cries* 
Fa]l*n  ttom  hm  gkny,  and  too  weak  to  rise  P 
ToKind  and  duU  beneath  a  ftesen  sone. 
Has  she  no  roariL  that  nuqr  be  deeniM  her  own  ? 
Giant  her  mdebted  to  what  zeakiti  call 
Grace  undeserved,  yet  suiely  not  ftr  slL— 
Some  beams  of  rectitude  she  yet  displays. 
Some  loye  of  virtue,  and  some  pow*r  to  ptdse  { 
Can  lift  herself  above  corporeal  things. 
And,  soaring  on  her  own  unborrowed  wingi. 
Possess  hendf  of  aU  that's  good  or  true. 
Assert  the  skies,  and  vindicate  her  due. 
Past  indiacretioii  is  a  wnial  crime. 
And  if  the  youth,  mmieUowM  yet  by  time. 
Bore  on  his  branch,  humriant  then  and  mde. 
Fruits  of  a  b1ig^t4^  size,  austcM  and  erode, 
Maturer  years  shall  happier  stores  pndnoe. 
And  meliorate  the  well-ooiieooted  juice. 
Then,  amsdous  of  her  meritorious  seal, 
To  Justice  she  may  make  her  bdd  appeal. 
And  leave  to  Merqr,  with  a  tian^piil  nrind. 
The  worthless  and  unftuitful  of  mankind. 
Hear  then  how  Mercy,  elicited  and  defied. 
Retorts  th'  affinrnt  against  the  crown  of  Pride. 

Perish  the  virtue,  as  it  oug^  abhtwr'd. 
And  the  fiDol  with  it,  ^iho  iuuHs  his  Lord. 
Th'  atonement,  a  Redeemer's  love  has  wroug^, 
Is  not  for  yoa--the  righteoos  need  h  not 
Seest  thou  yon  hariot,  wooing  aU  she  meets. 
The  wom-out  miisanoe  of  the  puUio  etreets, 
Heradf  from  mom  to  nifl^  mm  tof^  to  momy 
Her  own  abhonence,  and  as  nmcfa  your  looni  t 
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The  f^inods  shewV,  uBJimittd  and  f^ 
Shall  fidi  on  her,  wfaoi  Heov'n  deniei  it  theei 
Of  aU  that  wiadcni  dictates,  thit  the  drift. 
That  man  is  dead  in  Bin,  and  life  a  gift. 

Is  viitue,  then,  unless  of  Christian  growth, 
Mere  fyJUaey,  or  finlishncsB,  or  both  ? 
Ten  thousand  sans  lost  in  endless  wo. 
For  ignorance  of  n^iat  they  could  not  know? 
That  tpteth  belzayt  at  once  a  bigot's  tongue. 
Charge  not  a  God  with  such  outrageous  wreag. 
Truly  not  I-^the  partial  ligfat  men  have. 
My  creed  penuades  me,  well  emidoy'd,  may  save; 
While  he  that  seoms  the  noonday  beam,  perrerset 
Shan  find  tibe  bkasing,  uniraprov'd,  a  curse. 
Let  heathen  worthies,  whose  exalted  mind 
Left  seniuality  and  dross  behind. 
Possess  for  me  their  undiqiuted  lot, 
And  take  unenTied  the  reward  dicnr  soo^  t 
But  stiU  in  virtue  of  a  Saviour's  jplea. 
Not  blind  by  dioioe,  but  destined  not  to  see. 
Their  fortitude  and  wisdom  were  a  flame 
Celestial,  though  diey  knew  not  whence  it  came, 
Dcriv'd  from  me  same  source  of  Ug^  and  grace, 
That  guides  the  Christian  m  his  swifter  race ; 
Their  judge  was  oopscience,  and  her  rule  thek  law, 
That  rule,  pursued  widi  rer'rence  and  with  awe. 
Led  them,  however  fiih'ring,  fiunt,  and  slow. 
Prom  what  they  knew,  to  what  ti^  wiA'd  to  know. 
But  let  not  him,  that  diaxcs  a  bri^jiter  day. 
Traduce  the  nilendour  of  a  noontide  ray, 
Preferthetwil^tofa  darker  time, 
And  deem  his  bus  stupidity  no  crime : 
The  wretch,  who  slights  the  bounty  of  the  skies, 
And  suds,  while  favoured  widi  the  means  to  rise. 
Shall  find  them  rated  at  their  ftdl  amonirt; 
llie  good  he  scorned  all  carried  to  account. 

Marshalling  all  his  terrours  as  he  came, 
ThunderTimd  earthquake,  and  devouring  flame, 
From  Sinai's  top  Jehovah  gave  die  law 
Life  fw  obedience^  death  f&  ev'iy  flaw. 
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When  the  great  Sov^itign  wmiM  luf  wiU  escptesi. 
He  gives  a  perfect  rule ;  what  can  he  len  ? 
And  guards  H  with  a  sanction  as  seme 
As  vengeance  can  inflict,  or  sinnen  £eax : 
Elae*  liis  tywn  raonons  ng^its  he  would  disdaiin, 
And  man  mi^t  saftlf  tzifla  with  his  name. 
He  bids  him  dow  irim  uniaooitting  love 
To  an  on  eartn,  and  to  himself  abofe ; 
€oDdenma  th*  injudous  deed,  the  siaod'mss  tongiii; 
The  Ibenght  that  msditatss  a  heothsr^  ^nong  i 
Brings  not  alane  liMmDiia  caanseuous  pazt* 
His  conduct*  to  the  test,  but  tnss  hit  hart. 

Hazkl  unsvsnsl  Bateze  shsok  and  g^ManVI, 
Tw«8  the  last  tnunprt    see  the  Judge  anibnmM ! 
Rouse  all  your  tmiragi  at  your  utnost  need. 
Now  summcn  ev'ry  VKtae,  stand  and  plead. 
What !  silent  ?  Is  your  hnastisio  heard  no  more  f 
That  self-MBomeiBg  wisdom^  Issn'd  be£Dre> 
Had  shed  immortal  i^osies  en  your  fasssr. 
That  all  your  virtues  cannot  puidiasa  now. 
All  joy  to  the  believer  1  Hecsaqmik— 
TremUing  yet  happy,  oonfldeot  yet  meek. 

Since  lbs  dear  hour  that  brought  me  tothy  foot, 
And  cut  up  all  pay  foUies  by  the  root, 
I  never  trusted  in  an  arm  but  thine, 
Nor  hop*d,  but  in  thy  righteousness  dhrine  s 
My  piay*is  and  afans,  inqMrfeot  and  defil'd^     . 
Wen  butthe  feehle  cfibsts  of  a  duld; 
However  pcstenM,  it  was  dseir  bdc^ntest  party 
That  they  psooeedcd  from. a  graleftd heart; 
Cleans*d  in  tfame  own  all  pimfving  Uood, 
Forgive  thdr  evil,  and  accept  meir  good; 
I  cast  them  at  thy  fcet    my  enj^  plea 
Is  n^iat  it  WEBS,  dependence  upon  mce. 
While  struggling  m  the  vale  of  tears  below. 
That  never  adl'd,  nor  shaH  it  &il  me  now. 

Angdic  gntuktioos  rend  the  skies. 
Pride  iUls  impitied,  never  more  to  rise, 
Humihty  is  ciown*d,  and  Faith  receives  the  prise. 

N3 
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Why  weqM  the  mme  for  Bng^d?  Whst  appeal 
In  England's  caie,  to  more  the  muse  to  tean  ? 
From  ride  to  ride  of  her  deli^tftil  ide 
If  8he  not  doth*d  with  a  perpetual  smile  ? 
Can  Nature  add  a  duum,  or  Art  conftr 
A  new-found  luxury  not  seen  in  her  P 
Where  under  heaven  it  pleasure  more  pursued. 
Or  where  does  odd  refleclion  Urn  intrude  ? 
Her  fields  a  rich  expanse  of  warj  com, 
Pour*d  out  item  Plenty's  overflowing  horn ; 
Ambrorial  gardens,  in  whidi  Art  si:qp|^ies 
The  fervour  and  the  force  of  Indian  skies ; 
Her  peaceful  shores,  where  hufy  Commerce  writs 
To  pour  his  golden  t&de  dinm^  all  her  gates  | 
Whom  fiery  suns,  that  seorch  the  russet  sjnoe 
Of  eastern  groves,  and  oceans  floor'd  with  ice, 
Forlnd  in  vain  to  push  his  daring  way 
To  darker  climes,  or  dimes  of  brig^iter  day  ; 
Whom  the  winds  waft  where'er  m  bfflows  roll, 
From  die  world's  girdle  to  the  frosen  pole; 
The  chariots  hounding  in  her  wheel-wom  ftreetS) 
Her  vaults  below,  where  ev'ry  vintage  meets ; 
Her  theatres,  her  revels,  and  her  sports ; 
The  scenes  to  whidi  not  youdi  alone  resorts, 
But  age,  in  spite  of  wealmess  and  of  pain. 
Still  muints,  m  hope  to  dream  of  youth  again  $ 
AH  speak  her  happy :  let  the  muse  look  round 
From  East  to  West,  no  sorrow  can  be  found  t 
Or  only  what,  in  cottages  oonfin'd, 
Sig^  unregarded  to  the  passing  wind. 
Then  wherafore  weep  for  RnglMid  ?  What  appean 
In  England's  case  to  move  the  nnue  to  tears? 
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The  prophet  went  for  Israel ;  widi*d  hif  eyes 
Were  fountains  fed  with  infinite  supplies : 
For  Israel  dealt  in  robbeiy  and  wrong ; 
There  were  the  soomer's  and  the  8land'rer*8  tongue  | 
Oath«,  usM  as  playlhings  or  convenient  tools. 
As  int'rest  biassed  knaves,  or  fashion  iocHs ; 
Adultery,  nei^iing  at  his  nei^bour's  door ; 
C^ypression,  ]ab*ring  hard  to  grind  the  poor ; 
The  partial  balance,  and  dscotfol  we^t; 
The  treach'rous  smDe,  a  UMuk  for  secret  hate ; 
Hypocrisy,  fbnnaHty  in  pay*r. 
And  the  duQ  service  of  the  &x  werethera 
Ha  women,  insolent  and  self-caress'd. 
By  Vanity's  imweaiied  finger  dress'd. 
Forgot  the  blush,  that  virgio  ftars  impart 
To  modest  cheeks,  and  benow'd  one  nom  art ; 
Were  just  such  trifles,  wi&out  worth  or  use, 
As  silly  pdde  and  idloiess  produce ; 
CurFd,  scented,  furbebw'd,  and  flounc'd  around. 
With  feet  too  delicate  to  toudi  the  ground, 
Th^  stzetch*d  the  neck,  and  roIlM  the  wanton  eye, 
And  sij^'d  for  ev'iy  fixd  that  flutterM  by. 

He  saw  his  people  slaves  to  ev*ry  lust. 
Lewd,  avaricious,  arrogant,  unjust ; 
He  heard  the  wheels  cf  an  avenging  God 
Groan  heavily  alen^  the  distant  road ; 
Saw  Babylon  set  wide  her  two-leav*d  hnm 
To  let  the  military  defaige  pass ; 
Jerusalem  a  joey,  her  pary  soQ'd, 
Her  princes  a^ve,  and  her  treasures  spoil*d  ( 
Wept  tin  an  land  heard  his  bitter  cry, 
Stamp'd  with  his  foot,  and  smote  vmm  his  thign : 
But  wept,  and  stamped,  and  smote  his  thigh  in  vain ; 
Pleasure  is  deaf  when  told  of  fiiture  pain. 
And  sounds  prof^etic  are  too  rou^  to  suit 
£ars  long  accustom'd  to  the  pleasmg  lute : 
They  soom'd  his  inspiration  and  his  theme, 
Prcmounc'd  him  frantic,  and  his  fears  a  dream ; 
HVidi  self-indulgence  wing'd  die  fleeting  hours, 
Tin  the  £oG  foimd  them,  and  down  fell  the  tow'M. 
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Long  time  Aasyria  bound  them  m  her  diab, 
TiU  penitence  had  puxg'd  the  pabUc  stain. 
And  Cyrus,  with  relenting  pity  movM, 
|letum*d  tfaem  happy  to  me  limd  &e^  lov'd ; 
There,  proof  against  prosperity,  a  wmle 
They  stood  the  test  oi  her  ensnaring  smile. 
And  had  the  grace  in  soeses  of  peace  to  show 
The  virtue  they  had  leam'd  in  scenes  of  wo. 
But  man  is  friul,  and  can  but  ill  sustain 
A  long  immunity  firom  grief  and  pain ; 
And  after  all  the  jojs  that  Plenty  leads. 
With  tiptoe  step  Vice  silently  succeeds. 

When  he  that  rul*d  Ihem  with  a  shepberd^s  rod 
In  form  a  man,  in  dignity  a  God, 
Came,  not  eaqiected  in  that  humble  guise. 
To  sift  and  srardi  them  with  unerring  eyes. 
He  found,  conceal'd  beneadi  a  ha  outsiae. 
The  filth  of  rottenness,  and  worm  of  pride ; 
Their  piety  a  system  of  deceit. 
Scripture  employ'd  to  sanctify  the  cheat ; 
The  Pharisee  tbie  dupe  of  bis  own  ait, 
Self-idoliz^d,  and  3ret  a  knave  at  heart. 

When  nations  are  to  perish  in  thebr.sins, 
'Tis  in  die  church  the  le|iro^  begins ; 
Th6  priest,  whose  oflioe  is  with  zeal  sincere 
To  watdi  the  fountain,  and  preserve  it  dear. 
Carelessly  nods  and  sleeps  upon  the  brink. 
While  odiers  poison  wlut  the  SsKk  must  drink ; 
Or,  waking  at  the  call  of  lost  abne. 
Infuses  lies  and  enours  of  his  own; 
His  unsuspecting  abetp  believe  it  pure ; 
And,  tainted  by  the  very  means  of  cure. 
Catch  &om  eadi  other  a  oonta^ons  spot, 
Tlie  foul  forerunner  of  a  geii'ral  rot. 
Then  Truth  is  bush'd,  that  Heresy  may  nreadi ; 
And  an  is  trash,  that  Reason  cannot  reach : 
Then  God*8  own  image  on  the  soul  impressM 
Becomes  a  mock'ry,  and  a  standing  jest ; 
And  faith,  the  root  whence  oidy  can  arise 
The  graces  of  a  life  that  wins  the  skies* 
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Ijxes  at  6nce  all  value  and  esteem, 
Pionounc'd  by  giaybeards  a  pemidous  dream : 
Then  Ceremony  leads  her  bigots  forth. 
Prepared  to  fight  for  shadows  of  no  worth ; 
While  truths,  on  which  eternal  thii:^  depend, 
Find  not,  or  hardly  find,  a  nng^  fiiend : 
As  soldiers  watch  me  signal  of  command. 
They  learn  to  bow,  to  Imeel,  to  sit,  to  stand ; 
Happy  to  fill  religion's  vacant  place 
With  hollow  form,  and  gesture,  and  grimace. 

Such,  when  the  Teacher  of  his  church  .was  there, 
PeoDle  and  priest,  the  sons  of  IetsmI  were ; 
Stiff  in  the  letter,  lax  in  the  dedgn 
And  import,  of  their  orades  divine ; 
Tlidr  learning  legendary,  false,  absurd. 
And  yet  exalted  above  God's  own  word ; 
Thev  drew  a  curse  from  an  intended  good, 
Puflrd  up  with  gifts  they  never  understood. 
He  judgM  them  with  as  terrible  a  fiown. 
As  Cf  not  love,  but  wrath,  had  broi^ht  him  down 
Yet  he  was  gentle  as  soft  summer  airs. 
Had  grace  &t  others'  sins,  but  none  for  theirs ; 
Through  all  he  spoke  a  noble  plainri ess  xan^— 
Rhet'nc  is  artifice,  the  work  of  man ; 
And  tricks  and  turns,  that  fimcy  may  devise. 
Are  far  too  mean  for  Hhn  that  rules  the  skies. 
Th*  astonish'd  vulgar  trembled  while  he  tore 
The  mask  from  fiioes  never  seen  before ; 
He  stripped  th'  impostors  in  the  noonday  sun, 
Show'd  that  they  follow'd  all  iStiey  seemYl  to  shun  ( 
Their  pray'rs  made  public,  their  excesses  kept 
As  private  as  the  chambers  where  thcnr  slept ; 
The  temple  and  its  hdy  rites  ^rofon'd 
By  mumm'ries,  he  that  dwelt  in  it  disdain'd ; 
Uplifted  hands,  that  at  convenient  times 
Could  aa  extortion  and  the  worst  of  crimes, 
Wash'd  with  a  neatness  scrupulously  nice. 
And  free  from  ev'ry  taint  but  that  of  vioe^ 
Judgment,  however  tardy,  mends  her  pace 
When  Obstinacy  once  has  conquer'd  Grace. 
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They  saw  distemper  henlM,  and  life  lestor^d, 
In  answer  to  the  fiat  of  his  word ; 
Confessed  the  wonder,  and  with  daring  tongae 
Blasphem'd  th*  authority  from  which  it  sprung. 
They  knew  by  sure  prt^ostics  seen  on  high. 
The  future  tone  and  temper  of  the  sky ; 
But,  grave  dissemblers !  could  not  understand 
That  Sin  let  loose  speaks  Punidiment  at  hand. 

Ask  now  of  hi8tory*8  authentic  page. 
And  call  up  etidence  fiom  ev^ry  age ; 
Display  with  busy  and  laborious  hand 
The  blessings  of  the  most  indebted  land ; 
What  nation  will  yva  find,  whoae  annals  prove 
So  rich  an  int'rest  in  Almighty  lave  ? 
Where  dwell  ihey  now,  where  dwelt  in  ancient  day 
A  people  planted!,  watered,  blest  as  they  ? 
Let  Egypt*s  plagues  and  Canaan's  woes  proclaim 
The  favours  pourM  upon  the  Jewish  name ; 
Their  freedom  purchas'd  for  them  at  the  cost 
Of  all  their  hard  oppressors  valued  most ; 
Their  title  to  a  country  not  thehr  own 
Made  sure  by  prodigies  till  then  unknown ; 
For  them  the  state  they  left,  made  waste  and  void ; 
For  them  the  states  to  which  they  went,  destroyed ; 
A  doud  to  measure  out  their  march  by  day, 
Bv  night  a  fire  to  cheer  the  gloomy  way ; 
That  moving  signal  summoning,  when  best. 
Their  host  to  move,  and  when  it  stayed,  to  rest 
For  them  the  rocks  dissolv'd  into  a  flood. 
The  dews  condensed  into  angelic  food. 
Their  very  garments  sacred,  old  yet  new. 
And  Time  forbid  to  toudi  diem  as  he  flew  ; 
Streams,  swelled  above  the  bank,  enjoin'd  to  stand. 
While  they  passM  through  to  their  appointed  land ; 
Their  leader  aim*d  with  meekness,  zeal,  and  love, 
And  grac*d  with  dear  credentials  from  above ; 
Themsdves  secur'd  beneath  th'  Almighty  wing ! 
Their  God  their  captain,*  lawgiver,  and  king ; 

•  vide  Joihtia,  v.  14. 
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CiownM  with  a  thousand  vict'riet,  and  at  last 
Lords  of  the  oonquerM  soil,  theie  rooted  fast. 
In  peace  possessing  what  they  won  by  war. 
Their  name  &r  pidilish'd,  and  rererM  as  fkr ; 
Where  will  you  find  a  race  like  theirs,  endowed 
With  all  that  man  e*er  wished,  or  Heav'n  bestowM  f 

Th^,  and  they  only,  amongst  all  mankind, 
ReceivM  the  transcript  of  th'  eternal  mind ; 
Were  trusted  with  his  own  engraven  laws. 
And  constituted  guardians  of  ms  cause ; 
Theirs  were  the  prophets,  theirs  the  priestly  call. 
And  theirs  by  birth  the  Saviour  of  us  alL 
In  vain  the  nations,  that  had  seen  them  rise 
With  fierce  and  envious  yet  admiring  eyes, 
Had  sought  to  crush  them,  guarded  as  they  were 
By  pow*r  divine,  and  skill  that  could  not  err. 
Had  they  maintained  allegiance  firm  and  sure. 
And  kept  the  faith  immaoilate  and  pure. 
Then  the  proud  eagles  of  all-conq'ring  Rome 
Had  found  one  city  not  to  be  o^eroome ; 
And  the  twelve  standards  of  the  tribes  unfurl'd 
Had  bid  defiance  to  the  wairine  world. 
But  grace  ubu8*d  brings  forth  me  foulest  deeds. 
As  ridiest  seal  the  most  luxuriant  weeds. 
Cmr*d  of  the  golden  cahes,  their  fiithen'  sin. 
They  set  up  ^,  that  idol  god,  within  ; 
ViewM  a  DeHv'rer  with  disdain  and  hate. 
Who  left  them  still  a  tributary  state ; 
Sdz*d  fast  his  hand,  hdUl  out  to  set  them  free 
Prom  a  worse  yoke,  and  nail*d  it  to  the  tree  x 
There  was  the  consummation  and  the  crown. 
The  flow*r  of  Israel's  infiuny  fiill  blown ; 
Thence  date  theb  sad  dedenaion  and  their  fall. 
Their  woes  not  yet  repealed,  thence  date  them  alL 

Thus  fell  the  best  instructed  in  her  day. 
And  the  most  fkvour'd  land,  look  where  we  may. 
Philosophy  indeed  on  Grecian  eves 
Had  poured  the  day,  and  dear'd  the  Roman  skies ; 
In  other  climes  perhaps  creative  Art, 
With  pow'r  surpassing  theiis,  perfi)im'd  her  part, 
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Might  give  more  life  to  marble,  or  mig^  fiB 
The  glowing  tablets  with  a  jnster  skill ; 
Might  shine  in  fiible,  and  grace  idle  themes 
With  all  th*  embroid'iy  of  poetic  dreams ; 
Twas  theirs  aJone  to  mve  mto  the  plan 
lliat  Truth  and  Mercy  had  reveal'd  to  man ; 
And  while  the  World  beside,  that  plan  unknown, 
Deify*d  useless  wood,  or  sensdess  stone. 
They  breath'd  in  fidth  thdr  well-directed  pra/rs, 
And  the  true  God,  the  God  of  truth,  was  ttieits. 

Their  glory  faded,  and  their  race  diroers^d. 
The  last  of  nations  now,  though  once  the  first ; 
They  warn  and  teach  the  proudest,  would  they  learot 
Keep  wisdom,  or  meet  vengeance  in  your  turn : 
If  we  escapM  not,  if  Heav'n  spared  not  us, 
Ped'd,  scattered,  and  exterminated  thus ; 
If  Vice  received  her  retribution  due. 
When  we  were  visited,  what  hope  for  you  ? 
When  God  arises  with  an  awfiil  frown 
To  punish  lust,  or  pluck  presumption  down ; 
When  gifts  perverted,  or  not  dufy  prized, 
Pleasure  overvalued,  and  his  grace  despised, 
Provoke  the  vengeance  of  his  righteous  hand 
To  pour  down  wrath  upon  a  thuikless  land ; 
He  will  be  found  impartially  severe. 
Too  just  to  wink,  or  speak  ue  guil^  dear. 

O  Israel,  of  all  nations  most  undcme ! 
Thy  diadem  disjdacM,  thy  sceptre  gone ; 
Thy  temple,  once  Ihy  glory,  fallen  and  ras*d. 
And  thou  a  worshipper  e*en  where  thou  majst ; 
Thy  services  once  holy,  without  spot. 
Mere  shadows  now,  their  andent  pomp  forgot ; 
Thy  Levites,  once  a  consecrated  host. 
No  longer  Levites,  and  their  lineage  lost. 
And  thou  thysdf  o'er  ev'ry  country  sown. 
With  none  on  Earth  that  mou  canst  call  thine  own ; 
Cry  aloud,  thou  that  sittest  in  the  dust. 
Cry  to  the  proud,  the  crud,  and  unjust; 
Knock  at  the  gates  of  nations,  rouse  their  fears ; 
Say  wrath  is  coming,  and  the  storm  appears ; 
But  raise  the  shrillest  cry  in  British  ears. 
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What  ails  diee,  restless  as  the  waves  that  roar. 
And  fling  their  foam  against  thy  cfaalli^  shore  ? 
Mistress,  at  least  while  Providence  diaU  please, 
And  trident-bearing  queen  of  the  wide  sea»^ 
Why,  hirring  kept  good  fiiith,  and  often  shown 
Friendship  and  trum  to  others,  find'st  thou  none  ? 
Thou  that  hast  set  the  persecuted  free, 
Ncme  interposes  now  to  succour  thee. 
Countries  indebted  to  thy  pow>,  that  shine 
With  light  derived  from  thee,  woidd  smother  thine ; 
Thy  very  children  watch  for  thy  disgrace— 
A  lawless  brood,  and  curse  thee  to  my  fiu:e. 
Thy  rulers  load  thy  credit,  year  by  year. 
With  sums  Peruvian  mines  could  never  dear  | 
As  if,  like  arches  built  with  skilftd  hand, 
The  more  'twere  pressed  the  firmer  it  would  stand. 

The  ery  in  all  thy  ships  is  stiU  the  same. 
Speed  us  away  to  batde  and  to  fame. 
Tny  mariners  explore  the  wide  expanse. 
Impatient  to  descry  the  flass  of  France ; 
But,  though  they  fight  as  Siine  have  ever  fought, 
Retam  a£am'd  wimout  the  wreaths  they  sought 
Thy  senate  is  a  scene  of  civil  jar, 
Chaos  of  contrarieties  at  war ; 
Where  sharp  and  solid,  phlegmatic  and  light, 
Disoccdant  atoms  meet,  forment,  and  fight ; 
Where  Obstinacnr  takes  his  sturdy  stand. 
To  disconcert  what  Policy  has  planned ; 
Where  Policy  is  busied  m  night  long 
In  setting  ri^t  what  Faction  has  set  wrong; 
Where  flails  of  oratory  thrach  the  floor. 
That  yields  them  chaff  and  dust,  and  nothing  moreu 
Thy  rack*d  inhabitants  repme,  comphun, 
Tax*d  tin  the  brow  of  Labour  sweats  in  vain ; 
War  lays  a  burden  on  the  reeling  state. 
And  poice  does  nothing  to  relieve  the  weight ; 
Successive  loads  succeeding  broils  impose. 
And  sighing  millions  propnesy  the  dose. 

Is  adverse  Providence,  when  ponder'd  well. 
So  dhnly  writ,  or  difficult  to  spell, 
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Thou  canst  not  read  with  leadinesa  and  ease 
Providence  adverse  in  events  like  these  ? 
Know  then  that  heav'nly  wisdom  on  this  ball 
Creates,  gives  birth  to,  guides,  consummates  all ; 
That,  wMe  laborious  and  quidc-thoughted  man 
Snufis  up  the  praise  of  what  he  seems  to  plan. 
He  first  conceives,  then  perfects  his  design, 
As  a  mere  instrument  in  hands  divine : 
Blind  to  the  working  of  that  secret  pow>. 
That  balances  the  wings  of  ev^ry  hour. 
The  busy  trifler  dreams  himself  alone. 
Frames  many  a  purpose,  and  God  works  his  own. 
States  thrive  or  wither  as  moons  wax  and  wane, 
£*en  as  his  will  and  his  decrees  ordain ; 
While  honour,  virtue,  piety,  bear  sway. 
They  flourish ;  and  as  these  decline,  decay : 
In  just  resentment  of  his  injured  laws. 
He  pours  contempt  on  them  and  on  their  cause ; 
Strikes  the  roug^  thread  of  errour  right  athwart 
The  web  of  ev'rjr  scheme  they  have  at  heart ; 
Bids  rottenness  mvade  and  bring  to  dust 
The  pillars  of  support,  in  which  they  trust. 
And  do  his  errand  of  disgrace  and  shame 
On  the  diief  strength  and  glory  of  the  frame. 
None  ever  yet  impeded  what  he  wrought. 
None  bars  him  out  from  his  most  secret  diought : 
Darkness  itself  before  his  eyes  is  light. 
And  Hell's  dose  mischief  naked  in  his  sight 

Stand  now  and  judge  thyself — Hast  thou  mcurr*<I 
His  anger,  who  can  waste  thee  with  a  word, 
Who  poises  and  proportions  sea  and  land. 
Weighing  them  m  me  hollow  of  his  hand. 
And  in  whose  awful  sight  all  nations  seem 
As  grasshoppers,  as  dust,  a  drop,  a  dream  ? 
Hast  thou  (a  saoilege  his  soul  abhors) 
Claimed  all  the  glory  of  thy  prosperous  wars  ? 
Proud  of  thy  fleets  and  armies,  stoPn  the  gem 
Of  his  just  praise,  to  lavish  it  on  them  ? 
Hast  thou  not  learned,  what  thou  art  often  told, 
A  trudi  still  sacred,  and  believM  of  old. 


d  by  Google 


EXPOSTULATION.  159 

That  no  success  attends  on  speaxs  and  swords 
Unblest,  and  that  the  battle  is  the  Lord's  ? 
That  coiuage  is  his  creature;  and  dismay 
The  post,  taat  at  his  bidding  speeds  away» 
Ghastly  in  feature,  and  his  stanun'ring  tongue 
With  doleftil  rumour  and  sad  presage  hung. 
To  quell  the  valour  of  the  stoutest  heart. 
And  teach  the-combatant  a  woman's  part  ? 
That  he  bids  thousands  fly  when  none  puisne. 
Saves  as  he  will  by  many  or  by  few. 
And  dainis  for  ever,  as  his  loyid  ri^t, 
Th'  event  and  sure  decision  of  the  %ht  ? 

Hast  thou,  tho'  suckled  at  fiur  Freedom's  breast« 
Enwrted  slav'iy  to  the  conquer'd  East  ? 
PuU'd  down  the  iYraats  India  serv'd  with  diead« 
And  rais'd  thyself,  a  greater,  in  their  stead  ? 
Gone  thither  ann'd  and  hungnr,  retum'd  fiill. 
Fed  fixxm  the  lichestVeins  of  the  Mogul, 
A  despot  big  with  pow'r  obtain'd  by  w^ilth. 
And  mat  obtain'd  by  rapine  and  by  stealth  ? 
With  Asiatic  vices  stor'd  thy  mind, 
But  left  their  virtues  and  tlune  own  behind  ? 
And,  having  truck'd  thy  soul,  brought  home  the  fee, 
To  tempt  the  poor  to  sell  himself  to  thee  ? 

Hast  thou  by  statute  shov'd  from  its  design 
The  Saviour's  feast,  his  own  blest  bread  and  wine, 
And  made  the  symbols  of  atoning  grace 
An  office-key,  a  picklock  to  a  place, 
That  infidds  may  prove  their  title  good 
By  an  oath  dipp'd  in  sacramental  Mood  ? 
A  blot  that  will  be  still  a  blot,  in  spite 
Of  all  that  grave  apologists  may  write ; 
And  though  a  bishop  toil  to  cleanse  the  stain, 
He  wipes  and  scours  the  silver  cup  in  vain. 
And  hast  thou  sworn  on  ev'ry  slight  pretence. 
Till  perjuries  are  common  as  bad  pence. 
While  ^ousands,  careless  of  the  damning  sin. 
Kiss  the  book's  outside,  who  ne'er  look  within  ? 

Hast  thou,  when  Heav'n  has  cloth'd  thSe  with  dis> 
And,  long  provok'd,  repaid  thee  to  thy  &cet  [grace. 
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(For  thou  hast  koowi^  edimes,  aod  endurM 

Dimness  and  anguisb.  all  thy  beams  obscur'd. 

When  sin  has  shed  dishonour  on  thy  brow ; 

And  never  of  a  saUer  hue  than  now). 

Hast  thou,  with  heart  perveise  9nd  oonsdence  seared, 

Dennsin^  all  rebuke;,  stiU  persevered. 

And  havmg  chosen  evil,  soocn*d  the  voice 

That  cried,  Bepent  I— and  gloried  in  thy  choice? 

Thy  ftstings,  when  calamity  at  last 

Suggests  m*  expedient  of  a  yeady  last. 

What  mean  they  ?  Canst  thou  dream  there  iaapw*! 

In  lighter  diet  at  a  later  hour. 

To  (£arm  to  dleep  the  threat'nings  of  the  skies, 

And  hide  past  foUy  6rom  all-aeeing  eyes  ? 

The  fiist,  that  wins  deUv^rance,  and  suspends 

Hie  stroke,  (hat  a  vindictive  jGkid  intends. 

Is  to  renounce  hypoaisy  ;  to  draw 

Thy  life  uptm  the  pattern  of  the  law ; 

To  war  with  pleasures  idolized  before ; 

To  van^piish  lust,  and  wear  its  yoke  no  more* 

All  fastmg  else,  whatever  be  the  pxetence. 

Is  wooins  merc^  by  renewed  offence. 

Hast  thou  within  the  sin,  that  in  old  tim« 
Brought  fire  from  Heav*n,  the  sex-abusing  crime. 
Whose  hoirid  perpetration  stamps  disgrace. 
Baboons  are  nee  nom,  ujpon  human  race  ? 
Think  on  the  firuitful  and  well  watered  qpot. 
That  fed  the  flocks  and  herds  of  wealthy  Lot, 
Where  Paradise  seemed  still  vouchsaTd  on  ettth. 
Burning  and  scorch*d  into  perpetual  dearth* 
Or,  in  ms  words  who  dsmird  the  base  dewe» 
Suffering  the  vengeance  of  eternal  fire : 
Then  Nature  i^jur^d,  scandalized,  defil'd, 
Unveil*d  her  bUishing  cheek,  looked  on,  and  smil'di 
Beheld  fdth  joy  the  bvely  scene  de&c'df 
And  praised  the  wrath  that  laid  her  beauties  waste* 

Far  be  the  thought  horn  any  verse  of  mine. 
And  fiuther  still  the  formed  and  fix'd  design. 
To  thrust  the  charge  of  deeds  that  I  detest 
Against  afi  innocent,  unconscious  breast: 
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The  man  that  dates  traduce,  because  he  can 
With  safety  to  himself,  is  not  a  man : 
An  individual  is  a  saci^d  mark. 
Not  to  be  pierc'd  in  play,  or  in  the  dark ; 
Bnt  public  censure  speaks  a  public  foe» 
Unless  a  zeal  for  virtue  guide  tiie  blow. 

The  priestly  brotherhood,  devout,  sincere. 
From  mean  seif-int'rest  and  ambition  dear. 
Their  hope  in  heav*n,  servility  their  scorn. 
Prompt  to  persuade,  expostulate,  and  warn. 
Their  wisdom  pure,  and  giv^  them  from  above. 
Their  usefulness  ensurM  by  zeal  and  love, 
As  medc  as  the  man  Moses,  and  withal 
As  hdd  as  in  Agrippa*s  presence  Paul, 
Should  fly  the  world's  contaminating  touch, 
Hdy  and  unpolluted : — are  thine  such  ? 
Except  a  few  with  Eli^s  ^irit  blest, 
Hophni  and  Phineas  may  describe  the  rest 

Where  shall  a  teacher  look,  in  days  like  these. 
For  ears  and  hearts,  that  he  can  hope  to  please  ? 
Look  to  the  poor — ^the  sunple  and  the  plain 
Will  hear  jierhaps  thy  salutary  strain : 
Hiunilxty  is  gentle,  apt  to  learn. 
Speak  but  the  word,  will  listen  and  return. 
Alas,  not  so  !  the  poorest  of  the  flock 
Are  proud,  and  set  their  faces  as  a  rock ; 
Demed  tiiat  earthly  opulence  they  dioose, 
God*8  better  gift  they  scoff  at  and  refuse. 
The  xidi,  the  produce  of  a  nobler  stem. 
Are  more  inteiOigent  at  least-^try  them. 
O  vain  inquiry !  they  without  remorse 
Are  fdtog^her  gone  a  devious  course ; 
Wherebed:*ning  pleasure  leads  them,  wildly  stmy ; 
Have  burst  the  bands,  and  cast  the  yoke  away. 

Now  borne  upon  the  vrinas  of  truth  sublime. 
Review  thy  dim  original  and  prime. 
This  idand,  spot  of  unredaim*d  rude  earth. 
The  cradle  that  received  thee  at  thy  bbrth. 
Was  TockM  by  many  a  rough  Norwegian  blast. 
And  Danish  bowlings  Bcar*d  thee  as  ttiey  pasi*d ; 
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For  thou  waal  hocn  smid  the  dm  of  ttrms. 
And  suckM  a  brasst  <ibat  panted  with  alarms. 
While  yet  thou  wast  a  giovling  puling  chit* 
Thy  bones  not  ftahlon*d,  and  &y  jomitB  aot  knit* 
The  Roman  taug^  liiy  stubborn  knee  to  bow. 
Though  twice  a  Cam  could  not  bend  tiiee  now. 
His  victoiy  was  that  of  oiient  light. 
When  the  sun's  shafts  disperse  me  ghxan  of  ni^ 
Thy  language  at  this  distant  moment  shows 
How  muioh  the  oountzy  to  the  oonqu*ior  owes ; 
Expressive,  energetic,  and  refined* 
It  sparkles  wiiii  me  gems  he  left  behind : 
He  brought  Ay  landa  blessing  when  he  eame, 
He  found  thee  savage,  and  he  left  &ee  tame ; 
Taught  thee  to  dodie  thy  pink*d  and  painted  hide. 
And  grace  thy  figure  wi&  a  soldier's  pride ; 
He  sowM  the  seeds  of  order  where  he  went. 
Improved  thee  fiur  beyond  his  own  intent. 
And,  while  he  rulM  mee  by  the  sword  alone. 
Made  thee  at  last  a  warrior  like  his  own. 
Religion,  if  in  heavenly  truths  attir*d. 
Needs  only  to  be  seen  to  be  admir*d ; 
But  thine,  as  dark  as  witcheries  of  the  night. 
Was  form*d  to  harden  hearts  and  shock  the  si^t ; 
Thy  Druids  strudL  the  wdl-atrung  harps  they  bore 
With  fingers  deeply^  dyed  in  human  grae ; 
And,  whne  the  victim  slowly  bled  to  death. 
Upon  the  rolling  chords  rung  out  his  c^^in^  breath. 

Who  brought  the  lamp,  tnat  with  awakmg  beamif 
DispeU'd  thy  ^oom,  and  broke  away  thy  dreams. 
Tradition,  now  decrepit  and  worn  out. 
Babbler  of  ancient  fi^les,  leaves  a  doubt : 
But  still  light  reach'd  thee ;  and  those  gods  of  tfaine» 
Woden  and  Thor,  eadi  tott'nng  in  his  diiine. 
Fell  broken  and  de&c*d  at  his  own  door. 
As  Dagon  in  Philistia  long  before. 
But  Rome,  with  sorceries  and  magic  wand. 
Soon  raised  a  doud  that  darkened  ev'ry  land ; 
And  thine  was  smothered  in  the  stendi  and  fog 
Of  Tiber's  manhes  and  the  papal  bog. 
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Then  prierti,iridi  bidh  aiidbricdbi  aadduMCiMRMrMi, 
And  gr^inff  fisti*  and  wirdtntiny  ftovms. 
Legates  and  dele^alEf  with  fow*n  ttom  helt, 
Tmi^  heav'alj  in  pretenodn,  ^c»*d  tfaM  will : 
And  to  thit  bour«  to  keep  it  fteth  in  nind. 
Some  tingi  of  fliat  old  flcomge  are  left  beldnd** 
Thy  soldiery,  the  Pope's  ireU-nuBaff^d  psdc. 
Were  trailed  beneath  his  lath,  and  knew  Ifae  • 
And,  when  he  laid  than  en  the  scent  of  Uood, 
Would  hunt  a  Sataocn  through  fire  and  flood. 
Lavish  of  hie,  to  win  an  empty  tsad>. 
That  proved  a  mint  of  wealth,  a  mine  to  Rfome, 
They  left  <heir  bones  beneath  nnfriMidfy  skiesi 
His  wosthloBS  absoliition  all  the  pii£ab 
TluNi  wast  the  voiest  dave  in  days  of  yore. 
That  ever  dxagg'd  a  chain  or  togged  an  oar ; 
Thy  monaichs,  arbitrary,  ieioe,  unjust, 
Themsdves  the  sUves  «  bigotry  or  hist, 
Disdain'd  thy  oounsds,  only  in  distress 
Found  thee  a  goodk  sponge  for  Pow'r  to  press. 
Thy  diieft,  the  lords  of  many  a  petty  fee. 
Provoked  and  harast'd,  in  refeom  plagued  thee ; 
CallM  thee  away  from  neaoeabte  employ. 
Domestic  happmess  and  rural  joy. 
To  waste  thy  life  in  anns,  or  lay  it  down 
In  causeleBS  feuds  and  bi(^*Bng&af  their  own. 
Thy  pariiaments  ador*d  on  beiuaed  knees 
The  sov*reignty  they  were  convened  to  please ; 
Whatever  was  ask'di,  too  timid  to  resist, 
Comi^liad  with,  and  were  gradoudy  dismissed ; 
And  if  some  Spartan  soul  a  doubt  ezprsss'd. 
And,  blushing  at  the  tameness  of  the  rest, 
Dar*d  to  suppose  the  subject  had  a  choioe. 
He  was  a  Crutor  by  the  general  voioe. 
Oh  slave  I  with  powers  thou  didst  not  dare  exert. 
Verse  cannot  stoop  so  low  as  thy  desert ; 
It  shakes  ^  sides  of  splenetic  Disdain, 
Thou  sdf-entatled  lulcr  of  the  main, 

•  Whldi  nay  b«  fraad  at  Boctoa*  CMnaona. 
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To  trace  ih«e  t» 'die  dftte  when  yon  f^  «ea« 
That  dips  ^  shoKB,  hod  no  such  chamiB  for  thee; 
When  ouier  aadon*  flew  'from  eoast  to  coast. 
And  thfl«  hadst  neidier  fleet  nor  flag  to  boast. 
Kneel  now,  and  lay  thy  ibiehead  in  the  dust ; 
Blu^,  if  thou  canst ;  not  petrified,  thou  mtist : 
Act  but  anho&est  and  a  fatfiiul  part ; 
Compart  what  then  thou  wast  with  what  thou  srt  $ 
And  God*8  cBspodng  providence  confess'd. 
Obduracy  itKu  must  yidd  the  rest- 
Then  thou  art  bound  to  serve  him,  and  to  prove, 
Hour  fkfter  hour,  thy  gratitude  and  love. 

Ha«  he  not  hid  thee,  and  diy  favoured  land, 
For  ages  safe  beneath  his  ^elt*ring  hand, 
Giv*n  thee  his  Messing  on  the  dearest  proof. 
Bid  nations  leagued  against  thee  stand  aloof. 
And  charg*d  Hostility  and  Hate  to  roar 
Where  d^  they  would,  but  not  upon  thy  shore  ? 
His  pow*r  secur*d  thee,  when  presumptuous  Spain 
BaptizM  her  fleet  invincible  in  vain  ; 
Her  gloomy  monardi,  doubtful  and  resign*d 
To  ev^  pang  that  racks  an  anxious  mi^, 
Ask'd  o£  the  waves,  that  broke  upon  his  coast. 
What  tidingi  ?  and  the  surge  replied — All  lost ! 
And  when  uie  Stuart  leaning  on  the  Scot, 
Then  too  nuufa  fear*d,  and  now  too  much  fbrgot, 
Pierced  to  the  very  centre  of  the  realm. 
And  hop'd  to  seize  his  abdicated  hehn, 
'Twas  but  to  prove  how  quiddy  with  a  frown 
He  that  had  raised  thee  could  have  pluckM  thee  down. 
Peculiar  is  the  grace  by  thee  possess'd. 
Thy  foes  implanble,  thy  land  at  rest ; 
Thy  timndert  travd  over  earth  and  seas. 
And  all  at  home  is  pleasure,  wealtli,  and  eaae. 
'Tis  thus,  eztendmg  his  tempestuous  aim. 
Thy  Maker  fills  the  nations  with  alarm. 
While  his  own  Heav*n  surveys  the  troubled  scene, 
And  feda  no  chaise,  unshaken  and  serene. 
Freedom,  in  other  lands  scarce  known  to  shine, 
Fours  out  a  flood  of  splendour  upon  thine ; 
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Thou  hasft  as  bfifl^t  m  «ift*iflit  ia  ha-ray* 
A«  ef«r  Bom«n  had  in  Rame*«  bcstdajiw 
True  freedom  if  where  jio  lettaraiat  if  kiKNni* 
That  ScOTtoie,  jttitice,  aod  good  atnaa  diiaiwtt. 
Where  on!^  vice  and  injury  are  tied. 
And  aU  ftom  ahoie  to  flhore  if  free  beside. 
8udi  freedom  ia-<-«nd  Windsor'a  hoaijr  tow*n 
Stood  tremfafing  at  the  holdneaf  of  thy  PMr*M» 
That  won  a  nvm]^  on  that  ioanMctal  pain 
Like  her  the  fidded  Phi^ms  woo*d  in  vain  i 
He  found  the  kurd  onl]K-4ianpicr  you 
Th*  un&ding  kniel,  and  the  virgin  too  !* 

Now  think,  if  Pleasure  have  a  thougkt  to  spare ; 
If  God  himsdf  be  not  beneath  her  care ; 
If  Busmeas*  ooastant  as  the  wheels  of  time» 
Can  pause  one  hour  to  read  s  senous  ihyme ; 
If  the  new  mail  thy  merchants  now  ieeeive» 
Or  eipcctation  of  me  next,  give  leave ; 
Oh  think  !  if  diaigeable  with  deep  arnaxs 
For  Rich  indulgence  gilding  aU  thy  years. 
How  mu^,  though  long  neglected,  shining  yet. 
The  boons  of  heav*nly  truth  have  8weU*d  the  debt 
When  persecating  seal  made  loyal  sport 
With  tortured  innocence  in  Man's  court. 
And  Ponner,  blythe  as  shef^erd  at  a  wake, 
Enjoy'd  Ae  show,  and  danc*d  about  the  stake ; 
Theiaaed  Book^  its  vahie  understood. 
Received  the  smI  of  martyrdom  in  Ueod. 
Those  holy  mm,  so  frill  of  truth  and  grace, 
Sean  to  reflection  of  a  diflfsent  race ; 
Meek,  modest,  YeneraUe,  wise,  sincere. 
In  sudi  a  cause  they  could  not  dare  to  fear ; 
They  coudd  not  purdiase  earth  with  such  a  pciie, 
Nor  ipaic  a  life  too  short  to  readi  the  skies. 
Prom  them  to  thee  convey'd  along  the  tide. 
Their  streaming  hearts  pour'd  fredy  when  diey  died 
Those  truths,  which  neither  use  nor  years  impair. 
Invite  thee,  wno  thee,  to  the  Uiss  they  share. 

*  Annding  to  the  grant  of  Magna  Charta,  which  was  extorted  f\r»n| 
Ring  Jehn  by  ibeteSu  at  RunttyoMik  new  Wlndior. 
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What  dotage  win  not  TBDity  Tnafritwn  ? 
What  web  too  weak  to  catdi  a  modem  brain  ? 
The  moles  and  bats  in  full  assembly  find. 
On  special  search,  the  keen-ey*d  eagle  blind. 
And  did  they  dream,  and  art  thou  wiser  now  ? 
Prove  it— if  better,  I  submit  and  bow. 
Wisdom  and  goodness  are  twin-bom,  one  heart 
Must  hold  bodi  sisters,  never  seen  apart 
So  then — as  darkness  overspread  tibe  deep, 
Ere  Nature  rose  from  her  eternal  deep. 
And  this  deligfatful  earth,  and  that  fair  sky, 
Leaped  out  or  nothing,  cii]l*d  by  the  Most  Hi^ ; 
By  such  a  change  thy  darkness  is  made  lig^t. 
Thy  chaos  order,  and  thy  weakness  might ; 
And  He,  whose  pow*r  mere  nullity  ob^. 
Who  found  thee  nothing,  fbrm*d  ihee  for  his  praise. 
To  praise  him  is  to  serve  him,  and  fulfil. 
Doing  and  suiTring,  his  unquestioned  will ; 
'Tis  to  beHeve  what  men  inspirM  of  old. 
Faithful,  and  faithfully  infoim*d,  unfold  ; 
Candid  and  just,  with  no  false  aim  in  view. 
To  take  for  trath  what  cannot  but  be  tme ; 
To  learn  in  God's  own  school  the  Christian  part. 
And  bind  the  task  assign'd  thee  to  thine  heart. 
Happy  the  man  there  seeking  and  there  found, 
Happy  the  nation  where  such  men  abound. 

How  shall  a  verse  impress  thee  ?  by  what  name 
Shall  I  adjure  thee  not  to  court  thy  ahame  ? 
By  theirs,  whose  bright  example  unimpeach'd 
Directs  thee  to  that  eminence  they  readied. 
Heroes  and  worthies  of  days  past,  thy  sires  ? 
Or  his,  who  touch*d  their  hearts  with  hqllowM  fires  ? 
Their  names,  alas  !  in  vain  reproach  an  age. 
Whom  all  the  vanities  they  soomM  engi^  ! 
And  His,  that  seraphs  tremble  at,  is  hung 
Disgracefully  on  ev'ry  trifler's  tongue. 
Or  serves  the  champion  in  forensic  war 
To  flourish  and  parade  with  at  the  bar. 
Pleasure  herself  perhaps  suggests  a  plea. 
If  interest  move  thee,  to  persuade  e*en  thee ; 
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By  ev*i7  diaim  that  smiles  upon  her  ^ice. 
By  joys  possessed,  and  joys  still  held  in  chase. 
If  dear  society  be  worth  a  thought. 
And  if  the  feast  of  fi-eedom  doy  thee  not« 
Reflect  that  these,  and  all  that  seems  thine  own. 
Held  by  the  tenure  of  his  will  alone. 
Like  angels  in  the  service  of  their  Lord, 
Remain  with  thee,  or  leave  thee  at  his  word ; 
That  gratitude  and  temperance  in  our  use 
Of  what  he  gives,  unsparing  and  profuse. 
Secure  the  &vour,  and  enhance  the  joy. 
That  thankless  waste  and  wild  abuse  destroy. 
But  above  all  reflect,  how  cheap  8oc*er 
Those  rights,  that  millions  envy  thee,  appear. 
And,  though  resolved  to  risk  them,  and  swim  down 
The  tide  of  Pleasure,  heedless  of  His  frown. 
That  blessings  truly  sacred,  and  when  giv^n 
Marked  with  the  signature  and  stamp  of  Heav'n, 
The  word  of  prophecy,  those  truths  divine, 
AVhich  make  that  Heaven,  if  thou  desire  it,  tliiae, 
(Awfiil  alternative !  believed,  belovM, 
Thy  glory,  and  thy  shame  if  unimprovM,) 
Are  never  long  vouchsafe,  if  pusli'd  aside 
With  cold  disgust  or  philosophic  pride  i 
And  that  judidally  witlidrawn,  disgrace, 
Enour,  and  darkness,  occupy  their  place. 
A  world  is  up  in  arms,  and  thou,  a  spot 
Not  quickly  found,  if  negligently  sought. 
Thy  soul  as  ample  as  thy  boimds  are  small, 
Endur*8t  the  brunt,  and  dar'st  defy  them  all : 
And  wilt  thou  join  to  this  bold  enterprise 
A  bolder  still,  a  contest  with  the  skies  ? 
Remember,  if  He  guard  thee  and  secure. 
Whoe'er  assails  thee,  thy  success  is  siure ; 
But  if  He  leave  thee,  though  the  skill  and  pow*r 
Of  nations  sworn  to  spoil  thee  and  devour. 
Were  all  collected  in  thy  single  arm. 
And  thou  couldst  laugh  away  the  fear  of  harm. 
That  strength  would  £ul,  opposM  against  the  push 
And  feeble  onset  of  a  pigmy  rush. 
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8iv  not  (md  ff  die  flioiiglit  of  such  defence 
Slioiiid  tpnng  within  thy  bosom,  drive  it  dience) 
What  nation  amongst  afl  my  Ibes  is  free 
From  crimes  as  base  as  any  chaxg^d  on  me  ? 
Their  measure  JUTd,  tliey  too  diall  psy  ibe  debt, 
Whieh  God,  tboogfa  long  fbri)ORie,wi]l  not  forget 
But  Imow  that  Wrath  divine,  whoi  most  severe. 
Makes  Justice  still  the  guide  of  his  career. 
And  will  not  punirfi,  in  one  sunned  crowd. 
Them  widuMtt  fag^it,  tBM.  thee  wiuioiit  a  doud* 

Muse,  hai^  tins  harp  upon  yon  aged  beedi, 
Still  murm'ring  with  the  solemn  truths  I  teadi ; 
And  whOe  at  intervids  a  cold  blast  sings 
Through  the  dry  leaves,  and  pants  upon  the  strings ; 
My  soul  riiall  oA.  in  secret,  and  lament 
A  nation  scourgM,  yet  tardy  to  repent 
I  know  the  warning  song  is  sung  in  vain  ; 
That  few  will  hear,  and  fewer  heed  the  strain ; 
But  if  a  sweeter  voice,  and  one  designed  ^ 

A  blessing  to  my  country  and  mannnd. 
Reclaim  Sie  wand'ring  thousands,  and  bring  home 
A  flock  so  scatter'd  and  so  wcmt  to  roam. 
Then  place  it  once  again  between  my  knees ; 
l%e  sound  of  truth  will  then  be  sure  to  please : 
And  trutii  akme,  where'er  my  life  be  east. 
In  scenes  of  plenty,  or  the  pming  waste. 
Shall  be  my  chosen  theme,  my  glory  to  the  last 
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Ask  wbait  ii  human  life — the  sage  leplies. 

With  dia^fxiixitment  lowering  in  his  tym^ 

A  painful  paasage  o*er  a  lestleis  flood, 

A  vain  pursuit  of  fugitive  false  good, 

A  wene  of  iunded.  bliss  and  heart-felt  can* 

Qonng  at  last  in  darkness  and  despair, 

Tlie  poor,  iaor'd  to  drudg*ry  and  distress. 

Act  without  aim,  think  little,  and  feel  less. 

And  no  where,  but  in  feigned  Arcadian  scenes. 

Taste  hsipiHBess,  or  know  what  pleasure  means. 

Riches  are  pa88*d  awaj  from  hand  to  hand. 

As  fortune,  vice,  or  ft%,  mav command; 

As  in  a  danoe  the  pair  that  take  the  lead 

Turn  downward,  and  the  lowest  pair  succeed. 

So  shiftmg  and  so  various  is  the  plan. 

By  wlikfa  Heav'n  rules  the  mix*a  afi&irs  of  man ; 

Vidssitude  wheels  round  the  motley  crowd. 

The  rich  grow  poor,  the  poor  become  purse-peoud ; 

Bus*ne88  is  kbmir,  and  man's  weakness  such, 

Fleasmie  ia  labour  too,  and  tires  as  much. 

The  very  sense  of  it  foregoes  its  use. 

By  repetition  palled,  by  age  obtuse. 

Youth  lost  in  dissipation  we  deplore. 

Through  life*s  sad  remnant,  what  no  si^s  restore  ; 

Our  years,  a  fruitless  race  without  a  prize. 

Too  many,  yet  too  few  to  make  us  wise. 

Dan^iling  his  cane  about,  and  taking  snuff, 
Lothano  cries.  What  philosophic  stuff-- 
0  querulous  and  weak ! — ^whose  useless  brain 
Once  thoo^  of  nothing,  and  now  thinks  in  vain ; 
Whose  eye  reverted  weras  o*er  all  the  ]Mst, 
Whose  prospect  shows  thee  a  disheartening  waste ; 
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Wolild  age  in  thee  rmai  his  wintry  leign. 
And  youSi  invigorate  laat  ftame  agun, 
RenewM  desire  ¥rould  grace  with  odier  speedi 
Joys  always  prizM,  when  plac*d  within  our  reach. 

For  lift  thy  palsied  head,  shake  off  the  gloom 
That  overhangs  the  borders  of  thy  tomb, 
See  Nature  gay,  as  when  die  first  began 
With  smiles  aUuring  her  admirer,  man  ; 
She  spreads  the  morning  over  eastern  hills. 
Earth  glitters  with  the  drops  the  night  distils ; 
The  Sun  obe^ent  at  her  call  appears. 
To  fiing  his  dories  o'er  die  robe  she  wears ; 
Banks  doth'd  with  flow'rs,  groves  fillM  with  spright- 
ly sounds. 
The  yelW  tildi,  green  meads,  rocks,  rising  grounds, 
Streams  edg*d  wiSi  osiers,  fattening  ev*ry  fidd. 
Where'er  they  flow,  now  seen  and  now  oonceal'd; 
From  the  blue  rim,  where  skies  and  mountains  meet, 
Down  to  the  very  turf  beneath  thy  feet. 
Ten  thousand  charms,  that  onty  mols  despise, 
Or  Pride  can  look  at  with  indifi^ient  eyes, 
AH  speak  one  language,  all  with  one  sweet  voice 
Cry  to  her  univerml  reiJm,  Rejoice  I 
Man  feds  the  spur  of  passkms  and  desires. 
And  she  gives  laigdy  more  than  he  requires ; 
Not  that  his  hours  devoted  all  to  Care, 
Hdlow-ey'd  Abstinence,  and  lean  Despair, 
Hie  wretch  may  pine,  while  to  his  smeU,  taste,  sight. 
She  hdds  a  paradise  of  ridi  ddig^t ; 
But  goiUy  to  rebuke  his  awkwanl  fear. 
To  prove  that  what  she  gives,  Ae  gives  sincere; 
To  bamsh  hesitaticm,  and  pvodaim 
His  happiness,  her  dear,  her  only  aim. 
'Tis  grave  philosophy's  absurdest  dKam, 
That  Heavii's  intentions  are  not  wiiat  they  seem* 
That  only  shadows  are  dispensed  below. 
And  Earth  has  no  reality  but  wo. 

Thus  things  terrestrial  wear  a  diff*rent  hue. 
As  youth  or  age  perraades ;  and  neither  true. 
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So  Fbra*s  wnath  duongh  oolour^d  crystal  iem. 
The  loee  or  Ifly  appean  blue  or  green* 
But  stiU  tfa'  impiUed  tints  are  those  alone 
The  medium  represents^  and  not  their  own. 

To  rise  at  noon,  sit  slipdiod  and  undressed* 
To  read  the  news,  or  fiddk,  as  seems  best, 
Tin  half  the  world  oomes  rattling  at  his  door, 
To  fill  the  dull  vacuity  till  four; 
And,  just  when  evening  turns  the  blue  vituU  grajr* 
To  spend  two  hours  in  dressing  for  the  day ; 
To  make  the  sun  a  bauble  wimout  use. 
Save  for  the  fruits  his  heav'nly  beams  produce ; 
Quite  to  for^  or  deem  it  worth  no  thought. 
Who  bids  lum  shine,  or  if  he  shine  or  not ; 
Throu^  mere  necessity  to  dose  his  eyes 
Just  when  the  laiks  and  when  the  shepherds  ris^  ; 
Is  sucfa  a  life,  so  tediously  the  8ame» 
So  void  of  all  utility  or  aun. 
That  poor  Jonguilt  with  almost  ev^ry  breath 
Sighs  for  his  exit,  vulgarly  call'd  death  i 
For  he,  with  aU  his  £^es,  has  a  mind 
Not  yet  so  blank,  or  fashionably  blind. 
But  now  and  then  perhaps  a  feeble  ray 
Of  distant  wisdom  shoots  across  his  way. 
By  which  he  reads,  that  life  without  a  plan, 
As  useless  as  the  moment  it  began. 
Serves  merely  as  a  soil  f<Mr  discontent 
To  thrive  in;  an  encumbrance  ere  half  spent. 
Oh  weariness  beyond  what  asses  fed. 
That  tread  the  dreuit  of  the  dstem  whed ; 
A  dull  rotation,  never  at  a  stay, 
Yesterday*8  &ce  twin-image  of  to-da]is 
While  conversation,  an  euiausted  stodc. 
Grows  drowsy  as  the  clicking  of  a  dock. 
Ko  need,  he  cries,  of  gravity  stufifd  out 
With  academic  dignity  devout. 
To  read  wise  lectures,  vanity  the  text: 
Proclaim  the  remedy,  ye  learned,  next ; 
For  truth  sdf-evident,  with  pomp  impress^* 
Is  vanity  surpassing  dl  the  rest 
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That  remedf  » hot  Md  in  deep9  profound. 
Yet  sddom  sought  where  only  to  be  found, 
Mliile  passion  turns  aside  from  its  due  scope 
Th'  inquSier's  aim,  that  remedy  is  hope. 
Life  is  His  gift,  from  whom  whatever  life  needs. 
And  ev*iy  good  and  perfect  gift,  proceeds ; 
Bestow'd  on  man,  like  all  that  we  partake, 
Bo3raIly,  freely,  for  his  bounty's  sake ; 
Transient  indeed,  as  is  the  fleeting  hour. 
And  yet  the  seed  of  an  immortal  flower  ; 
Designed  in  honour  of  his  endless  love, 
To  fill  with  fragrance  his  abode  above ; 
No  trifle,  howsoever  short  it  seem. 
And,  howsoever  shadowy,  no  dream  ; 
Its  \^ue,  what  no  thought  can  ascertain. 
Nor  all  an  angel's  eloquence  explain ; 
Men  deal  with  life  as  children  with  thdr  play 
Who  first  misuse,  then  cast  thdr  toys  away ; 
Live  to  no  sober  purpose,  and  contend 
That  their  Creator  had  no  serious  end. 
When  God  and  man  stand  opposite  in  view, 
Man's  disappointment  must  of  course  ensue. 
The  just  Creator  condescends  to  write. 
In  beams  of  inextinguishable  light. 
His  names  of  wisdom,  goodness,  pow'r,  and  love» 
On  all  that  blooms  below,  or  shines  above ; 
To  catch  the  wand'ring  notice  of  mankind. 
And  teach  the  world,  if  not  perversely  blind. 
His  gracious  attributes,  and  prove  the  share 
His  ofispring  hold  in  his  paternal  care. 
If,  led  from  earthly  tlungs  to  things  divine. 
His  creature  thwart  not  his  august  design. 
Then  praise  is  heard  instead  of  reasoning  pride. 
And  captious  cavil  and  complaint  subside. 
Nature,  employed  in  her  allotted  place. 
Is  hand-maid  to  the  purposes  of  Grace ; 
By  good  vouchsafed  makes  known  superior  good. 
And  bliss  not  seen  bj  blessings  understood  : 
That  bliss,  reveal'd  m  Scripture,  with  a  glow 
Bright  as  the  covenant-ensuruig  bow  . 


d  by  Google 


HOPS.  173 

Tires  all  his  fedings  with  a  noble  soom 
Of  sensual  evil,  and  thus  Hope  is  horn. 

Hope  sets  the  stamp  of  vanity  on  all 
That  men  have  deem*d  substantial  since  the  &U, 
Yet  has  the  wondrous  virtue  to  educe 
From  emptiness  itself  a  real  use ; 
And  while  she  takes,  as  at  a  &ther*s  hand. 
What  health  and  sober  appetite  demand. 
From  &ding  good  derives,  with  diymic  art. 
That  lasting  happiness,  a  thankful  heart 
Hope,  with  i:^>lmed  foot,  set  £ree  from  earth. 
Pants  for  the  place  of  h^  ethereal  birth. 
On  steady  wings  sails  through  th'  immense  abys^ 
Phicks  amaranthine  jojrs  from  bow'rs  of  bliss. 
And  crowns  the  soul,  whfle  yet  a  mourner  here, 
Widi  wreaths  like  those  triumphant  spirits  wear. 
Hope,  as  an  andior  firm  and  sure,  holds  fost 
The  Christian  vessel,  and  defies  the  blast 
Hope !  nothing  else  can  nourish  and  secure 
His  new-born  virtues,  and  preserve  him  pure. 
Hope !  let  the  wretch,  once  conscious  of  the  joy. 
Whom,  now  despairing  agonies  destroy. 
Speak,  for  he  can,  and  none  so  well  as  he. 
What  treasures  centre,  what  delights  in  thee. 
Had  he  the  gems,  the  spices,  and  the  land 
That  boasts  the  treasure,  all  at  his  conunand ; 
The  fragrant  grove,  th*  inestimable  mine. 
Were  light,  when  weighM  against  one  smile  of  thine. 

Thou£^  dasp'd  and  cradled  in  his  nurse*s  arms, 
He  shine  with  all  a  dieruVs  artless  charms, 
Man  18  the  genuine  offiprii^  of  revolt, 
Stubbom  and  sturdy,  a  wild  ass^s  colt ; 
His  passions,  like  the  wat*ry  stores  that  sleep 
Beneath  the  smiling  surface  of  the  deep. 
Wait  but  the  lashes  of  a  wintry  storm. 
To  frown  and  roar,  and  shake  his  feeble  form. 
From  infoncy  through  diildhood's  ^ddy  maze, 
Froward  at  sdiod,  and  fretful  in  his  plays. 
The  ^uny  tyrant  bums  to  subjugate 
The  nee  republic  of  the  whip-gig  state. 
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If  one,  his  eqtld  in  alMetid  frkuiie, '         ' 

Or,  more  provoking  still,  of  nobler  name. 

Dare  step  across  his  arbitrary  views. 

An  Iliad,  only  not  in  verse,  ensues : 

The  little  Greeks  look  trembling  at  the  scales. 

Till  the  best  tongue,  or  heaviest  hand,  prevails. 

Now  see  him  launched  into  the  worla  at  large ; 
If  priest,  supinely  droning  o*er  his  charge, 
Theb  fleece  his  pillow,  and  his  weekly  drawl, 
Though  short,  too  long,  the  price  he  pays  fbr  aU. 
If  lawyer,  loud,  whatever  cause  he  plead. 
But  proudest  of  the  worst,  if  that  succeed. 
Perhaps  a  grave  physidan,  gathering  fees. 
Punctually  paid  for  lengthening  out  disease ; 
No  Cotton,  whose  humanity  sheds  rays. 
That  make  superior  skill  his  second  pnise. 
If  arms  eneage  him,  he  devotes  to  sport 
His  date  of  iSe,  so  likely  to  be  short ; 
A  soldier  may  be  any  thing,  if  brave. 
So  may  a  tradesman,  if  not  quite  a  Imave. 
Such  stuff  the  world  is  made  of ;  and  mankind 
To  passion,  int'rest,  pleasure,  whim  resigned. 
Insist  on,  as  if  each  were  his  own  pope. 
Forgiveness,  and  the  privilege  of  hope. 
But  Conscience,  in  some  awfvl  silent  hour. 
When  captivating  lusts  have  lost  their  pow'r. 
Perhaps  when  si^ess,  or  some  fearful  dream. 
Reminds  him  of  reli^on,  hated  theme ! 
Starts  from  the  down,  on  which  she  lately  slept. 
And  tells  of  laws  despisM,  at  least  not  kept : 
Shows  with  a  pointing  finger,  and  no  noise, 
A  pale  procession  of  past  sinful  joys. 
All  witnesses  of  blessings  foully  scom'd. 
And  life  abus*d,  and  not  to  be  suborned. 
Mark  these,  she  says ;  these  summoned  firom  afar, 
Bc^  their  march  to  meet  thee  at  the  bar ; 
There  find  a  Judge  inexorably  just. 
And  perish  there,  as  all  presumption  must. 

Peace  be  to  those  (such  peace  as  Earth  can  give) 


Who  live  in  pleasure,  dead  e'en  while  they  live ; 
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Bom  capable  indeed  of  heav'aly  tnitli ; 

But  down  to  latest  agCi  6t>m  eadiest  youth. 

Their  mind  a  wildoneea  through  want  ol  can. 

The  plough  of  wisdom  never  enf  ring  there. 

Peace  (if  insensibijily  may  daim 

A  right  to  the  meek  honours  of  her  name) 

To  men  of  pedigiiee,  their  noble  race. 

Emulous  always  of  the  nearest  place 

To  any  throne,  except  the  throne  of  Gzac& 

Let  cottagers  and  unenlightened  swains 

Revere  the  laws  they  dr^m  that  Heav*n  ordains ; 

Resort  on  Sundays  to  the  house  of  ^y*r. 

And  ask,  and  fancy  they  find,  blesnngs  there. 

Themselves,  perhaps,  when  weary  th^  retreat 

T*  enjoy  cool  nature  in  a  country  seat, 

T*  exchange  the  centre  of  a  thousand  trades. 

For  dumps,  and  lawns,  and  temples,  and  cascades. 

May  now  and  then  their  velvet  cushicms  take. 

And  seem  to  pray  for  good  example*s  sake ; 

Judging,  in  oiaxitv  no  doubt,  the  town 

Pious  enough,  and  having  need  of  none. 

Kind  souls!  to  teach  their  tenantry  to  prize 

What  they  themselves,  without  remorse,  despise : 

Nor  hope  have  they,  nor  fear,  of  aught  to  come. 

As  wdl  for  them  had  prophecy  been  dumb ; 

Thejr  could  have  held  the  conduct  they  pursue. 

Had  Paul  of  Tarsus  liv'd  and  died  a  Jew ; 

And  truth,  proposM  to  reas*ners  wise  as  they. 

Is  apearl  cast — completely  cast  away. 

Theydie— Deallilendsthem,  pleas*d,andasineport, 
AH  the  grim  honoius  of  his  ghastly  court 
Far  odier  paintings  grace  the  chamber  now* 
Where  late  we  saw  &e  mimic  landscape  gbw : 
The  busy  heralds  hang  the  sable  scene 
With  mournful  'scutcheons,  and  dim  lamps  between ; 
Proclaim  their  titles  to  the  crowd  around. 
But  they  that  wore  them  move  not  at  the  soimd ; 
The  coronet,  placed  idly  at  their  head, 
Adds  nothing  now  to  the  d^praded  d^ ; 
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And  e*en  the  star,  that  glitters  on  the  bier. 

Can  only  say— ^Nobility  lies  here. 

Peace  to  all  such — ^trere  pity  to  oflMl, 

B^  usdess  censcne,  irhom  we  cannot  mend ; 

Life  without  hope  can  dose  but  in  deqpair^     [i^Mte, 

'Twas  there  we  found  diem,  and  must  leave  ihem 

As,  when  two  pilgrims  in  a  forest  stray. 
Both  ma^  be  lost,  yet  each  in  his  own  way ; 
So  fares  it  with  the  multitades  beguiled 
In  vain  Opinicm*s  waste  and  dangfrous  wild ; 
Ten  thousand  rove  the  brakes  and  thorns  amoftg. 
Some  eastward,  and  some  westward,  and  ail  wrong. 
But  here,  alas  I  the  fatal  difference  lies. 
Each  man's  belief  is  right  in  his  own  e^ea ; 
And  he  that  blames  what  they  have  blindly  diose 
Incurs  resentment  for  the  love  he  shows. 

Say,  botanist,  within  whose  province  fall 
The  cedar  and  the  hyssop  on  the  wall. 
Of  all  that  deck  the  lanes,  the  fields,  the  bowers. 
What  parts  the  kindred  tribes  of  weeds  and  flow*rt  ? 
Sweet  scent,  or  lovely  form,  or  both  combined. 
Distinguish  ev*ry  cultivated  kind ; 
The  want  of  both  denotes  a  meaner  breed. 
And  Chloe  from  her  gariand  picks  the  weed. 
Thus  hopes  of  ev*ry  sort,  whatever  sect 
Esteem  mem,  sow  them,  rear  them,  and  protect. 
If  wild  in  nature,  and  not  duly  found, 
Gethsemane  I  in  thy  dear  hallow'd  ground. 
That  cannot  bear  the  blaze  of  Scripturo  ]%ht. 
Nor  cheer  the  spirit,  nor  refresh  the  si^t. 
Nor  animate  the  soul  to  Christian  dee£, 
(Oh  cast  them  from  thee !)  are  weeds,  arrant  weed& 

£thelred*s  house,  the  caatte  of  six  ways. 
Diverging  each  from  each,  Uke  equal  rays, 
Himsdf  as  bountifril  as  April  rains. 
Lord  paramount  of  the  surrounding  plains. 
Would  give  rdief  of  bed  and  board  to  none 
But  guests  that  sought  it  in  th*  appointed  One ; 
And  they  might  enter  at  his  open  door. 
E'en  till  his  spacious  haU  would  hold  no  more. 


d  by  Google 


HOPE.  177 

He  sent  a  senrant  faitfa  by  ev^ry  soacU 
To  sound  liU  ham,  and  publiab  it  abroad. 
That  an  mig^t  mark.— ^knight,  menial,  hig^,  and  k>w. 
An  oid*nanoe  it  Gonoem*d  tfaem  much  to  kaom. 
If,  after  aU,  some  headstrong  hardy  lout 
Would  diaoAiey,  ihou^  soze  to  be  shut  oat, 
Could  he  with  reasoo  munnur  at  his  case, 
Himsdf  sole  aoilior  of  his  own  disgrace  ? 
No !  the  decree  was  just  and  without  flaw; 
And  he,  that  made,  had  right  to  make,  the  law  ; 
His  sovereign  pow*r  and  pleasure  unrestzain*d. 
The  wrong  was  his  who  wrongfully  oompiaiii^d. 

Yet  half  mankind  mamfaMii  a  diurlish  strife 
With  Him,  the  Domx  of  eternal  life. 
Because  the  deed,  by  which  his  bye  confirms 
The  largess  he  bestows,  prescribes  the  tenns. 
Compliance  with  his  will  your  lot  ensures. 
Accept  it  only,  and  the  boon  is  yours. 
And  sure  it  is  as  kind  to  smile  and  give. 
As  with  a  frown  to  say,  Do  this  and  live. 
Love  is  not  pedlar*s  trumpery  bought  and  sold : 
He  Witt  give  fredy,  or  he  •will  withhold  ; 
His  soul  abhors  a  mercenary  thought. 
And  him  as  deeply  who  abhors  it  not ; 
He  stipulates  indeed,  but  merely  this. 
That  man  will  fredy  take  an  unboug^t  bliss. 
Will  trust  him  for  a  faithful  gen*rous  part. 
Nor  set  a  price  upon  a  willing  heart 
Of  aU  die  wa3rs  that  seem  to  promise  fair. 
To  place  you  where  his  saints  his  presence  share. 
This  only  can ;  for  this  phun  cause,  eiqiress^d 
In  temis  as  plain.  Himself  has  shut  the  resL 
But  oh  the  strife,  the  bick'ring,  and  debate. 
The  tidings  of  unpurehas*d  Heaven  create ! 
The  flirted  fen,  the  bridle,  and  the  toss. 
All  speakers,  yet  aU  language  at  a  loss. 
Prom  stuccoed  walls  smart  arguments  rebouml 
And  beaus,  adept  in  ev*ry  thmg  profound, 
Die  of  disdain,  or  whistle  off  the  sound. 
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Such  is  the  clamour  of  rooks,  daws,  and  kites, 
Th*  expk)^n  of  the  leveQM  tube  excites. 
Where  mouldering  abbey-walls  overhang  the  glade,' 
And  oaks  coeval  spread  a  moumftil  shade  ; 
The  screaming  nations,  hov*ring  in  mid  air. 
Loudly  resent  Ae  straxiger^s  fr^dom  there. 
And  seem  to  warn  him  never  to  repeat 
His  bold  intrusion  on  their  dark  retreat. 

Adieu,  Vinosa  cries,  ere  yet  he  sips 
The  purple  bumper  trembling  at  his  lips. 
Adieu  to  all  moxolit^ !  if  Grace 
Make  works  a  vain  mgredient  in  liie  case. 
The  Christian  hope  is — ^Waiter,  draw  Ihe  cori^- 
If  I  mistake  not — Blockhead !  with  a  fork ! 
Without  good  works,  whatever  some  may  boasts 
Mere  folly  and  delusion — Sir,  your  toast. 
My  firm  persuasion  is,  at  least  sometimes. 
That  Heav*n  will  wd^h  man^s  virtues  and  his  crimes 
With  nice  attention,  m  a  righteous  scale, 
And  save  or  damn  as  these  or  those  previuL 
I  plant  my  foot  upon  this  ground  of  trust. 
And  silence  ev'ry  fear  with — God  is  just. 
But  if  perchance  on  some  dull  drizzling  day 
A  thought  intrude,  that  sajrs,  or  seems  to  say. 
If  thus  th*  important  cause  is  to  be  tried. 
Suppose  the  beam  should  dip  on  the  wrong  side ; 
I  soon  recover  from  these  needless  frights. 
And  God  is  merciful — sets  all  to  rights. 
Thus  between  justice,  as  my  prime  sujqxMt, 
And  mercy,  fled  to  as  the  last  resort, 
I  glide  and  steal  along  with  Heav'n  in  view. 
And, — ^pardon  me,  tlK  bottle  stands  with  you. 

I  never  will  believe,  the  CoFud  cries. 
The  sanguinary  schemes  that  some  devise. 
Who  make  the  good  Creator  on  their  plan 
A  being  of  less  equity  than  man. 
If  a^metite,  or  what  divines  call  lust, 
Whidi  men  comply  with,  e'en  because  they  nmst. 
Be  punished  with  perdition,  who  is  ^ure  ? 
Then  theirs,  no  doubt,  as  well  as  mme,  is  sure. 
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If  sentence  of  etetnal  pain  belong 
To  ev*ry  sudden  slip  and  tmnsient  wion^ 
Then  Heav*n  enjoins  the  &llihle  and  frm 
A  hopdess  task,  and  damns  them  if  they  fail. 
My  cieed  (whateyer  some  creed-makers  mean 
Bt  Athanasian  nonsense,  or  Nicene) — 
My  creed  is,  he  is  safe  that  does  his  best. 
And  death's  a  doom  sufficient  for  the  rest 

Ri^t,  says  an  ensign ;  and,  for  aught  I  see. 
Your  &ith  and  mine  substantiaUy  agree ; 
The  best  of  ev*ry  man's  performance  here 
Is  to  discharge  the  duties  of  his  sj^ere. 
A  lawyer's  £a]in^  should  be  just  and  fair. 
Honesty  shines  with  great  advantage  there. 
Fasting  and  pray'r  sit  well  upon  a  priest, 
A  decent  caution  and  reserve  at  least 
A  soldier's  best  is  courage  in  the  field. 
With  nothing  here  that  wants  to  be  conoeal'd* 
Manly  deportment,  gallant,  easy,  gay ; 
A  hand  as  Hb'ral  as  the  light  of  day. 
The  soldier  thus  endow'd,  who  never  shrinks, 
Nor  closets  up  his  thoughts,  whate'er  he  thinks. 
Who  scocns  to  do  an  injury  by  stealth, 
Must  go  to  Heav'n — and  I  must  drink  his  health. 
Sir  Smuff,  he  cries  (for  lowest  at  the  board. 
Just  made  fifth  diaplain  of  his  patron  lord. 
His  shoulders  witnessing,  by  many  a  shrug. 
How  much  his  fedings  sufier'd,  sat  Sir  Smug), 
Your  office  is  to  winnow  fiilse  from  true ; 
Come,  prophet,  drink,  and  teU  us  what  think  you  ? 

Sigjung  and  smiling  as  he  takes  his  g^ass. 
Which  they  that  woo  preferment  rarely  pass. 
Fallible  man,  the  church-bred  youth  replies. 
Is  stin  found  fidlible,  however  wise ; 
And  diflfrinp  judgments  serve  but  to  declare, 
That  truth  hes  somewhere,  if  we  knew  but  where. 
Of  an  it  ever  was  my  lot  to  read. 
Of  ctitics  now  alive,  or  long  since  dead, 
Tlie  book  of  aU  the  world  that  cfaarm'd  me  most       ' 
Waty-^weOaday,  the  titkpage  was  lost ; 
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The  wntor  wm  TCBMnB«  vlicatt  liist  Ittows 

To  take  wifk  gftdtude  what  Heaven  bestows. 

With  pnidenoe  ahrajTS  ready  at  our  call. 

To  guide  our  vm  of  it,  is  aU  in  alL 

Doubtless  it  is.— To  which,  of  my  own  store, 

I  superadd  a  few  essentials  more ; 

But  these,  excuse  the  liberty  I  take, 

I  wave  just  now,  ft*  coaver8ation*s  sake. — 

Spoke  lOce  an  oracle,  lAuy  aU  exdaim. 

And  add  Right  Ret*rena  to  Smug's  honourM  name. 

And  yet  our  lot  is  giVn  us  in  a  land 
Where  busy  aits  are  never  at  a  stand ; 
Where  Science  points  her  tele800]nc  eye, 
Familiar  with  the  wonders  of  the  sky ; 
Where  bold  Inquiry,  diving  out  of  si^t. 
Brings  many  a  precious  pearl  of  truth  to  light ; 
Where  nought  eludes  the  persevering  quest 
That  fadiion,  taste,  or  luxury,  suggest 

But,  above  all,  in  her  own  li^ht  arrayM, 
See  Mercy's  grand  imocalypse  msplay'd ! 
The  sacred  book  no  longer  suffers  wrong. 
Bound  in  the  fetters  of  an  unknown  tongue ; 
But  speaks  with  plainness,  art  could  never  mend. 
What  shni^est  minds  can  soonest  comprehend. 
God  gives  the  word,  the  preachers  throng  around. 
Live  from  his  lips,  and  spr&id  the  glorious  sound ; 
That  sound  bespeaks  Salvation  on  her  way. 
The  trumpet  of  a  life-restoring  day ; 
*Tis  heard  where  England's  eastern  glory  shines. 
And  in  the  gul&  of  her  Comubian  mines. 
And  still  it  spreads.     See  Germany  send  forth 
Her  sons*  to  pour  it  on  the  farthest  north : 
Fir'd  with  a  zeal  peculiar,  they  defy 
The  rage  and  rigour  of  a  polar  sky, 
And  plant  successfully  sweet  Sharon's  rose 
On  icy  plains,  and  in  eternal  snows. 

O  blest  within  th'  enclosure  of  yoiw  rocks. 
Nor  herds  have  ye  to  boast,  nor  bleating  flocks ; 

•  The  Moravian  Miidonariat  in  Oremland.    8e«  Krantx. 
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No  groves  h«ve  y«  j  no  dneorful  ammd.oS  biid,    *  > 

Or  voice  of  turtle,  in  foot  land  is  h«wd.|  1 

N<ff  grateful  egliuitme  legides  theaaaeU  ' 

Of  those,  that  walk  at  evening  whoe  yc  dwetts 

But  Wmter,  annM  with  texiouis  h«r»  uakiwvn* 

Sits  absolute  on  his  unshaken  thcone^ 

Piles  up  his  stores  amidst  the  frozra  waste. 

And  bids  the  moiintains  he  has  huiU  stand  ftst ; 

Beckons  the  legions  of  his  stoiins  awity 

Prom  happier  scenes,  to  make  your  luid  a  prcgr« 

Proclaims  the  soil  a  conquest  he  has  won* 

And  scorns  to  share  it  with  ihc  distant  sun> 

Yet  Truth  is  yours,  remote*  unenvied  igLi  I 

And  Pcaoe,  the  genuine  offspring  of  her  smile ; 

The  pride  of  lettered  Ignoranoe,  that  binds 

In  duuns  of  errour  our  acoompUsh*d  minds. 

That  decks,  with  all  the  qplendour  of  the  true, 

A  false  religion,  is  unknown  to  yoo. 

Nature,  in&ed,  vouchsafes  for  our  delight 

The  sweet  vicissitudes  of  day  and  night ;  . 

Soft  airs  and  gmial  moisture  feed  and  cheer 

Field,  fruit,  and  flow*r,  and  ev^ry  creature  here  ; 

But  brijghtnr  beams  than  his  who  fires  the  skies. 

Have  ris^n  at  length  on  your  admiring  eyes* 

That  shoot  into  your  darkest  caves  the  day. 

From  which  our  nicer  optics  turn  away. 

Here  see  th'  encouragement  Grace  gives  to  vice. 
The  dire  effect  of  mercy  without  pice ! 
What  were  they  ?  what  some  fools  are  made  by  art^ 
They  were  by  nature,  atheists,  head  and  hearu 
The  gross  idolatry  blind  heathens  teach  ' 

Was  too  refined  ror  them,  beycmd  their  reach. 
Not  e*en  th<e  glorious  Sun,  though  men  reveve 
The  monarch  most,  that  seldom  will  appear,  , 

And  tho*  his  beams,  that  quicken  where  they  sbine» 
May  claim  scmie  right  to  be  C6te«n*d  divine. 
Not  e*en  the  sim,  £sirable  as  rare. 
Could  bend  one  knee,  engage  one  vot'ry  there ; 

Q 
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They  woe,  whtt  base  Crodulity  bdievei 
True  Chrivtians  are,  dissemblers,  dninkards*  dtievcs. 
The  fu]l>goig*d  savage,  at  his  nauseous  feast. 
Spent  half  the  darkness,  and  snorM  out  the  rest. 
Was  one,  whom  Justice,  on  an  equal  plan, 
Denoimcing  doath  upon  the  sins  of  man, 
Mig^t  afanoBt  have  indulged  with  an  escape, 
Chargeable  only  with  a  hiunan  shape. 

WoMt  are  they  now  ? — Morality  may  spare 
Her  gmve  concern,  her  kind  suspicions  there : 
Thcwrctdi,  who  once  sang  wildly,  danc'd,  andlaughM, 
And  snckM  in  diz£y  madness  with  his  draught. 
Has  wept  a  silent  m)od,  revers'd  his  wajrs. 
Is  sober,  meek,  benevolent,  and  pra3rs. 
Feeds  sparingly,  oommunicatcs>his  store. 
Abhors  the  a&  he  boasted  of  before. 
And  he  that  stole,  has  leamM  to  steal  no  more. 
Well  spake  the  prophet.  Let  the  desert  sing. 
Where  tptaag  the  thorn,  the  spiry  fir  shall  spring. 
And  where  unri|^tly  and  rank  diistles  grew. 
Shall  gm^  the  myrUe  and  luxuriant  vcw. 

Go  now,  and  with  important  tone  demand 
On  what'fimndation  virtue  is  to  stand. 
If  sdf-exalting  claims  be  tum*d  adrift. 
And  grace  be  ^race  indeed,  and  life  a  gift ; 
The  poor  redaim*d  inhabitant,  his  eyes 
Glistiiing  at  once  with  pity  and  surprise, 
Amaz'd  that  shadows  riiomd  obscure  the  sight 
Of  one,  whose  bhrth  was  in  a  land  of  light, 
Shan  answer,  Hope,  sweet  Hope,  has  set  me  free,  ^ 
And  made  aU  pleasures  else  mere  dross  to  me. 

These,  amidst  scenes  as  waste  as  if  denied 
The  common  care  that  waits  on  all  beside, 
Wild  as  if  Nature  there,  void  of  all  good, 
Play*d  only  gambols  in  a  frantic  mood 
(Yet  charge  not  heavenly  skill  with  having  planned 
A  plaything  world,  unworthy  of  his  hand). 
Can  see  his  love,  though  secret  evil  lurks 
In  all  we  touch,  stamp'd  plainly  on  his  works. 
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Deem  life  a  UeMing  with  its  iram*ioitt  Woflt« 
Nor  spurn  away  a  gilt  a  God  bestows. 
Hard  task,  indeed,  o*er  arctio  seas  to  roam ! 
Is  hope  exotic  ?  grows  it  not  at  home  ? 
Yes,  but  an  object,  bri^t  as  orient  mom. 
May  press  the  eye  too  dosdy  to  be  borne ; 
A  ustant  virtue  we  can  all  confess. 
It  hurts  our  pride,  and  moves  our  envy,  less. 

Leucohomus  (beneath  well-sounding  Greek 
I  ahir  a  name  a  poet  must  not  speak) 
Stood  pilloried  on  Infiuny's  hi^  stage. 
And  bore  the  pdting  sconi  of  half  an  age ; 
The  very  butt  o(  Sluider,  and  Ae  blot 
For  ev^iy  dart  that  Malice  ever  shot 
The  man  that  mentionM  him  at,  once  dismissed 
All  mercy  finm  his  lips,  and  8neer*d  and  hiss*d ; 
His  dimes  were  such  as  Sodom  never  knew. 
And  Perjury  stood  up  to  swear  all  true ; 
His  aim  was  mischief,  and  his  zeal  pretence. 
His  speech  rebellion  agamst  common  sense ; 
A  knave,  when  tried  on  honesty's  plain  rule ; 
And  when  by  that  of  reason,  a  mere  fool ; 
The  World's  best  comfort  was,  his  doom  was  passM, 
Die  when  he  might,  he  must  be  damn'd  at  last 

Now,  Truth,  perform  thine  office ;  waft  aside 
The  curtain  drawn  by  Prejudice  and  Pride, 
Reveal  (the  man  is  dead)  to  wondering  eyes 
This  more  than  monster,  in  his  proper  guise. 
He  k)v*d  the  World  that  hated  him :  the  tear 
That  droppM  upon  his  Bible  was  sincere ; 
Assailed  by  scandal  and  the  tongue  of  strife. 
His  only  answer  was  a  blameless  life ; 
And  he  that  fore'd,  and  he  that  threw  the  dart. 
Had  each  a  broSier's  interest  in  his  heart 
Paul's  bve  of  Christ,  and  steadiness  unbrib'd, 
Were  copied  dose  in  him,  and  well  transcribed. 
He  foUow'd  Paul ;  his  zeal  a  kindred  flame, 
His  apostolic  charity  the  same. 
Like  him,  crossed  cfaeerfullv  tempestuous  seas. 
Forsaking  country,  kindred,  friends,  and  eaae ; 
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Like  him  he  l^xntf^^  and  fike  him  content 
To  bear  it»  8tiflSer*d  sbune  wfaere^er  he  went. 
Blush,  Cahmmy !  and  write  upon  his  tomb. 
If  honest  Eulogy  can  spate  thee  room. 
Thy  deep  repentance  of  thy  thousand  Hes, 
Which,  aim'd  at  him,  hare  piercM  th*  oiftnded  skies ! 
And  say.  Blot  out  nay  sSn,  confessed,  deplored, 
Against  thine  image,  in  thy  saint,  O  Lord ! 

No  blinder  bigot,  I  maintain  it  still. 
Than  he  who  must  have  pleasure,  come  what  will : 
He  lauj^,  whatever  weapon  Truth  may  draw. 
And  deems  her  sharp  artillery  mere  straw. 
Scripture  indeed  is  plain ;  but  God  and  he 
On  Scripture  graund  are  sure  to  disagree ; 
Some  wiser  niue  must  teadi  him  how  to  live. 
Than  that  his  Maker  has  seen  fit  to  give ; 
Supple  and  flexiUe  as  Indian  cane. 
To  take  the  bend  Ins  appetites  ordain ; 
Contrived  to  suit  frail  Natnre*s  crazy  case. 
And  reconcile  his  lusts  with  saving  grace. 
By  this,  with  nice  precision  of  design. 
He  draws  upon  life*s  map  a  zigzag  line. 
That  shows  how  for  'tis  safe  to  follow  sin. 
And  where  his  danger  and  God's  wrath  begm. 
By  this  he  forms,  as  pleas'd  he  sports  along. 
His  wdl-pois'd  estimate  of  right  and  wrong ; 
And  finds  the  modish  manners  of  the  day, 
Thou«^  loose,  as  harmless  as  an  in^t's  ]play. 

Build  1^  whatever  plan  Caprice  decrees. 
With  what  materials,  on  what  ground  you  please; 
Your  hope  shall  stand  unblam*d,  perhaps  admirM, 
If  not  that  hope  the  Scripture  has  requir'd. 
The  strange  conceits,  vain  projects,  and  wild  dreams. 
With  which  hypocrisy  for  ever  teems 
(Though  other  follies  strike  the  public  eye. 
And  raise  a  lau^),  pass  unmolested  by ; 
But  if,  imUameable  in  word  and  thought, 
A  man  arise,  a  man  whom  God  has  taught. 
With  all  Elijah's  dignity  of  tone. 
And  all  the  love  of  the  beloved  John, 
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To  stoim  iht  ataMi  ikay  build  in  «ir» 

And  smite  th'  uBtonpet'd  mdl ;  Hif  doUii  to  fpoe. 

To  sweep  «way  att  vefi^eaof  Uu, 

And  place,  inafind  <^  quirks  tfaanadvei  devas^ 

Ltuna  Sabodhoni  bcfitre  dieiv  ajFea  7 

To  paove,  that  witfaout  Chiiae  w  gain  is  loas, 

AU  nope  despair,  that  stands  not  on  his  cross; 

Except  tbe  raw  his  God  may  hato  impies^d, 

A  tenfold  frenzy  seises  all  die  test 

Thsou^out  mankind,  the  rhrisrian  kind  at  least. 
There  dweUa  «  oonsaioosncss  in  er Vy  breast^ 
That  folly  ends  v^iere  genuine  hope  begins, 
And  he  uat  finds  his  Heav'n  must  kne  his  sins* 
Nature  Of^paaes  with  her  utmost  fbvee 
This  living  stroke*  this  ultimate  dhnvce  9 
And,  while  rdigien  secsns  to  be  her  view. 
Hates  with  a  deep  sincenty  the  true  x 
For  this,  of  all  that  ever  influenced  man. 
Since  Abd  worshipped,  or  the  wadd  began. 
This  only  spores  no  hist,  admits  no  plea. 
But  makes  him,  if  at  all,  comidetdy  free  < 
Sounds  forth  the  signal,  as  she  mounts  her  car, 
Of  an  eternal,  universal  war  ; 
Rejects  all  treaty,  penetrates  all  wiles, 
Sooms  with  the  same  indifiTreoce  frowns  and  smiles ; 
Drives  through  the  realms  of  Sin,  where  Riot  reds« 
And  grinds  Us  erown  beneath  her  burning  wheels ! 
Hence  aU  that  is  in  man,  pride,  passion*  art, 
Pow'rs  of  the  mind,  and  feelings  of  the  bcait, 
InaeoflUo  of  Truth's  almi^xty  ehaxms, 
Starts  at  her  first  approach,  and  sounds  to  armai 
While  Bigotry,  widi  welL^iasembled  ^Bars^ 
His  oyes  shut  fitft,  his  fingenin  Ins  ears, 
r  to  parry  and  push  by  €od*s  word, 

loise,  ms  ar^unent  the  sword. 


With  sensdess  noise,  ms  argument  i 
Pretends  a  seal  fiv  godliness  and  graes. 
And  spits  abhonenee  in  the  Chri^an's  ftujo. 

Parent  of  Hope,  iinmi»tal  Truth  1  make  known 
Thy  deathless  wreaths^  and  triumphs  aU  thine  own  t 

q8 
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The  nlent  progreto  of  iSay  powV  is  nidi^ 

Thy  meant  4o  fireble,  and  deqns'd  ao  macfa« 

That  few  bdie^e  tshe  wooden  tfaou  hast  wioi]|^ 

And  none  can  inch  tlMfn.»  but  idiom  thou  hast  taught 

O  see  me  sworn  to  aevre  thee,  and  command 

A  painter'a  akSL  into  a  poct^s  hand. 

That,  while  I  twibling  trace  a  woik  divine. 

Fancy  may  stand  akwf  fiom  the  design. 

And  li^t,  and  shade,  and  cv*ry  stnj^  be  thine. 

If  ever  thou  hast  ftk  another's  pain. 
If  ever  when  he  ngh*d  hast  sigb'd  again. 
If  ever  on  tlsiie  eyelid  stood  the  tear. 
That  {nty  had  engendered,  drop  one  here. 
This  man  was  happy— *had  the  World's  good  word. 
And  with  it  ev'nr  joy  it  can  afford ; 
Friendship  and  love  seem'd  tendedy  at  strifie. 
Which  most  should  sweeten  his  untixmbled  hfe  ; 
Politely  leam'd,  and  of  a  gei^e  race. 
Good  breeding  and  good  sense  gave  all «  grace. 
And  whether  at  the  toilette  of  the  fiiir. 
He  laugh'd  and  trifled,  made  him  welcome  there. 
Or  if  in  mascuUne  debate  he  shared. 
Ensured  him  mute  attention  and  regard. 
Alas  how  changed !  Expressive  of  his  mind. 
His  eyes  are  simk,  arms  folded,  head  redinM  ; 
Those  awful  syllables.  Hell,  dotth,  and  sin, 
Thou^  idiisper'd,  plainly  tell  what  works  within ; 
That  Consdence  tfa^  performs  her  proper  part. 
And  writes  a  doomsday  sentence  on  nis  heart ; 
Forsaking,  and  forsaken  of  all  Mends, 
He  now  neroeives  where  earthly  pleasure  ends  ; 
Hard  tasK  !  for  one  who  lately  knew  no  care. 
And  harder  still  as  leamt  beneath  despair  ; 
His  hours  no  longer  pass  unmaric'd  away, 
A  dark  importance  saddens  ev'ry  day ; 
He  hears  the  notice  of  the  dock  perpIexM, 
And  cries.  Perhaps  eternity  strikes  next ; 
Sweet  music  is  no  kmger  music  here, 
And  laughter  sounds  uke  madness  in  his  ear : 


d  by  Google 


HOFiX  189 

His  grief  the  World  of  all  hor  poi»'*r  duanni:*      ■    * 

Wine  has  no  taste,  and  beauty  nna  no  ohanns  {• 

God*B  Holy  Woid«  onoe  tzirial  in  his  Tkir» 

Now  by  the  voice  of  bis  eocpeiicnce  tmey 

Seems,  as  it  is,  the  fountain  whenoe  akme 

Must  spring  that  hope  he  pants  to  makt  his  own. 

Now  let  the  bright  Teveise  be  known  abfood  ; 
Say  man*s  a  wonn,  and  pow'r  bctongs  to  God. 

As  when  a  felon,  whom  hia  ootintxy*8  law» 
Have  justly  doom'd  for  some  atxocioas  erase. 
Expects  in  darkness  and  heait-<hiffing  fean. 
The  shameful  dose  of  all  his  misspent  yean ; 
If  diance,  on  heavy  pinions  slowly  borne, 
A  tempest  usher  in  me  dreadful  mom, 
Upon  his  dungeon  walls  (he  lightnings  pky. 
The  thunder  seems  to  summon  him  away. 
The  warder  at  the  door  his  key  applies. 
Shoots  back  the  bolt,  and  all  his  courage  dies : 
If  then,  just  then,  all  thoughts  of  mercy  lost, 
When  Hope,  long  lingering,  at  last  yields  the  ghost. 
The  sound  of  pardon  pierce  his  starred  ear, 
He  drops  at  once  his  fettets  and  his  fear ; 
A  transport  glows  in  all  he  looks  and  sp^ks, 
And  the  first  thankful  tears  bedew  his  cheeks. 
Joy,  &r  superior  joy,  that  much  outweighs 
The  comfort  of  a  few*  poor  added  days. 
Invades,  possesses,  and  o'erwhebns  die  soul 
Of  hun,  whom  Hope  has  with  a  touch  made  whole. 
'Tis  Heav*n,  all  Heav*n  descending  on  the  wings 
Of  the  glad  legions  of  the  King  of  longs ; 
*Tis  more — ^ds  God  difibs'd  through  ev*ry  part, 
Tis  God  himself  triumphant  in  hu  heart 
0  welcome  now  the  Sun's  once  hated  light. 
His  noonday  beams  were  never  half  so  bright. 
Not  kindred  minds  alone  are  aiXVd  V  empkiy 
Their  hours,  their  days,  in  listening  to  his  joy ; 
Unconscious  nature,  all  that  he  surveys,    - 
Rocks,  groves,  and  streams,  must  join  liim  in  his  |»ra!se. 

These  ase  diy  gbrious  works,  eternal  Truth, 
The  scoff  of  wither'd  age,  and  beardless  youth ; 
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These  more  the  censure  and  aUVnl  grin 
Of  fools,  that  hate  thee  and  delight  in  on : 
But  these  shall  laat  when  nfig^t  has  quench'd  the  pole» 
And  Heav'n  is  all  departed  as  a  scrdL 
And  when,  as  Justice  has  kmg  since  decreed. 
This  Earth  shall  Uaze,  and  a  new  world  succeed, 
Then  these  tiiy  ^ikus  works,  and  thef  who  share 
That  hope,  wluai  can  alone  exdude  despair. 
Shall  live  exempt  itam  weakness  and  decay. 
The  brightest  wonders  of  an  endless  day. 

Happy  the  hard,  (if  (hat  fair  name  bdong 
To  him,  that  btenda  no  fiible  with  his  song,) 
Whose  lines  umtbg,  by  an  honest  art. 
The  fidthful  menitor'^  and  poet's  part, 
Sedc  to  delight,  that  they  may  moid  mankind. 
And,  while  th^^  oqitivate,  wAmn.  the  mind : 
Still  happier,  if  he  tffl  a  thankftd  soil. 
And  fruit  reward  his  honourable  toil : 
But  happier  far,  who  comfort  those  that  wait 
To  hear  iphdn  truth  at  Judah*s  haIlow*d  gate: 
Their  language  simple,  as  their  manners  meek. 
No  shining  ornaments  have  they  to  seek. 
Nor  labour  thmr,  nor  time  nor  talents  waste. 
In  sorting  flowTs  to  suit  a  fickle  taste ; 
But  while  they  speak  the  wisdom  of  the  skies, 
Which  art  can  only  darkgn  and  diaguise, 
Th*  abundant  harvest,  recompense  divme, 
R^yi  their  work— the  gleaning  only  mine* 


d  by  Google 


y*» 


CHARITY, 


4fak  nttiil  mi^  raeliusre  tonla 
FaUdonavans  bonique  divi , 
Neo  dabont,  quaoivki  radeont  In  auiwa 
Tempora  priacum. 

Hot.  Lib.  It.  od.  S. 


Fairest  and  finemost  of  the  train,  that  wait 

On  man's  most  dignified  and  happiest  state, 

Whether  we  name  thee  Charity  or  Love, 

Chief  grace  bebw,  and  all  in  all  above. 

Prosper  (I  press  thee  with  a  pow'rful  plea) 

A  task  I  venture  on,  impeU'd  hy  thee : 

O  never  seen  but  in  thy  blest  effects, 

Nor  felt  but  in  the  soul  that  Heav*n  selects ; 

Who  seeks  to  praise  thee,  and  to  make  thee  known 

To  oAer  hearts,  must  have  thee  in  his  own. 

Come,  prompt  me  with  benevolent  desires, 

Teach  me  to  kindle  at  thy  gentle  fires. 

And,  though  diftgracM  and  slighted,  to  redeem 

A  poet*s  name,  by  making  thee  the  theme. 

God,  working  ever  on  a  social  plan. 
By  various  ties  attaches  man  to  man : 
He  made  at  first,  though  free  and  unconfinM, 
One  man  the  common  father  of  the  kind ; 
That  ev*ry  tribe,  though  placed  as  he  sees  best. 
Where  seas  or  deserts  part  them  from  the  rest, 
jyitTiing  in  language,  manners,  or  in  face. 
Might  fed  them^ves  allied  to  all  the  race. 
When  Cook — ^lamented,  and  with  tears  as  just 
As  ever  mingled  with  heroic  dust, — 
Steer'd  Britain's  oak  into  a  world  unknown. 
And  in  his  country's  glory  sought  his  own. 
Wherever  he  found  man,  to  nature  true. 
The  rights  of  man  were  sacred  in  his  view  ; 
He  sooth'd  with  gifts,  and  greeted  with  a  smile. 
The  simple  native  of  the  new-found  isle ; 
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He  spumed  the  wretch,  that  slighted  or  withstood 
The  tender  argument  of  kindred  blood. 
Nor  would  endure,  that  any  should  contnd 
His  fireebom  brethren  of  the  southern  pcde. 

But  though  some  nobler  minds  a  law  respect, 
That  none  shall  with  impunity  n^ect. 
In  baser  souls  unnumberM  eviis  meet. 
To  thwart  its  influence,  and  its  end  defeat. 
While  Cook  is  lov*d  for  savage  lives  he  savM, 
See  Cortez  odious  for  a  world  enslav*d ! 
Where  wast  thou  then,  sweet  Charity  ?  where  thes, 
Thou  tutelary  friend  of  helpless  men  ? 
Wast  thou  in  monkish  cells  and  nunnMes  found. 
Or  building  hospitals  on  English  ground  t 
No.— Mammon  makes  the  World  his  legatee 
Through  fear,  not  love ;  and  Heaven  abhors  the  fee. 
Wherever  found,  (and  all  men  need  thy  care,) 
Nor  age  nor  infancy  could  find  thee  there. 
The  hand,  that  slew  till  it  could  slay  no  more. 
Was  glued  to  the  sword-hilt  with  Indian  gore. 
Their  prince,  as  justly  seated  on  his  throne 
As  vain  imperial  PhiHp  on  his  own, 
Trick'd  out  of  all  his  royalty  by  art. 
That  stripp*d  him  bare,  and  broke  his  honest  heatt. 
Died  by  the  sentence  of  a  shaven  priest, 
For  scorning  what  they  taught  him  to  detest 
How  dark  the  veil,  that  intercepts  the  blaze 
Of  Heav'n's  mysterious  purposes  and  wa3rs ; 
God  stood  not,  though  he  seemed  to  stand,  aloof; 
And  at  this  hour  the  conqueror  feels  the  proof: 
The  wreath  he  won  drew  down  an  instant  curse, 
The  fretting  plague  is  in  the  public  purse. 
The  canker  d  spoil  corrodes  me  pining  state. 
Starved  by  that  indolence  their  minds  create. 

Oh  coidd  their  ancient  Incas  rise  again. 
How  would  they  take  up  Israelis  taunting  strain  ! 
Art  thou  too  fallen,  Ibena  ?  Do  we  see 
The  robber  and  the  murd'rer  weak  as  we  ? 
Thou,  that  hast  wasted  Earth,  and  dar*d  despise 
Alike  the  wrath  and  mercy  of  the  skies. 
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Thy  pomp  is  in  the  grate,  thy  glory  laid 
Low  in  the  pits  thine  avarice  has  made. 
We  come  with  joy  from  our  eternal  rest. 
To  see  th*  oppressor  in  his  turn  oppressed. 
Art  thou  the  god,  the  thunder  of  whoso  hand 
Rolled  over  aU  our  desolated  land, 
Shook  principalities  and  kingdoms  down, 
And  made  the  mountains  tremble  at  his  frown  ? 
The  sword  shall  light  upon  thy  boasted  powers. 
And  waste  them,  as  the  sword  has  wasted  ours. 
'Tis  thus  Omnipotence  his  law  fulfils. 
And  Vengeance  executes  what  Justice  wills. 

Again — ^the  band  of  commerce  was  designed 
T*  associate  all  the  branches  of  mankind ; 
And  if  a  boundless  plenty  be  the  robe. 
Trade  is  the  golden  girdle  of  the  globe. 
Wise  to  promote  whatever  end  he  means, 
God  opens  fruitfiil  nature*s  various  scenes : 
Each  climate  needs  what  other  climes  produce. 
And  offers  something  to  the  gcn*ral  use  ; 
No  land  but  listens  to  the  common  call, 
And  in  return  receives  supply  from  all. 
This  genial  intercourse,  and  mutual  aid. 
Cheers  what  were  else  a  universal  shade, 
CaDs  Nature  from  her  ivy-mantled  den. 
And  softens  hiunan  rock-work  into  men. 
Ingenious  Art,  with  her  expressive  face. 
Steps  fordi  to  fashion  and  refine  the  race ; 
Not  only  fills  Necesdty's  demand, 
Rut  overcharges  her  capacious  hand ; 
Capricious  Taste  itself  can  crave  no  more. 
Than  she  supplies  fhnn  her  abounding  store ; 
She  strikes  out  all  that  luxury  can  ask. 
And  gains  new  vigour  at  her  endless  task. 
Hers  is  the  spacious  arch,  the  shapdy  s^nre, 
The  painter^s  pencil,  and  the  poet's  l)rrc  ; 
From  her  the  canvass  borrows  lig^t  and  shade. 
And  verse,  more  lasting,  hues  that  never  &de. 
She  guides  the  fing^  o'er  the  dancing  keys, 
Gives  difficulty  aU  the  grace  of  ease. 
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And  poun  a  toiicul  of  flwtxt  notes  Bvound, 
Fast  as  the  tfaintii^  ear  task  drmk  tfie  Mmnd. 

These  are  tiie  giSs  of  Art,  and  Art  tluivet  most 
Where  commerce  has  enrichM  the  busy  coast ; 
He  catches  all  improvements  in  his  fii^it* 
Spreads  foreign  wonders  in  his  oountry^s  si^t. 
Imports  what  others  have  inrented  wdl. 
And  stirs  his  own  to  match  them,  or  exod. 
'Tis  thus  recii»ocatmg,  each  widi  each. 
Alternately  the  nations  kam  and  teach ; 
While  Providence  enjoins  to  ev'ry  soul 
A  union  with  the  vast  terraqueous  whole. 

Heat^n  speed  the  canvass,  gtdlandy  unfurPd 
To  fiimish  and  accommodate  a  wmld. 
To  give  the  pole  the  produce  of  the  sun. 
And  knit  th  unsocial  climates  into  one.— - 
Soft  airs  and  gentle  heavings  of  the  wave 
Impel  (he  fleet,  whose  errand  is  to  save. 
To  succour  wasted  regions,  and  replace 
The  smile  of  Opulence  in  Sorrow's  face- 
Let  nothing  {fdverse,  nothing  unforeseen. 
Impede  the  bark,  that  plou^s  the  deep  serene, 
ChargM  with  a  freight  transcending  in  its  worth 
The  gems  of  India,  Nature*s  rarest  birth. 
That  flies,  like  Gabriel  on  his  Lord^s  commands, 
A  herald  of  God^s  love  to  pagan  lands. 
But  ah  !  what  wish  can  prosper,  or  what  pray*r. 
For  merchants  rich  in  cargoes  of  despair. 
Who  drive  a  loathsome  traffic,  gauge,  and  span. 
And  buy  the  muscles  and  the  bones  of  man  ! 
The  tender  tics  of  fadier,  husband,  friend. 
All  bonds  of  nature  in  that  moment  end ; 
And  each  endures,  while  yet  he  draws  his  breath, 
A  stroke  as  fatal  as  the  scythe  of  Death. 
The  sable  warrior,  frantic  with  regret 
Of  her  he  loves,  and  never  can  forget. 
Loses  in  tears  the  far-receding  shore. 
But  not  the  thought,  that  they  must  meet  no  more ; 
Droriv'd  of  her  and  freedom  at  a  blow. 
What  has  he  Icfl  that  he  can  yet  for^o  ? 
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Ves,  to  deep  mOmm  fuOealf  jm^'4v 

He  feeb  bis  bodj'e  boidage  an  Ins  nU  i 

Puts  oflriiii  gfn'zmw  Mture  ;  wad*  to  wok, 

His  manners  with  his  fiitSt  puts  on  4he  hmtti  J 

0  most  degnding  of  all  iUSt  that  wait  i 

On  man,  •  monnief  in  hit  best  estate ! 
All  other  sonows  Virtue  aoay  enduie* 
And  find  sohnussira  num  than  half  a  eups  t 
Grief  is  itself  a  med'cine,  and  bestow'd 
T  improve  the  liortitude  that  bears  the  lowU 
To  teach  the  wand'xer,  as  his  woes  increase* 
The  padi  of  Wisdom,  att  whose  paths  an  peace « 
But  dav'ry  !— Virtue  dreads  it  as  her  gcave  t 
Padenoe  itself  is  meanness  in  a  slave ; 
Or  if  (he  win  and  sov*reignty  of  God 
Bid  so£fer  it  a  while,  and  kiss  the  rod. 
Wait  for  the  dawning  of  a  brighter  day. 
And  snap  the  chain  the  mooaent  when  you  mafw 
Nature  imprints  upon  whate*er  we  see. 
That  has  a  heairt  and  Itfe  in  it.  Be  free  ; 
The  beasts  are  charter'd-^neither  age  nor  fores 
Can  queU  the  love  of  fireodom  in  a  horse : 
He  breaks  the  ooxd  that  held  him  at  the  rack  ; 
And,  conscious  of  an  unencumbered  back, 
Snufis  up  the  morning  air,  forgets  the  rein ; 
Loose  fly  his  farekxk  and  his  ample  mane  ; 
Responsive  to  the  distant  nekh  he  neighsi 
Nor  stops  dll^  oveiinping  aU  dekvs. 
He  finds  the  pasture  wheie  his  fellows  grass. 

Canst  diou,  and  honoux*d  with  a  Christian  name. 
Buy  what  is  woman-bom,  and  led  no  shame; 
Trade  in  the  blood  of  innocence,  and  plead 
ExpedicncB  aa  a  warrant  for  the  deed  ? 
So  roav  the  woIf»  whom  £mune  has  made  bold. 
To  quit  the  forest  and  invade  the  fold  i 
So  may  the  n^San,  who,  with  g^iostly  dide, 
Dsgger  m  hand,  steals  close  to  vour  bea-sidc( 
Noine,  but  his  emerpence  fore d  the  door. 
He  found  it  inoonvcment  to  be  poor,. 
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Has  God  then  g^ven  Ha  sweetness  to  the  caiie» 
Unless  his  kws  be  tiampled  <m — in  Tain  ? 
Built  a  biaye  wodd,  idudi  cannot  yet  subost, 
Unlen  his  right  to  role  it  be  dismissed  ? 
Impudent  blasphemy !  So  Folly  pleads. 
And,  Av'rice  being  judge,  with  ease  succeeds. 

But  g^ant  the  plea,  and  let  it  stand  for  just. 
That  man  make  man  his  prey,  because  he  must; 
StiU  there  is  room  for  pity  to  abate. 
And  sooth  the  sorrows  of  so  sad  a  state. 
A  Briton  knows,  or  if  he  knows  it  not. 
The  Somture  plac*d  within  his  reach,  he  ong^t, 
That  soius  have  no  discriminating  hue. 
Alike  important  in  their  Maker^s  view ; 
That  none  are  free  from  blemish  since  the  fidl, 
And  Lore  divine  has  paid  one  price  for  alL 
The  wretch,  that  woiks  and  weeps  without  rdief. 
Has  one  that  notices  his  rilent  grie£ 
He,  ftom  whose  hands  alone  afi  pow*r  proceeds. 
Ranks  its  abuse  among  the  foulest  deeos. 
Considers  all  injustice  with  a  ftown ; 
But  marks  the  man  that  treads  his  fellow  down. 
Begone^^the  whip  and  bell  in  that  hard  hand 
Are  hateful  ensigns  of  usurp'd  command. 
Not  Mexito  coukl  purchase  kings  a  daim 
To  scourge  him,  weariness  his  <nily  blame. 
Remember  Heav'n  has  an  avenging  rod : 
To  smite  the  poor  is  treason  against  God. 

Trouble  is  grudgingly  and  hardly  brook*d. 
While  life's  sublimest  joys  are  overlook^ : 
We  wander  o*er  a  sunburnt  thirsty  soil. 
Murmuring  and  weary  of  our  daOy  toil. 
Forget  t*  enjoy  the  palm-tree's  ofrer'd  diade, 
Or  taste  the  fountain  in  the  nei^b'ring  ^ade : 
Else  who  would  lose,  that  had  the  pow^r  t'  improve, 
Th'  occasion  of  transmuting  f^  to  love  ? 
O  'tis  a  godlike  privilege  to  save. 
And  he  that  scorns  it  is  himself  a  slave. 


Inform  his  mind ;  one  flash  of  heav'nly  day 
Would  hed  hit  heart,  and  melt  his  chains  ai 


away. 
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<*  Beauty  for  aihes**  is  a  gift  indeed^ 

And  slaves,  by  truth  eiili|]qp(*d,  are  doubly  fireed. 

Then  would  he  say,  submissive  at  tfay  feet. 

While  gratitude  and  love  made  service  sweet,-— 

My  dealr  ddiv'rer  out  of  hopeless  oig^t, 

Wliose  bounty  bought  me  but  to  give  me  light, 

I  was  a  bondman  on  my  native  plain, 

Sm  forgM,  and  Ignofanoe  made  &6t,  the  chain ; 

Thy  lips  have  8h«l  instruction  as  the  dew, 

Tau^t  me  what  path  to  shun,  and  what  pursue; 

Farewell  my  former  joys !  I  sig^  no  more 

For  Afitica*s  once  lov'd,  beni^ted  shore ; 

Serving  a  benefiu:tor  I  am  free ; 

At  my  best  home,  if  not  exil'd  from  thee. 

Some  men  make  gain  a  fountain,  whence  proceeds 
A  stream  of  lib'ral  and  heroic  deedi ; 
The  swdl  of  pity,  not  to  be  amfin*d 
Within  the  scantv  limits  of  the  mind. 
Disdains  the  bank,  and  throws  the  golden  sands, 
A  rich  deposite,  oa  the  bordering  limds : 
These  have  an  ear  for  his  paternal  call. 
Who  makes  some  rich  for  the  supply  of  all ; 
God's  gift  with  pleasure  in  his  praise  empkiy ; 
And  Thornton  is  familiar  with  the  jov. 

O  could  I  worship  au^t  beneath  the  skies. 
That  earth  has  seen,  or  &ncy  can  devise. 
Thine  altar,  sacred  Liberty,  should  stand. 
Built  by  no  mercenary  vulgar  hand. 
With  fragrant  turf,  and  flow'rs  as  wild  and  fidr 
As  ever  dxess'd  a  bank,  or  scented  summer  air. 
Duly,  as  ever,  on  the  mountain's  height 
The  peep  of  Morning  shed  a  dawning  li^it. 
Again,  when  Ev'ning,  in  her  sober  vest, 
JJScw  the  nay  curtain  of  the  fiidins  west. 
My  soul  sbould  yield  thee  willing  ttumks  and  praise. 
For  the  chief  biasings  of  my  frdrest  davs  x 
But  that  were  sacrilege— praise  is  not  thine. 
But  his  who  gave  thtt,  and  preserves  thee  mine  x 
Else  I  would  say,  and  as  I  roake  bid  fly 
A  aqptive  bird  into  the  boundless  sky. 
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Thii triple iwJgndowt Ifaiw    ifaiwiartcowg 
Fiom  l^aita  hitte*  and  ad  here  at  hmoM. 
We  feel  th|r  foRiee  sdll  aotnre,  at  this  hour 
E^MV  imnmni^  imm  fntsdj  pov'r. 
While  Consdoioe,  haraia  tfaaa  in  aodent  jeuBt 
Owns  no  m^erior  but  the  <>od  ^  lean. 
Pic^tious  spirit !  yet  expinu^  a  wiong 
Thy  rig^ti  have  auffs'd,  and  our  land,  too  long. 
Teach  meiey  to  ten  thoufiand  hearts*  that  shaie 
The  fean  and  hopes  of  a  commerdal  care. 
Prisons  eipeot  the  wkkcd,  and  were  huilt 
To  bind  the  lawless,  and  to  punidii  guilt ; 
But  shipwreck,  earthquake,  battle,  fire,  and  flood. 
Are  mighty  mifl8hie&,  not  to  be  withstood ; 
And  honest  Merit  stands  on  slippery  gmind. 
Where  covert  guile  and  artifice  abound. 
Let  hut  Restraint,  for  public  peace  desi^^d. 
Chain  up  the  wolves  and  tigps  of  mankind ; 
The  foe  of  virtue  has  no  dtum  to  ihee. 
But  let  insolvent  Innocence  go  free. 

Patron  of  else  the  most  despised  of  men. 
Accept  the  tribute  of  a  stranger^s  pen ; 
Verse,  like  the  kurd,  its  immortal  meed. 
Should  be  the  gueidon  of  a  noble  deed; 
I  may  alarm  tl^  but  I  foar  the  shame 
(Charitjr  chosen  as  my  theme  and  aim) 
I  must  incur,  forgettmg  Howard's  nameu 
Blest  with  all  wealth  oan  give  thee,  to  rcqgn 
Joys  doubly  aweet  to  feelings  qfuick  as  thine. 
To  quit  die  Uiss  thy  rural  scenes  bestow. 
To  seek  a  nobler  amidst  scenes  of  wo. 
To  traverse  seas,  range  kingdoms,  and  faring  hooN^ 
Not  the  proud  monunents  of  Greece  or  Rome, 
But  knowledge  such  as  only  dungaons  teach,  . 
-And  only  sympathy  Hke  tlune  could  readi ; 
That  grief,  aequestei'd  fiom  the  puUic  stage. 
Might  smooth  her  foathes,  and  enjoy  her  cage  {   , 
Speaks  a  divine  ambition,  and  a  zol, 
llie  boldest  patriot  m%bt  be  pnmd  to  fed. 
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O  diat  the  voice  of  damoitr  and  debMe;    ' 
That  pleads  ftr  peace  till  it  distiiitie  the  tiate. 
Were  Inish'd  in  favour  of  thy  gen*ioiit  plea. 
The  poor  thy  clients,  and  Heav'n's  smile  thy  fee ! 
Philosophy,  tiiat  does  not  dxeam  or  stiay. 
Walks  aim  in  ann  with  Natore  all  his  wi^  $ 
Conq»as8es  earth,  dives  into  it,  ascends 
Whatever  steep  Inauiiy  recommends; 
Sees  idanetary  wonders  onooddy  rdU 
Round  other  systems  under  her  eootrol ; 
Drinks  wisdom  at  the  milky  stream  of  ypfat, 
Hiat  dieers  die  sQent  journey  of  the  ni^t. 
And  brings  at  his  return  a  bosom  charged 
With  rich  instraetion,  and  a  so^  ealaig^d. 
The  treasur'd  sweets  of  the  csnadeus  plan. 
That  Heav'n  spreads  wide  benne  the  view  of  man,* 
An  prompt  his  pleas*d  pursuit,  and  to  ponue 
Stin  prompt  him,  with  a  pleasure  always  new : 
He  too  has  a  connecting  pow*r,  and  draws 
B^an  to  the  centre  of  m  conmion  cause. 
Aiding  a  dubious  and  deficient  sig^t 
With  a  new  medium  and  a  purer  U^t. 
AH  truth  is  precious,  if  not  an  divine ; 
And  what  dilbftes  the  pow*rs  must  needs  refine* 
He  reads  the  sides,  and,  watching  ev*zy  change, 
Pkovide^  the  faculties  an  ampler  range ; 
And  win^  mankind,  as  his  attempts  prevail, 
A  prouder  station  on  the  gen'ral  scsle. 
But  Reason  stiU,  unless  divinehf  tau^t, 
Whate*er  she  learns,  learns  nothing  as  die  ou^  i 
The  lamp  of  leveUtion  only  shows. 
What  human  wisdom  csnuot  but  onpose. 
That  man,  in  nature's  richest  mantte  dad. 
And  giac'd  with  an  philosopher  can  add, 
Thoufl^  fiur  without,  and  luminous  willun. 
Is  sdU  die  progeny  end  heir  of  sin. 
Thus  taught,  down  falls  the  ^umage  of  his  pride ; 
He  feds  his  need  of  an  unernnff  ^e. 
And  knows  that  falling  he  sbau  nse  no  more, 
Unless  the  powV  that  bade  htm  stand  restore. 
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This  18  indeed  |>h&osophy ;  tiiii  known 
Makes  wisdom,  woithy  of  the  nsme,  hte  own ; 
And,  without  tius,  whatever  he  discuss  $ 
Whedier  the  iqpace  between  ^  stats  and  ns ; 
Whether  he  measure  earth,  compute  the  sea ; 
Wdg^  smbeams,  carve  a  fly,  or  rott  a  flea ; 
The  sokmn  trifler  with  his  boasted  skin 
Toils  mudi,  and  is  a  solemn  trifler  stifl : 
Blind  was  he  bom,  and  his  misguided  ^es 
Grown  dim  in  trifling  studies,  blind  he  dies. 
Self-knowledge  tndy  leain*d  of  course  implies 
The  rich  possessioM  of  a  nobler  price ; 
For  self  to  self,  and  God  to  man  rereal'd 
(Two  themes  to  Nature's  eye  for  ever  seaTd), 
Are  taught  by  rays,  tiiat  fly  with  equal  pace 
From  the  same  centre  of  enlight*ning  grace. 
Here  sta|r  thy  Ibot ;  how  co{»bu8,  and  how  clear, 
Th'  o'eiflewing  wdl  of  Charity  cfnings  here ! 
Hark!  'tis  ^  musie  of  a  thousand  riUs, 
Some  thro'  the  groves,  some  down  the  sloping  hills, 
Winding  a  secret  or  an  open  conrse, 
And  all  supplied  from  an  eternal  source. 
The  ties  of  Nature  do  but  feebly  bind  ? 
And  Commerce  partially  redums  mankind  ( 
Philosophy,  without  his  heav'nly  guide, 
May  blow  up  self-conceit,  and  nourish  pride  ; 
But,  while  his  ptnovince  is  the  reas'ning  part. 
Has  still  a  veil  of  midnight  on  his  heart : 
"Tis  Truth  divine,  exhibited  on  earth. 
Gives  Charity  her  being  and  her  biitfa. 

Suppose  (when  thought  is  warm,  and  fimey  flows, 
What  wiU  not  amment  sometimes  suppose  ?) 
An  isle  possess'd  by  creatures  of  our  kind. 
Endued  with  reason,  yet  by  nature  bfiwl 
Let  Supposition  lend  her  aid  once  more. 
And  land  some  grave  optician  on  tlie  shore : 
He  daps  his  lens,  if  ha^Y  ^^  ™^  ^^> 
Close  to  the  part  where  visioa  ought  to  be ; 
But  flnds,  that,  though  his  tribes  assist  the  «%ht. 
They  cannot  ^ve  it,  or  make  darkness  li^t. 
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He  readu  w&w  Iwlufw,  «iid  doratba  clind  * 

A  sense  they  know  imI»  to  the  wiond^ring  cnwd  i 

He  talks  of  light,  and  the  prinxuitic  hnn^ 

As  men  of  d^tb  in  eniditioii  use ; 

But  all  he  gams  for  hi«  harangne  is«— Wp1I»— 

What  monstious  hes  some  tmvden  wffl  tefi  I 

The  soul,  vdiose  sight  •Il*qtiidi*ning  graotieiMwv, 
Takes  the  resemhlance  of  the  good  she  vievt. 
As  diamonds,  ttripp'd  o£  their  opw^  disguise. 
Reflect  the  noonday  g^iy  of  the  skies. 
She  speaks  of  him,  1^  author,  guaidkn,  ftiend. 
Whose  love  knew  no  begmnlng,  knows  no  end. 
In  language  wazm  as  all  that  £ve  imqnres, 
And  in  the  g^w  of  her  intose  denrss. 
Pants  to  communicate  her  noble  fires. 
She  sees  a  woild  stark  blind  to  what  en^tloys 
Her  Otter  thought,  and  feeds  her  flowing  joys  | 
Thou^  Wisdom  hail  them,  heedless  of  her  call. 
Flies  to  save  some,  and  feds  a  png  for  all  t 
Heradf  as  weak  as  her  support  is  strong. 
She  feds  that  frailty  she  daiied  so  long ; 
And,  fimn  a  knowledge  of  her  own  disease. 
Leans  to  compassionate  the  sick  she  sees. 
Here  see,  acquitted  of  all  vain  pretence. 
The  reig^  of  genuine  Charity  oemmence. 
Thou^  scorn  repay  her  sympathetie  tears. 
She  sSn  is  kind,  and  still  she  peneveres; 
The  truth  she  loves  a  sightless  world  Uasphcmt, 
lis  diildish  dotaee,  a  delirioua  dream ; 
The  danger  they  diaoem  not,  they  deny ; 
Laugh  at  their  only  remedy,  and  die. 
But  still  a  soul  thus  touched  can  never  cease. 
Whoever  threatens  war,  to  speak  of  peace. 
Pure  in  her  ainiy  and  in  her  temper  mild. 
Her  wiadom  seems  the  weakneas  of  a  diild  t 
She  makes  excuses  where  she  might  condemn, 
Revil*d  by  those  that  hafce  her,  prays  for  them ; 
Su^iicion  lurks  not  in  her  aitkss  breast. 
The  wont  suggested,  she  bdieves  the  best ; 
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Not  aoon  pratok^d,  however  stung  and  teased, 
And,  if  periisps  made  angry,  soon  appeasM ; 
She  rather  waves  dian  will  dispute  her  right. 
And,  injured,  makes  forgiveness  her  delist 

Sudi  was  the  portrait  an  mostle  drew, 
The  hright  original  was  one  he  knew ; 
I^eav*n  held  hu  hand,  the  likeness  must  he  trae.^ 

When  one,  that  hdds  commmiion  with  the  skies. 
Has  fin*d  his  xan.  where  these  pure  waters  rise. 
And  once  more  mingles  with  us  meaner  things, 
1^  e*en  as  if  an  annd  shook  his  winjgs ; 
Immortal  fragrance  nDs  the  circuit  wme. 
That  t^  us  whence  his  treasures  are  supplied. 
So  when  a  riiip,  well  freig^ited  with  the  stores 
The  sun  matures  on  Indians  spicy  shores. 
Has  dropp*d  her  anchor,  and  ner  canvass  fuilM, 
In  some  safe  haven  ^of  our  western  world, 
'Twere  vun  inquiry  to  what  port  she  went. 
The  gale  informs  us,  laden  wmi  the  scent 

Scmie  seek,  when  queasy  oonsdenoe  has  its  qualms, 
To  luU  the  painful  malady  with  alms ; 
But  charity  not  feign*d  intends  alone 
Another^s  good — thdrs  centres  in  their  own ; 
And,  too  fihort  hvM  to  reach  the  realms  of  peace. 
Must  cease  for  ever  when  the  poor  shall  cease. 
Flavia,  most  tender  of  her  own  good  name. 
Is  rather  careless  of  her  sister's  fame  ; 
Her  superfluity  the  poor  supplies. 
But,  if  she  touch  a  diaiacter,  it  dies. 
The  seeming  virtue  wei^M  against  the  vice. 
She  deems  Sn  safe,  for  me  has  paid  the  price : 
No  charity  but  alms  aug^t  values  she. 
Except  in  porcelain  on  her  mantd-tree. 
How  many  deeds,  with  which  the  world  has  rung, 
From  Pride,  in  league  with  Ignorance,  have  sprung ! 
But  God  o*errules  m  human  follies  still. 
And  bends  die  toug^  materials  to  his  wilL 
A  ccmflagration,  or  a  wintry  flood. 
Has  left  some  hundreds  without  home  or  food ; 
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Eztiavaguice  and  AT^cke  ttuJX  fnhicribt> 
While  fine  and  sdf-compUcenoe  are  the  bnbe> 
The  brief  proclaimed,  it  visits  ev^iy  pew» 
But  fint  toe  8auiie*8,  a  oomplmient  hut  du«  t 
With  slow  deliDeratian  he  untiei 
His  glttt*riDg  purse,  that  envy  of  all  efSf* 
And,  while  the  dak  just  puzzles  out  the  pifdnw 
Slides  guinea  behind  guinea  in  his  pilm ; 
Till  finaing,  what  he  mu^  have  mad  befiire» 
A  smaller  piece  aaoidst  tne  precious  stove, 
Pinch*d  dose  between  his  miger  and  his  thumb. 
He  half  exhibits,  and  then  drops  the  sum. 
Gold  to  be  sure  !*.Thion^iout  the  town  *tis  told» 
How  the  ^ood  squire  gives  never  less  than  gold. 
From  motives  such  as  his,  thouch  not  the  Dest» 
Springs  in  due  time  supp^  for  uie  distressed; 
Not  less  effectual  than  wbiat  love  bestows,         « 
Except  that  office  dips  it  as  it  goes. 

But  lest  I  seem  to  sin  against  a  £riend. 
And  wound  the  grace  I  mean  to  recommend, 
(Though  vice  dended  with  a  just  design 
Implies  no  treqwss  against  love  divine,) 
Once  more  I  would  Mopt  the  graver  stylo, 
A  teacher  should  be  sparing  of  his  smile. 
Unless  a  love  of  virtue  li^t  the  flame, 
Sadre  is,  more  than  those  he  brands,  to  blame ! 
He  hides  bdiind  a  magisterial  air 
His  own  offences,  and  strips  othezs  bare ; 
Aflfects  indeed  a  most  humane  concern. 
That  men,  if  gendy  tutored,  will  not  learn. 
That  mulish  FoUy,  not  to  be  redaim'd 
By  softer  mediods,  must  be  made  adum'd  ; 
But  (I  mi^t  instance  in  St  PatridL*s  dean) 
Too  often  rails  to  ptitiff  his  spken. 
Most  satirists  are  mdeed  a  public  scourge ; 
Their  mildest  physic  is  a  fiirrier's  purge ; 
Their  acrid  temper  turns,  as  soon  as  sdrr*d. 
The  milk  of  theur  good  puxpose  all  to  curd. 
Their  zeal  bes^otten,  as  their  works  rdiearse* 
By  lean  deqwir  upon  an  empty  pune» 
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The  wfld  UBUWU  start  into  the  stnet, 
PiqMur*d  to  poniard  whomsoever  thejr  meet 
No  skill  in  swordmanship,  however  just. 
Can  be  secnie  against  a  madman's  thrust ; 
And  even  Virtue,  so  un&irly  match'd, 
Althou^  immortal,  may  be  pricked  or  scratchU   . 
When  Scandal  has  new  minted  an  old  lie. 
Or  tax'd  inventicm  for  a  firesh  supply, 
'Tis  callM  a  satire,  and  the  worla  appears 
Gathering  around  it  with  erected  ears : 
A  thousand  names  are  toss'd  into  the  crowd ; 
Some  whispered  softly  and  some  twang'd  aloud ; 
Just  as  the  saidence  of  an  author's  brain 
Suggests  it  safe  or  dang'rous  to  be  plain. 
Strange !  how  the  frequent  interject  dadi 
Quickens  a  market,  and  helps  off  the  trash ; 
Th*  important  lettos,  that  include  the  rest. 
Serve  as  a  key  to  those  that  are  suppressed  ; 
Conjecture  gripes  the  victims  in  his  paw. 
The  wraid  is  diarm'd,  and  Scrib  escapes  the  lav. 
So,  when  the  cold  damp  shades  of  night  prevail, 
Worms  may  be  caught  by  either  head  or  tail ; 
Forcibly  drawn  from  many  a  dose  recess. 
They  meet  with  little  pity,  no  redress ; 
Plung'd  in  the  stream  they  lodge  upon  the  mud, 
Food  for  the  famished  rovers  of  the  flood. 
All  zeal  for  a  reform,  that  gives  offence 
To  peace  and  charity,  is  mere  pretence : 
A  bold  remark,  but  which,  if  well  ^plied. 
Would  humble  many  a  tow'rin^  poet  s  pride.. 
Perhaps  the  man  was  in  a  sportive  fit. 
And  had  no  other  pky-place  for  his  wit ; 
Perhaps  enchanted  with  the  love  of  fiime. 
He  sought  the  jewel  in  his  neighbour's  shame  ; 
Perhaps-^whatever  end  he  might  pursue. 
The  cause  of  virtue  could  not  be  ms  view* 
At  ev'ry  stroke  wit  flashes  in  our  eyes ; 
The  turns  are  quick,  the  polish'd  points  surprise. 
But  shine  with  cruel  and  tremendous  charms. 
That,  while  thsy  please,  possess  lu.with  alaiXQs ; 
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So  hare  I  seen  (and  hasten'd  to  thefli^ 

On  all  die  wings  of  holiday  ddidit). 

Where  stands  uiat  monument  mtauAmt  powV, 

NamM,  with  emphatic  dignity,  the  Towt, 

Guns,  halberts,  swords,  and  pistols,  great  and  smaO^ 

In  starry  fonns  disposM  upon  the  wdl ; 

We  wonder,  as  we  gazing  stand  hdow. 

That  hrass  and  steel  should  make  so  fine  a  show ; 

But  thou^  we  praise  di'  exact  designer's  skill. 

Account  3iem  implements  of  mischief  stOL 

No  works  shall  find  acceptance  in  that  day. 
When  an  disguises  shall  be  rent  away. 
That  square  not  truly  with  the  Scripture  plan. 
Nor  spring  horn  love  to  God,  or  love  to  man. 
As  he  orduns  things  sordid  in  their  birtti 
To  be  resolv'd  into  their  parent  earth ; 
And,  thou^  the  soul  shab  seek  superior  oibs, 
Whate'er  wis  worid  produces,  it  absorbs ; 
So  self  starts  nothing,  but  i^iat  tends  apace 
Home  to  the  goal,  where  it  began  the  race. 
Sudi  as  our  motive  is,  our  aim  must  be ; 
If  this  be  servile,  that  can  ne*er  be  free  t 
If  sdf  cmplov  us,  whatsoe'er  is  wvoua^t. 
We  glorify  that  sdf,  not  him  we  ou^ ; 
Sudi  virtues  had  need  prove  their  own  reward. 
The  judge  of  all  men  owes  them  no  regard.  ' 

True  Cluing,  a  niant  divinely  nurs'd. 
Fed  by  the  love  nom  which  it  rose  at  first, 
Thriyes  against  hope,  and,  in  the  rudest  scene, 
StDims  but  enliven  its  unfading  green : 
Exub'rant  is  the  shadow  it  suj^es, 
Its  fruit  on  earth,  its  growth  above  the  skies. 
To  look  at  Him,  who  form'd  us  and  redeem'd. 
So  g^Uirious  now,  though  once  so  disesteem'd. 
To  see  a  God  stretch  forth  his  human  hand, 
T*  uphdd  the  boundless  scenes  of  his  command ; 
To  reooQect,  that,  in  a  form  like  ours. 
He  bruis'd  beneath  his  feet  th*  infernal  pow*rs» 
Captivity  led  captive,  rose  to  daim 
The  wreath  he  won  so  dearly  in  our  name ; 
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That,  thnmM  Amt  all  he^^  he  emdmm^ 
To  odl  the  few  diaf  tnut  in  Imn  fab friendi; 
That,  in  the  Hear^n  of  hes?^  diat  spaM  he  deemi 
Too  scanty  ibr  th*  ezertian  of  fcdi  beams. 
And  diines,  as  if  iHipatifnt  to  bestow 
Life  and  a  kingdom  upon  worms  bdow ; 
That  sig^t  importi  a  neter-dtinff  flame, 
Thoorii  feeble  in  desree,  in  kind  the  same. 
Like  nim  the  soul,  uns  kindled  ftom  above. 
Spreads  wide  her  avms  of  utdvonat  le^ ; 
And,  stOl  entogM  as  die  leoeiTes  the  gtaoe. 
Includes  oreatioa  in  her  ck»e  embnee. 
Behold  a  Christian  !  and  without  the  fires 
The  founder  of  that  name  alone  insures. 
Though  all  aeoom|iUshments,  all  knowle^  meet, 
To  make  the  diinmg  prodigy  complete. 
Whoever  boasts  that  namo-lbehold  a  cheat ! 
Were  love,  in  these  the  wer]d*s  last  doting  yean, 
As  frequent  as  the  want  of  it  appears. 
The  churches  warm'd,  tiiey  woiud  no  longer  hoU 
Such  frozen  figures,  stiff*  as  the^  are  cold ; 
Relenting  forms  wovdd  lose  their  powV,  or  cease ) 
And  e*en  the  dinoM  and  sprhiklea  live  in  peaee  t 
Each  heart  wouU  quit  its  prison  in  the  breast. 
And  flow  in  fret  omnmunion  witib  the  rest 
The  statesman,  skill*d  in  projects  dark  and  deep 
Mig^t  bum  his  useless  Maduavd,  and  sleep ; 
His  budget  often  ffil*d,  yet  always  poor. 
Might  swing  at  ease  beldnd  his  study  door. 
No  longer  prey  upon  our  annual  rents. 
Nor  scare  the  nation  with  its  b^  contents : 
Disbanded  legions  freely  mig^t  depart. 
And  slayinff  man  would  cease  to  be  an  art 
No  leameddispntants  would  take  the  fleid. 
Sure  not  to  conquer,  and  sure  not  to  yield ; 
Both  sides  deeeiv'd,  if  rightly  understood, 
Pdting  each  other  for  m  public  good. 
Did  charity  prevail,  the  press  would  prove 
A  vehicle  of  virtue,  truth,  and  love ; 
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And  I  miglit  man  mjidf  the  paim  to  ibow 
What  few  can  learn,  and  all  sujppoee  they  know. 
Thuf  have  I  sought  to  grace  a  serioua  Uy 
With  many  a  wud,  indeed,  but  flow'ry  vray. 
In  hopea  to  gain,  what  else  I  must  have  lost, 
Th*  attention  plosure  has  so  much  engross*d. 
But  if,  unhappily  deceiv*d,  I  dream. 
And  prove  too  weak  for  so  divine  a  theme. 
Let  Charity  forgive  me  a  mistake,  * 
That  zeal,  not  vanity,  has  chanced  to  make. 
And  span  die  poet  nr  his  iubject*s  sake. 
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Ifam  MVM  AM  taoMm  Tinlantta  iMhw  uhM, 
N«c  percutsa  >iTaiit  flu«t«  tam  Utora,  nac  qu« 
BasMM  liiMr  decnmiiit  floinlxui  ftSim. 

Ylig.BcLJk 


Though  natuie  weig^  our  taknts,  and  diqpeost 

To  eT*iy  man  his  modicum  of  sense. 

And  Conveisation  in  its  better  part 

May  be  esteemM  a  gift,  and  not  an  art. 

Yet  much  depends,  as  in  the  tiller^s  toil. 

On  culture,  and  the  sowing  of  the  soiL 

Words  leam*d  by  rote  a  parrot  may  rehearse. 

But  talking  is  not  always  to  converse ; 

Not  more  distinct  from  harmony  divine. 

The  constant  creaking  of  a  country  sign. 

As  alphabets  in  ivory  employ. 

Hour  after  hour,  the  yet  unletter*d  boy. 

Sorting  and  puzzlimg-with  a  deal  of  pee 

Those  seeds  of  science  called  his  A  B  C ; 

So  language  in  the  mouths  of  the  adult. 

Witness  its  insignificant  result. 

Too  often  proves  an  implement  of  play, 

A  toy  to  sport  with,  and  pass  time  away. 

Collect  at  evening  what  the  day  brou^t  forth. 

Compress  the  sum  into  its  solid  worth. 

And  if  it  weig^  th*  importance  of  a  fly. 

The  scales  are  false,  or  algebra  a  lie. 

Sacred  interpreter  o£  human  thought. 

How  few  respect  or  use  thee  as  they  oug^t ! 

But  all  shall  give  account  of  ev'ry  wrong. 

Who  dare  di£onour  or  defile  the  tongue ; 

Who  prostitute  it  in  the  cause  of  vice. 

Or  sell  their  glory  at  a  market-price ; 

Who  vote  for  hire,  or  point  it  with  lampoon. 

The  dear-bought  placonan,  and  the  choip  buflRMB* 
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Theie  is  a  pruiiaioe  in  tilt  ^itedi  of  lone. 
Wrath  8tmh]m,cr  dteGodwoold  strike  them  dumbt 
His  wise  rarbeaiBnce  has  their  end  in  view. 
They  fill  their  measure,  and  receive  their  due. 
The  barthm  Lnr-giveEi  o£  andeot  days* 
Names  ahnost  wofthy  o£a  Christian's  praise. 
Would  drive  them  finth  from  the  resort  of  mcnt 
And  shot  vp  ev'ry  satyr  in  his  den. 
O  oome  not  ye  near  inoocenee  and  truth, 
Ye  wcmUs  that  eat  into  the  hud  of  youth ! 
InilfWliwiB  as  inpure,  your  hBglitinff  vom'^t 
Taints  in  its  runments  ^  ptoims*d  Bow*r ; 
Its  odour  peridi*d  and  its  charming  hue. 
Thenceforth  *tis  hatelbl,  for  it  «neus  of  you. 
Not  e*en  the  vigorous  and  headlong  rage 
Of  adolesoenee,  or  a  former  age, 
Affixrds  a  plea  aUowiUs  or  just 
For  making  speech  ^  pamperer  of  lust ; 
But  vrhen  me  breath  of  age  oommits  the  foolt, 
rris  nauseousasthevapour  of  avanh. 
So  witfaer*d  stumps  dinraee  the  lylvan  soent» 
No  longer  fruitful,  andno  longer  green; 
The  sapkM  wood,  divested  of  me  bark. 
Grows  frmgous,  and  takes  fire  at  ev*ry  naik. 

Oaths  temiinate,  as  Paul  observes,  all  strifo— 
Some-men  have  siudy  then  a  peaceftd  lifo ; 
Whatever  subject  ftocxxpy  dissourse. 
The  foats  of  V sstaris,  or  the  naval  ftree. 
Asseveration  blustering  in  your  foee 
Makes  oontradietion  radi  a  hopeless  case : 
In  ev*ry  tsle  they  tdl,  or  flJse  or  true. 
Well  known,  or  sudi  as  no  man  ever  knew, 
Tbev  fix  attention,  heedless  of  your  pain. 
With  oaths  like  rivets  forc*d  mto  the  brain ; 
And  e'en  when  sober  troth  prevails  thiou^out. 
They  swear  it,  till  affirmance  breeds  a  doubt. 
A  Persian,  famnUe  servant  of  the  sun. 
Who,  though  devout,  yet  bigotry  had  none, 
Hearing  a  Utwyer,  grave  in  his  address. 
With  acyuntioos  ev*iy  word  impress. 
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Supposed  the  num  a  bishop^  or,  at  least. 
Goers  name  so  mudi  upon  his  lips,  a  miest; 
Bow'd  at  the  dose  with  all  his  graoefiu  aizs. 
And  bcgg*d  an  interest  in  his  ftequcnt  pny'is. 

Go,  quit  the  zank  to  which  ye  stood  ptoBKr'd, 
Henceforth  associate  in  one  oommon  hod ; 
Rd^gicm,  Tirtue,  reason,  oommon  sense. 
Pronounce  your  liuman  form  a  false  prete&oe ; 
A  mere  disguise,  in  which  a  devil  luno. 
Who  yet  b^rays  his  secxet  by  his  worksu 

Ye  powers  who  rule  the  tongue,  if  sudi  there  sr^ 
And  make  colloquial  h^piness  your  care,  > 
Preserve  me  from  the  tmng  I  dread  and  hale, 
A  dud  in  the  form  of  a  dSate. 
The  dash  of  arguments  and  jar  of  wotds. 
Worse  than  the  mortal  brunt  of  rival  swocis, 
Dedde  no  question  with  their  tedious  kogth. 
For  opposition  gives  opinion  strength. 
Divert  the  champions  prodigal  of  breath ; 
And  put  the  peaceably-dispos'd  to  .death. 

0  thwart  me  not.  Sir  Soph,  at  ev*ry  turn. 
Nor  carp  at  ev'ry  flaw  you  may  discern  ; 
Though  syllogisms  hai:^^  not  on  my  tongue, 

1  am  not  surdy  always  m  the  wrong ; 
'Tis  hard  if  all  is  false  that  I  advance, 

A  fool  must  now  and  then  be  ri^  by  chance. 

Not  that  all  freedom  of  dissent  I  Uame ; 

No— there  I  grant  the  privily  I  daim. 

A  disputable  point  is  no  man^  ground ; 

Rove  where  you  please,  'tis  common  all  around. 

Discourse  may  want  an  animated — No, 

To  brush  the  sur&ce,  and  to  make  it  flow; 

But  still  remember,  if  you  mean  to  please. 

To  press  your  point  wuh  modes^  and  eaae^ 

The  mark,  at  whidi  my  juster  ami  I  take. 

Is  contradiction  for  its  own  dear  sake. 

Set  your  opinion  at  whatever  pitch. 

Knots  and  impediments  make  something  hiftdi ; 

Adopt  his  own,  'tis  equally  in  vain. 

Your  thread  of  aigiunent  is  snj^p'd  again ; 
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The  wnofjLert  nttlier  than  necotA  with  you. 

Will  judge  liliBeelf  deori^'d,  and  prove  it  too. 

Vocifenited  kgie  kiUs  me  miite, 

A  noisy  man  10  always  in  me  lig^t : 

I  twirl  my  tfamnbs,  fidl  back  into  my  chair, 

Fix  on  the  wainaoot  a  distieBSftd  stare. 

And,  when  I  hope  his  blimderB  are  all  out. 

Reply  diseieedy-^To  be  sure— no  doubt ! 

Dubiut  is  such  a  aonnniloas  good  man-^ 

Yes — ^you  may  catch  him  tri^mg,  if  you  can. 

He  woidd  not,  with  a  peremptory  tone. 

Assert  the  nose  upon  ms  fiioe  his  own ; 

With  heBtatkm  admirably  slow. 

He  htnnhly  hopes-^presumeS'— it  may  be  so. 

His  evidence,  if  he  were  call'd  by  law 

To  swear  to  seme  emnmity  he  saw. 

For  want  of  prominence  and  just  relief. 

Would  hang  an  honest  man,  and  save  a  fhief 

Through  constant  dread  of  giving  truth  offence. 

He  ties  up  all  his  hearers  in  suspense ; 

Knows  what  he  knows,  as  if  he  knew  it  not ; 

What  he  mnemben,  seems  to  have  forgot ; 

His  sole  opinion,  whataoe'er  be&n, 

Cent*ring  at'  last  in  having  none  at  aU. 

Yet,  though  he  tease  and  balk  your  listening  ear, 

He  makes  one  useful  pomt  exceeding  dear ; 

Howe'er  ingenious  on  his  darling  theme 

A  sceptic  in  philosophy  may  seem, 

Reduc*d  to  practice,  ms  beiloved  rule 

Would  only  (nove  him  a  consummate  £o(A ; 

Useless  in  him  alike  both  brain  and  speech. 

Fate  having  plae*d  all  truth  above  his  reach. 

His  ambiguities  his  total  sum. 

He  migjht  as  well  be  Uind,  and  deaf,  and  dumb. 

Where  men  of  judgment  creep  and  fbel  their  way. 
The  positive  pronounce  without  disnuvf ; 
Their  want  of  light  and  intellect  supplied 
By^  sparks  absuMxty  strikes  out  of  pnde. 
Widiout  the  means  of  knowing  right  fiom  wrong, 
Th^  always  aie  deGWve,  dear,  and  strong ; 

s8 
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When  <Hlien  tofl  iiitfa  t^nlimvphic  ibrce, 
Their  nimbk  neliaeiise  takes  a  shofrter  ooone; 
Flings  at  your  head  amvktiim  m  the  lump, 
And  gains  remote  oQndusioiis  at  a  jump ; 
Their  own  defect,  inriable  to  them. 
Seen  in  another,  thej  at  onoe  oondionB ; 
And,  though  sdf-idalisM  in  er'ry  case. 
Hate  their  own  likeness  in  a  faro&er's  fyct. 
The  cause  is  pkin,  and  not  to  be  denied. 
The  proud  are  always  most  provdc'd  by  pride ; 
Few  competitions  but  engender  spite ; 
And  those  the  most,  where  neither  has  a  rig^t 
The  point  of  honour  has  been  deem'd  of  use. 
To  teadi  good  manners,  and  to  curb  abuse; 
Admit  it  true,  the  consequence  is  dear, 
Chu:  polish^  manners  are  a  mask  we  wear. 
And,  at  the  bottom,  barb'rous  still  and  rude. 
We  are  restrain*d,  indeed,  but  not  subdued. 
The  very  remedy,  however  sure. 
Springs  from  the  mischief  it  intends  to  core. 
And  savage  in  its  principle  appears. 
Tried,  as  it  should  be,  by  the  fruit  it  bears. 
'Tis  hard,  indeed,  if  nothing  will  defend 
Mankind  from  quarreb  but  their  fiital  end ; 
That  now  and  then  a  hero  must  decease. 
That  the  surviving  world  may  live  in  peace. 
Periiaps  at  last  dose  scrutiny  may  show 
The  practice  dastardly,  and  mean,  and  low ; 
That  men  engage  in  it  compelled  by  foice. 
And  fear,  not  courage,  is  its  pnmer  source ; 
The  fear  of  tyrant  custom,  and  we  fear 
Lest  fops  should  censure  us,  and  fools  should  sneer. 
At  least,  to  trample  on  our  Maker's  laws. 
And  hazard  life  ror  any  or  no  cause. 
To  rush  into  a  fix'd  eternal  state 
Out^  the  very  flames  of  rage  and  hate. 
Or  send  another  shiv*ring  to  the  bar 
With  all  the  guilt  of  sum  unnat'ral  war, 
Whatever  Use  may  urge,  or  Honoiv  plead. 
On  Reason*s  vevdKrt  is  a  madman's  deed. 
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Am  I  to  set  m J  life  upon  B  tfaxow, 
BecBuge^a  bear  is  rude  andsnrly  ?  Mb—  • 
A  moral,  sensibls,  and  well-farad  man 
Win  not  affiontme ;  and  no  other  can. 
Were  I  empow'r'd  to  regulate  the  lists* 
They  should  encounter  with  weil*loaded  fists ; 
A  Trojan  combat  would  be  something  new, 
L^  Dare9  beat  EtUtUut  black  and  blue ; 
Then  each  might  ahow,  to  his  »Amvnng  fiifiods. 
In  honourable  bumps  his  rich  amrads. 
And  carry,  in  contusions  o£  his  skull, 
A  satisfoctary  receipt  in  fiill. 

A  story,  in  which  native  humour  reigns, 
Is  often  useftd,  always  entertains : 
A  graver  fact,  enlisted  on  your  nde. 
May  fomiah  illustration,  well  i^pplied; 
But  sedentary  weavers  of  kng  tales 
piye  me  the  fidgets,  and  my  patience  &ils. 
Tis  the  most  asinine  employ  on  earth. 
To  hear  tbem  tell  of  parentage  and  buth. 
And  echo  oonvetsations,  dull  and  dry, 
EmbeUish'd  withp-.H«  iaid,  and  iSb  Mid  /. 
At  ev'ry  interview  their  route  the  same. 
The  repetition  makes  attention  lame : 
We  bustle.up  with  unsuocessfiil  speed. 
And  in  the  saddest  part  ay-^DttOi  indeed  ! 
The  path  of  nanative  wilfa  care  pursue, 
Still  making  probabUity  your  dew ; 
On  aU  the  vestiges  of  troth  attend. 
And  let  ikem  gmde  you  to  a  decent  end. 
Of  all  ambitions  man  may  entertain. 
The  worst,  tiiat  can  invade  a  sickly  bniB, 
Is  that,  which  angles  hourly  finr  surprise. 
And  baits  its  hook  with  prodigies  and  lies. 
Credulous  infimc^,  or  age  as  weak. 
Are  fittest  auditois  for  such  to  sedc. 
Who  to  please  others  will  themselves  disgrace. 
Yet  please  not,  but  afiront  you  to  your  face. 
A  great  retailer  of  this  curious  ware 
Having  unloaded  and  made  many  staie,  . 
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Can  this  be  tme  ?-p«d  udi  utamnui  crio. 
Yes  (rather  nov'd),  I  law  it  widi  these  eyes; 
&  I  I  bdieve  it  en  lihat  grauDd  aJone } 
I  could  not,  had  I  seen  it  MnAi  my  own. 

A  tale  flhoidd  be  jndinboB,  dear,  suodnct  x 
The  language  plain»  and  incidciitt  well  link*d; 
Tell  not  as  new  what  ev^ry  body  knows. 
And,  new  or  old,  still  hasten  tD  a  dose ; 
There,  centiing  in  a  foens  lound  and  neat. 
Let  all  your  says  of  inibcmalian  meet 
What  neither  yidda  ns  piofit  not  ddig^t 
Is  like  a  nurse's  lullaby  at  niriit ; 
Guy  Earl  of  Warwiek  and  ha  Eleanore, 
Or  giant-kiUing  Jad:,  would  pleaae  me  iporei 

The  pipe,  with  adamn  interposing  puff. 
Makes  half  a  sentence  at  a  time  coingh ; 
The  dozing  sages  drop  tbe  dsoviey  strain. 
Then  pauses  and  pnffii-«nd  speak,  and  pause  agaiik 
Such  often,  like  the  tube  they  so  admire. 
Important  tddos !  have  move  onoke  than  fire. 
Pernicious  weed !  whose  scent  the  fidr  annoys, 
Unfiiendly  to  iociety's  chief  jers. 
Thy  worst  efiiact  is  bamdun^  fn  hours 
The  sex,  whose  prssence  ernlizea  ours. 
Thou  art  indeed  the  drug  a  gaxd'lier  wants. 
To  poison  vemin  that  inftst  his  plants ; 
But  are  we  so  to  wit  and  beauty  blind. 
As  to  despise  the  giory  of  our  kind. 
And  show  the  softest  minds  and  fldrast  forms 
As  Utde  mercy,  as  he  grubs  and  wonns? 
They  dare  not  wait  the  riotous  abuse. 
Thy  thirst-CBsatin^  steams  at  length  produce. 
When  wine  has  g^*n  indecent  language  birth. 
And  forc'd  the  floodgates  of  lioentieuB  miith ; 
For  sea-bom  Venus  her  attadunent  diowa 
Still  to  that  dement,  finm  which  she  lose. 
And  with  a  quiet,  which  no  ftones  disturb, 
Sips  medc  infiisions  of  a  milder  herb. 

Th'  cmjribatic  spodcer  dearly  knres  t*  oppose 
In  contact  incGBTcaient*  noee  to  nose. 
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As  if  the  gpaomon  on  fait  nd^bonr's  pfak. 
Touched  ^tfa  tiie  magnet,  had  attraeted  hii. 
His  whiffper'd  theme,  dilated  and  at  large, 
"Proves  after  all  a  wind-gmi's  airy  chaige, 
An  extract  of  hit  diary— no  more, 
A  tnf»*»i<'—  journal  of  the  day  bcforB. 
He  walk'd  abroad,  o^otaken  in  the  zaiii, 
CaU'd  on  a  firiend,  draak  tea,  stenp'd  heme  again, 
ResumM  hit  purpote,  had  a  iroind  of  talk 
With  one  he  stumbled  on,  and  kiet  hit  walk. 
I  interrupt  him  irith  a  tudden  bow. 
Adieu,  dear  air !  lest  you  idiould  kte  it  now. 

I  cannot  talk  with  dvet  in  the  room, 
A  fine  puat-gentlemaD  that's  afl  peiAmie ; 
The  aimt^s  enougb-*4ia  need  to  aoadl  a  In 
Who  mrusts  hit  note  into  a  raree-ehow  ? 
His  odoriferout  attempts  to  please 
Perhaps  might  prosper  with  a  swarm  of  bees; 
But  we  that  make  no  honey,  thou^  we  sting, 
Poett,^  are  sometimes  apt  to  maul  tne  thing. 
Tis  wnmg  to  bring  into  a  mix'd  resort. 
What  mii^es  some  sick,  and  others  ^-Ui^nort  t 
An  argument  of  cogence,  we  may  say. 
Why  such  a  one  should  keep  himself  aw^r. 
A  graver  ooieomb  we  may  sometimes  see. 
Quite  as  absurd,  thon^  not  so  hf^  as  he  t 
A  shallow  brain  behind  a  serious  mask. 
An  oracle  within  an  enmty  cask. 
The  solemn  fop ;  si^uicant  and  budge ; 
A  fool  with  judgea,  ainongst  fixds  a  judge; 
He  says  but  litde,  and  that  little  said 
Owes  all  its.  weight,  like  loaded  dice,  to  kad. 
Hit  wit  hivites  you  by  his  looks  to  come. 
But  when  you  Knock,  it  neter^is  at  home. 
'Tis  Jike  a  pared  sent  you  by  the  stage. 
Some  handsome  present,  as  your  hopea  presage; 
*Tit  heavy,  bullnr*  and  bids  foir  to  prove 
An  absent  fiiendS  iddity  and  love ; 
But  when  unpack'd,  your  cHaappointment  aroans 
To  find  it  stuff'd  with  bricU)ats»  eazdi,  andHOM 
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Sonic  men  cinploy  uioir  hoiiitihi  m  vffy  tooif 
In  making  known  hoiw  oft  lliey  lutwe  hem  8iek» 
And  grre  tit  in  nckalt  of  disane 
A  doaor*8  tnmble,  but  without  Ifaa  foes ; 
Rdatc  how  many  weeks  they  kept  thoir  bed* 
How  an  emetic  or  csdiartie  ^od  < 
Nothing  is  slightly  toiicfa*d,  much  less  fbrgot, 
1*^086)  oaiBt  and  eyeS)  seen  ptesent  on  the  spot* 
*  J  of  dnoight  c      •" 


Now  the  distenmcr,  spite  of  dnni^t  or  pill. 
Victorious  seom'd,  and  now  the  doctor's  skUl ; 
And  now— iAlas  fiMrnnfiircseen  mkhaps ! 
They  put  on  a  damp  ni^itoip  and  leli^ne  ; 
Thcv  thought  diey  must  nave  difd,  they  weie  so  bsd ; 
Their  peevidi  hcnat  almost  wish  they  had. 

Some  fretfol  tempos  wince  at  er'iy  toudi» 
You  always  do  too  little  or  too  much : 
You  speak  with  lifb,  in  hcpes  to  entertain. 
Your  devated  voice  goes  through  the  bnun ; 
You  fall  at  onee  into  a  lower  key. 
That's  worso — ^the  drone-pipe  of  an  hmnUe  bee^ 
The  southern  saA  adsoits  too  strong  a  li^t. 
You  rise  and  drop  the  curtain— now  'tis  ni|^t 
He  shakes  with  odd— you  stir  the  fire  and  strife 
To  make  a  Maze— that's  roasting  him  alive. 
Setvt  him  with  venison,  and  he  dieoscs  fidi ; 
With  sole— d»t*s  just  the  sort  he  would  not  wish. 
He  takes  what  he  at  first  profiess'd  so  loath. 
And  in  due  time  feeds  heartily  on  both ; 
Yet  stiU,  o'erdouded  with  a  constant  frown* 
He  does  not  swaUow,  but  he  gulps  it  down. 
Your  hope  to  please  him  vain  on  ev'iT  pbm, 
Himsdf  diould  work  that  wonder,  if  he  can- 
Alas  !  his  effiwts  double  his  distress. 
He  likes  youit  Uttle,  and  his  own  stiU  less. 
Thus  always  teasing  othors,  ahrays  teas'd. 
His  only  piensove  is— to  bo  displeas'd. 

I  pity  bashM  men,  who  fcd  the  pain 
Of  mndod  scorn  and  undoserv'd  disdain. 
And  bear  the  marics  unon  a  blushing  fiwe 
Of  needless  shame,  and  edf-inqpes'd  diipace. 
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Onr  BCBflbOities  are  ao  acnte* 

The  fisK  of  being  nlmt  makes  us  unite. 

We  sometimeB  tfaook  we  eoidd  a  ipcedi  produce 

Much  to  the  pui|MMe,  if  our  tongues  were  loose  ; 

But  being  ttied*  it  dies  upon  Ihe  lip. 

Faint  as  a  chicken's  note  that  has  uie  pip : 

Our  wasted  ail  unpiofifeably  buns. 

Like  hidden  lamps  in  old  sepukiual  unis. 

Few  Frenchmen  of  thia  evil  naTe  oomp]ain*d ; 

It  seems  aa  if  we  Britons  were  onban'd. 

By  way  of  wholesome  curb  iqion  our  pride. 

To  fear  each  other,  fearing  none  besides 

Tlie  cause  peihaps  inqniry  may  descry, 

Self-seardung  with  an  introverted  eye. 

Concealed  wittiin  an  unsuspected  part. 

The  vainest  comer  of  onr  own  vam  heart : 

For  ever  aiming  at  the  world's  esteem. 

Our  self-impoottance  runs  its  own  scheme  ; 

In  other  eyes  our  talents  rarely  shown. 

Become  at  len^  so  spkadid  in  our  own. 

We  dare  not  nsk  them  into  public  view. 

Lest  they  miscany  of  what  seems  their  due. 

True  modesty  is  a  disosming  grace. 

And  only  Uudies  in  the  proper  place ; 

But  counterfeit  is  blind,  and  sculks  through  ku$ 

Where  'tis  a  shame  to  be  adiam'd  t'  i^pear: 

Humility  the  parent  of  tha  firat. 

The  last  by  vanity  prodne'd  and  nurs'd. 

The  dide  inrm*d«  we  sit  in  sikBt  state, 

Like  figures  drawn  upon  a  dial  plate ; 

Yes  ma'am,  and  no  ma'am,  utta'd  soAly,  show 

Ev'ry  five  minutes  how  the  miniiftes  go ; 

Each  individual,  suflfiing  a  <  ' 


Poetry  may,  but  adours  cannot  paint ; 
As  if  in  dose  committee  on  iSm  sky. 
Reports  it  hot  or  cold,  or  wet  or  dry ; 
And  finds  a  changing  clime  a  happy  somoe 
Of  wise  reflection,  md  well-tim'a  disoouxsa. 
We  next  inquire,  but  softly  and  by  stealth, 
Like  oonscrvattna  of  the  publie  heuth. 
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Of  epideinic  ihrcMits,  i£  such  thoe  axe. 

And  coughs,  and  rheums,  and  phthisic,  and  catanii.' 

That  theme  exhausted,  a  wide  chasm  ensues, 

Fill'd  up  at  last  with  interesting  news. 

Who  duic*d  with  whom,  and  who  are  like  to  wed, 

And  who  is  hang'd,  and  who  is  brou^t  to  bed : 

But  fear  to  call  a  vaoxe  important  cause. 

As  if  'twere  treason  against  English  laws. 

The  visit  paid,  with  ecstacy  we  come. 

As  frcnn  a  sey*n  years  transportation,  home. 

And  there  resume  an  unemoarrass'd  brow. 

Recovering  wh«t  we  lost  we  know  not  how. 

The  faculties,  that  seem'd  reduc*d  to  nou^ 

Exptesaan  and  the  privilege  of  thoua^t. 

The  reeking,  roanng  hero  of  the  chase, 
I  give  him  over  as  a  desperate  case. 
Physicians  write  in  hopes  to  work  a  cure. 
Never,  if  honest  ones,  when  death  is  sure ; 
And  though  the  fox  he  foDows  may  be  tam'd, 
A  mere  finc-foUVer  never  is  redaim'd. 
Some  fiurier  should  proMaribe  his  proper  couxse. 
Whose  only  fit  companion  is  his  horse  ; 
Or  if,  deserving  of  a  better  doom. 
The  noble  beast  judge  otherwise,  his  groom. 
Yet  e'en  the  rogue  that  serves  him,  though  he  8taod> 
To  take  his  honour's  orders,  cap  in  hand. 
Prefers  his  fellow  grooms  with  much  good  sexise. 
Their  skill  a  truth,  his  master's  a  pretence. 
If  neither  horse  nor  groom  afifect  the  squire. 
Where  can  at  last  his  jockeysh^  retire  ? 
O  to  the  dub,  the  scene  of  savage  joys. 
The  school  of  coarse  good  fellows^p  and  noise; 
There,  in  the  sweet  society  of  those. 
Whose  friendship  fiKHn  his  boyi^  years  he  diose,   ^ 
Let  him  improve  his  talent  if  he  can. 
Till  none  but  beasts  acknowledge  him  a  man. 

Man's  heart  had  been  impenetrably  seal'd, 
like  than  that  cleave  the  flood  or  craze  the  field,  ' 
Had  not  his  Maker's  aU^bestowing  hand 
Giv'ii  him  a  soul,  and  bade  \ivpa.  underatand^ 
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Tlie  reasoning  pow*r  youdisard  of  ooune  inferred 

Tlie  pow'r  to  dotfae  that  reason  with  his  word ; 

For  all  is  perfect,  that  God  works  on  eardi. 

And  he,  that  gives  oonceptian,  aids  the  birdi. 

If  this  he  phun,  'tis  plainly  understood. 

What  uses  of  his  hoon  the  Giver  would. 

The  Mind,  despatch'd  upon  her  husy  toil. 

Should  ranse  where  Providence  has  hless'd  the  soil  { 

Visiting  ev^y  flow'r  with  labour  meet. 

And  gm^nng  all  her  treasures  sweet  by  sweet. 

She  mould  imbue  the  ton^  with  whi^  she  sips. 

And  shed  the  bahny  blessmg  on  the  lips. 

That  good  difiusM  may  more  abundant  pow. 

And  speedi  may  praise  the  pow'r  that  bids  it  flow. 

Win  tlie  sweet  warbler  of  the  livelonff  night. 

That  fills  the  listening  lover  with  ddight, 

Forset  his  harmony,  with  rapture  heiud. 

To  leam  the  twitt'ring  of  a  meaner  bird  ? 

Or  make  the  parrot's  mimicry  his  choice. 

That  odious  libd  on  a  human  voice  ? 

No— Nature,  unsophisticate  by  man. 

Starts  not  aside  from  her  Creator's  plan ; 

The  melody,  that  was  at  first  design*d 

To  ^eer  the  rude  forefiithers  of  mankind. 

Is  note  fer  note  deliver'd  in  our  ears. 

In  the  last  scene  of  her  six  thousand  years. 

Yet  Fashion,  leader  of  a  chatt'ring  train. 

Whom  man,  for  his  own  hurt,  permits  to  rdgn. 

Who  shifts  and  changes  all  things  but  his  shape. 

And  would  degrade  her  vot'ry  to  an  ape. 

The  fruitful  parent  of  abuse  and  wrong. 

Holds  a  usurp'd  dominion  o'er  his  tongue ; 

There  sits  and  nrompts  him  with  his  own  dingrace, 

Prescribes  the  meme,  the  tone,  and  the  ffrimace. 

And,  when  accomplish'd  in  hex  wavward  school. 

Calls  gentleman  whom  die  has  made  a  fooL 

*Tia  an  unalterable  fix'd  decree. 

That  none  could  frame  or  ratify  but  she. 

That  heav'n  and  hell,  and  righteousness  and  sin« 

Snares  in  his  path,  and  foes  mat  lurk  within, 

T 
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God  and  hit  attxibtttet  (a  Add  of  day 
Where  'tis  an  angel's  hapfnness  to  stray). 
Fruits  of  his  love  and  wonders  of  his  m^t. 
Be  never  nam*d  in  ears  esteem'd  ^lifte. 
That  he  who  dares,  when  she  fbrbids,  be  grave, 
Shall  stand  proscrib'd,  a  madman  or  a  knave, . 
A  dose  designer  not  to  be  bdiev'd,  *• 

Or,  if  excusVl  that  diarge,  at  least  deceiv'd.^. 
Oh  folly  worthy  of  the  nurse's  lap. 
Give  it  the  breast,  or  stop  its  mon^  with  pi^l 
Is  it  incredible,  or  can  it  seem 
A  dream  to  any,  except  those  that  dr^m. 
That  man  should  love  his  Maker,  and  ihat&ce. 
Warming  his  heart,  should  at  his  Hps  trazupire? 
Know  then,  and  modestly  let  foil  your  eyes. 
And  vdl  your  daring  crest  that  braves  lihe  skies; 
That  air  of  insolence  affirants  your  God, 
You  need  his  pardcm,  and  provoke  his  rod : 
Now,  in  a  posture  that  becomes  you  more 
Than  that  neroic  strut  assum'd  before. 
Know,  your  arrears  with  ev'ry  hour  accrue 
For  mercy  shown,  while  wrath  is  justly  due; 
The  time  is  short,  and  there  are  souls  on  eartfa» 
Though  future  pain  may  serve  for  present  mirdi. 
Acquainted  with  the  woes,  ihat  fear  or  shame. 
By  Fashion  taught,  forbade  them  once  to  name. 
And,  havinff  fdt  the  pangs  you  deem  a  jest. 
Have  mov'd  them  truths  too  bk;  to  be  ezpress'd. 
Go  sedc  on  revdation's  haOow'd  ground. 
Sure  to  succeed,  the  remedy  they  found ; 
Touch'd  by  that  pow'r  that  you  nave  dar'd  to  mode 
That  makes  seas  stable,  and  dissolves  the  rock. 
Your  heart  shall  yidd  a  life-renewing  stream. 
That  fools,  as  you  have  done,  shall  cm  a  dram. 

It  hsmpen'd  on  a  solemn  eventide. 
Soon  after  He  that  Was  our  Sure^  died. 
Two  bosom  friends,  each  pensive^  indin'd. 
The  scene  of  aU  those  sorrows  left  bdiind. 
Sought  theb  own  village,  busied  as  they  went 
In  musings  worthy  of  the  great  event : 
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They  spake  of  him  ther  lor'd,  of  him  whoie  life, 
Thou^  blamelett,  had  incunrM  peipettial  itrife. 
Whose  deeds  had  left,  in  spite  of  hostile  aiti, 
A  deep  metnorial  naven  on  their  hearts* 
Hie  zeoollectian,  hke  a  vein  of  ote. 
The  farther  tiac*d,  enridi'd  them  stiH  the  more ; 
They  though  him,  and  thej  jnsdy  thou^t  him,  one 
Sent  to  do  more  than  he  rapear'd  f  have  done; 
T'  exalt  a  peofde,  and  to  place  them  hig^ 
Ahove  an  dse,  and  wonda*d  he  should  di& 
£ze  yet  they  brought  their  journey  to  an  end, 
A  stranger  join'd  diem,  courteous  as  a  fUend, 
And  ask*d  them,  with  a  Idnd,  engaging  anr. 
What  their  affliction  was,  and  bera'd  a  diare. 
Informed,  he  gatfaer*d  up  the  brokn  thread. 
And*  truth  and  wisdom  gracing  all  he  said, 
Ezplain*d,  illustrated,  and  searai'd  so  weQ 
The  tender  theme,  on  which  they  chose  to  dwell. 
That,  reaching  home.  The  night,  they  said,  is  near. 
We  must  not  now  be  parted,  sojourn  here— 
The  new  acquaintance  soon  became  a  guest. 
And,  made  so  welcome  at  their  simple  feast. 
He  blessM  the  bread,  but  vanish'd  at  die  word. 
And  left  them  both  exdanning,  *Twas  the  Lord  ! 
Did  not  our  hearts  feel  all  he  deignM  to  say  ? 
Did  they  not  bum  within  us  by  ttie  way  ? 

Now  theirs  was  convene,  such  as  it  behoves 
Man  to  maintain,  and  such  as  God  approves  s 
Their  views,  indeed,  were  indistinct  and  dim. 
But  yet  successful,  bang  aim'd  at  him. 
Christ  and  his  character  their  only  scope. 
Their  object,  and  their  subject,  and  mefar  hope. 
They  felt  what  it  became  them  much  to  Ibd, 
And,  wanting  him  to  loose  die  sacred  zeal. 
Found  him  as  prompt,  as  their  desbe  was  true. 
To  spread  the  newborn  sknies  in  their  view. 
Wdt— what  are  ages  and  die  lapse  of  time, 
Match'd  against  truths,  as  lasting  as  soUime  ? 
Can  length  of  years  on  God  himf»lf  exact? 
Or  make  that  fiction,  which  was  once  a  fiict  ? 
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Noo^fliailAe  mnd  reooidifig  brass  deci^. 
And,  likft  the  gruver^s  mem^iy,  pass  away ; 
The  works  of  man  inherit,  as  is  just, 
Thdr  author's  fnaitf,  and  letum  to  dust : 
But  truth  divine  for  ever  stands  secure. 
Its  bead  as  guarded  as  its  base  is  sure ; 
FixM  in  the  roiHng  flood  of  endless  years. 
The  pillar  at  th'  eternal  plan  appears. 
The  raving  storm  and  dashing  wave  defies, 
Built  by  £at  ardiitect  who  built  the  skies. 
Hearts.may  be  found,  diat  harbour  at  this  hour 
That  love  of  Christ,  and  all  its  quickening  pow*r ; 
And  lips  unstain'd  by  folly  or  by  strife. 
Whose  wisdom,  drawn  J&om  the  deep  well  of  life, 
Tastes  of  its  healthful  origin,  and  flows 
A  Jordan  for  th*  ablution  of  our  woes. 
O  dajrs  of  heav'n,  and  nights  of  equal  praise. 
Serene  and  peaceful  as  those  heav'nly  days. 
When  souls  drawn  upward  in  communion  sweet, 
Enjoy  the  stillness  of  some  dose  retreat. 
Discourse,  as  if  rdeas'd  and  safe  at  home. 
Of  dangers  pest,  and  wonders  yet  to  come. 
And  si»ead  the  sacred  treasures  of  the  breast 
Upon  the  lap  of  covenanted  Rest. 

What,  always  dreaming  over  heavenly  things, 
Like  angel-heads  in  stone  with  pigeon-wmgs  ? 
Canting  and  whining  out  all  day  the  word. 
And  half  the  night?  Fanadc  and  absurd ! 
Mine  be  the  friend  less  frequent  in  his  piay'n» 
Who  makes  no  bustle  with  his  soul's  amurs. 
Whose  wit  can  br^ten  up  a  wintry  day. 
And  chase  the  spl^etic  dull  hours  away ; 
Content  on  eardi  in  earthly  things  to  shine. 
Who  waits  for  heav'n  ere  he  be^mes  divine. 
Leaves  saints  t'  enjoy  those  altitudes  they  teach. 
And  plucks  the  fruit  plac'd  more  within  his  readk 

Well  spoken,  advocate  of  sin  and  shame. 
Known  by  thy  bleating.  Ignorance  thy  name. 
Is  sparkling  wit  the  world's  exdusive  right  ? 
The  fix'd  fee-^imide  of  the  vain  and  light  ? 
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Can  hopes  of  1imv*ii*  bright  prospeots  of  «a  hour. 
That  oome  to  waft  us  out  of  Sonow's  pow'r, 
Obscure  Of  quench  a  fiunilty,  that  finds 
Its  happiest  soil  in  the  sorenest  minds  ? 
Religion  curbs  indeed  its  wanton  pUy* 
And  brin^  the  trifler  under  iig*ious  vwuy. 
But  gives  it  useAdhess  unknown  before^ 
And,  ]^iirifying,  makes  it  shine  the  monk 
A  Christian's  wit  is  inofitosive  light, 
A  beam  that  aids,  but  never  grieves  the  sight ; 
V^'rous  in  age  as  in  the  fluu  of  youth, 
Tis  always  arave  on  the  side  of  tnith  $ 
Temp'rance  and  peace  ensure  its  healtfaful  state. 
And  make  it  bri^itest  at  its  latest  date. 
Oh  I  have  seen  (nor  hope  pofaaps  in  vain, 
Ere  life  go  down,  to  see  such  si^tB  again) 
A  vetVn  wanior  in  the  Christian  field. 
Who  never  saw  the  sword  he  could  not  wield ; 
Grave  without  dulness,  leamed  without  pride. 
Exact,  yet  not  precise,  thon^  meek,  keen-ey*d ; 
A  man  that  would  have  finl'd  at  iheur  own  play 
A  dozen  would-be*8  of  the  modem  day ; 
Who,  when  oocasum  justified  its  use. 
Had  wit  as  bright  as  ready  to  produce. 
Could  fetch  mm  records  of  an  earlier  age, 
Or  from  pfaiIo8ophy*s  enlightcn*d  page. 
His  rich  materials,  and  r^ale  your  ear 
With  strains  it  was  a  privSego  to  heart 
Yet,  above  all,  his  luxury  supreme. 
And  his  chief  gkny,  was  the  Gotpd  theme ; 
There  he  was  copious  as  old  Greece  or  Rome, 
His  hi^vpy  doquenoe  seem*d  there  aft  home, 
Ambitious  not  to  shine  cor  to  excel, 
But  to  treat  justly  what  he  hnr*d  so  wdL 

It  moves  me  more  perhaps  than  fidly  oufriit. 
When  some  green  heads,  as  void  of  wit  as  thought. 
Suppose  themtdvet  monopolists  of  sense, 
And  wiser  men's  ability  pretence. 
Though  time  will  wear  us,  and  we  must  giow  old, 
Such  men  are  not  forgot  as  sooq  as  eold ; 
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Their  firagEa&t  iiicni*iy  win  outlast  tfadr  tomb. 
Embalm*^  for  ever  in  ks  own  perfbm& 
And  to  e&y  truth,  though  in  its  early  prime, 
And  when  unstained  with  any  groeser  crime. 
Youth  has  a  qwig^tliness  and  fire  to  boast. 
That  in  the  viuley  of  decline  are  lost. 
And  Virtue  with  peculiar  charms  appears, 
Crown*d  with  the  garland  of  life's  blooming  yean; 
Yet  Age,  by  long  experience  well  informed, 
Well  read,  well  tempered,  with  religion  wannM, 
That  fire  abated,  wmch  impels  rash  Youth, 
Proud  of  his  speed,  to  overshoot  the  truth. 
As  time  improves  die  gn^'a  authentic  juice. 
Mellows  and  makes  the  speedi  more  fit  for  use. 
And  daims  a  rev*rence  in  its  diort'ning  day. 
That  'tis  an  hcmour  and  a  joy  to  pay. 
The  fruits  of  Age,  less  fair,  are  yet  more  sound, 
Than  those  a  bri^ter  season  pours  around ; 
And,  like  the  stores  autumnal  suns  mature. 
Through  wintry  rigours  unimpairM  endure. 
What  is  fimatic  frenzy,  scom'd  so  mudi, 
And  dreaded  more  than  a  contagious  touch  ? 
I  grant  it  dangerous,  and  approve  your  fear, 
That  fire  is  catching  if  you  draw  too  near ; 
But  sage  ofieervers  oft  mistake  the  flame, 
And  give  true  piety  that  odious  name. 
To  tremble  (as  the  creature  of  an  hour 
Ousht  at  the  view  of  an  ahnighty  pow*r) 
Before  his  presence,  at  whose  awful  throne 
All  tremble  in  all  worlds,  excq>t  our  own. 
To  supplicate  his  mercy,  love  his  wavs. 
And  prize  them  above  pleasmre,  wealth,  or  pnuse, 
Though  common  sense,  allow*d  a  casting  voice. 
And  free  from  bias,  must  approve  the  dioioe. 
Convicts  a  man  fanatic  in  th*  extreme. 
And  wild  as  madness  in  the  world*s  esteem. 
But  that  disease,  when  soberly  defined. 
Is  the  false  fire  of  an  overheated  mind  ; 
It  views  the  tm^  with  a  distorted  eye. 
And  either  warps  or  lays  it  usekM  l^; 
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Tis  nxnmw,  sdfiab,  ann^ayt,  «nd  drnmi  > 

Its  sordid  nourishment  £Rom  aaan*s  avplawe;  . 
And  whilo  at  heart  sin  umreHnauish'd  lies,  ' 

Presumes  itBcIf  chief  fav*rite  of  Ibe  ddc& 
'Tis  such  a  light  as  putseefiictioaL  breeds 
In  fly-blown  flesh,  whereon  the  maggot  feeds. 
Shines  in  the  dark,  but,  u^er'd  into  day, 
The  stench  remaini,  the  lustre  dies  aiiray* 

True  bliss,  if  man  may  reach  it,  is  composed 
Of  hearts  in  union  mutually  disclosM ; 
And,  farewell  else  all  hope  of  pure  deU^t, 
Those  hearts  should  be  redaim'd,  renew'd,  upright 
Bad  men,  pro&ning  fidendship^s  hallowed  name. 
Form,  in  its  stead,  a  covenant  of  shame, 
A  dark  confed'racy  against  the  laws 
Of  virtue,  and  religion*s  gbrious  cause ! 
They  build  each  ouer  up  with  dreadful  skill. 
As  bastions  set  point  blank  against  God's  will ; 
Enlarge  and  fortify  the  dread  redoid>t. 
Deeply  resolvM  to  shut  a  Saviour  out ; 
Call  l^ons  up  from  hell  to  back  the  deed ; 
And,  cui8*d  unth  conquest,  finally  succeed. 
But  soub,  that  carry  on  a  blest  exchange 
Of  joys,  they  meet  with  in  their  heaT'my  range, 
And  with  a  fearless  confidence  make  known 
The  sorrows,  sympathy  esteems  its  own. 
Daily  derive  increasing  lig^t  and  force 
From  such  communion  in  their  pleasant  course. 
Feel  less  the  journey's  lou^mess  and  its  length. 
Meet  their  oraosers  with  united  strength. 
And,  <me  in  heart,  in  interest,  and  deagn. 
Gild  up  each  other  to  the  race  divine. 

But  C<Hiver8ation,  choose  what  theme  w^-may. 
And  chiefly  when  religion  leads  the  way. 
Should  flow,  like  waters  after  sununer  show'rs. 
Not  as  if  rais'd  by  mere  mechanic  powers. 
The  Christian,  in  whose  soul,  though  now  distress^ 
Lives  the  dear  thought  of  joys  he  once  possessed. 
When  all  his  glowing  language  issu'd  forth 
With  God's  de^  stamp  upon  its  current  wiorth. 
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Win  qpeak  witbout  diaguife,  and  must  impart. 
Sad  as  it  18,  hii  nndissanbUng  heart, 
Abhcm  oonitraint,  and  daies  not  fe^  a  zeal. 
Or  seem  to  boast  a  fire  he  does  not  Kd. 
The  song  of  Zion  is  a  tastdess  thmg. 
Unless,  when  rising  on  a  JoyfUl  wing. 
The  soul  can  mix  with  the  celestial  bands. 
And  give  the  strain  the  compass  it  demands. 

Strange  tidings  these  to  tdl  a  world,  who  treat 
All  but  thdr  own  experience  as  deceit ! 
Will  they  bdieve,  tfaiou^^  credulous  enough 
T0  swidlow  nmch  iqpon  much  weaker  proof, 
That  there  are  Uest  inhabitants  of  earm. 
Partakers  of  a  new  ethereal  bnrth, 
Thdr  hopes,  desuces,  and  purposes  estrangM 
From  thu^  terrestrial,  and  mvindy  diang'd. 
Their  Yerjrlanguage,  a£  a  kind,  that  speaks 
The  soul's  sure  int*rest  in  the  good  she  sedDS, 
Who  deal  with  Scripture,  iU  importance  fielt, 
As  Tidly  with  philoaophy  once  dealt. 
And  in  the  silent  watmes  of  the  ni^t. 
And  tfaroi4^  the  scenes  of  toil-renewing  light. 
The  sodal  walk,  or  solitary  ride. 
Keep  sdll  the  dear  companion  at  their  side  ? 
No— «hame  upoa  a  sdr-disgradng  age, 
God's  work  may  serve  an  ape  upon  a  stage 
With  such  a  jest,  as  fiU*d  with  hdlish  glee 
Certain  invisibles  as  doewd  as  he^ 
But  veneration  or  respect  finds  none, 
Save  from  the  subjects  of  that  work  akne. 
The  World  nown  old  her  deep  discernment  showsi 
ClapB  spectades  on  her  saoadous  nose. 
Peruses  dosely  the  truo  Christian's  fiiee, 
And  finds  it  a  mere  mask  of  dy  grhnaoe ; 
Usurps  God's  oflke,  lays  his  bosom  bare. 
And  finds  hypocri^  dose  lurking  there ; 
And,  serving  God  herself  throudi  mere  constxaint, 
Condudes  his  unfeign'd  love  of  him  a  feint 
And  >^et,  God  knows,  look  human  nature  through, 
(And  in  due  time  the  Wwld  shall  know  it  too) 
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That  anoe  the  flow'n  of  Eden  fUt  the  blast. 

That  after  man^s  defection  laid  all  waste. 

Sincerity  towards  the  heart-seaxcbing  God 

Has  made,  the  new-born  creature  ha  abode. 

Nor  shall  be  found  in  unr^;en'rate  souls. 

Tin  the  last  fire  bum  all  between  the  poles. 

Sincerity  !  why  *ti8  his  only  pride. 

Weak  and  imperfect  in  all  grace  beside. 

He  knows  that  God  demands  his  heart  entire. 

And  gives  him  all  his  just4emands  require. 

Without  it  his  pretensions  were  as  vain, 

As  having  it  he  deems  the.Wodd's  disdain ; 

That  great  defect  would  cost  him  not  alone 

Man*s  favourable  judgment,  but  his  own ; 

His  birthri^t  shaken,  and  no  longer  clear, 

Than  while  his  conduct  proves  his  heart  sincere. 

Retort  the  charge,  and  let  the  World  be  told 

She  boasts  a  confidence  she  does  not  hold ; 

That,  conscious  of  her  crimes,  she  feels  instead 

A  ooU  misgiving,  and  a  killing  dread : 

That  while  in  health  the  ground  of  her  support 

Is  madly  to  forget  that  Hfe  is  short ; 

That  sick  she  trembles,  knowing  she  must  die. 

Her  hope  presumption,  and  her  faith  a  lie ; 

That  while  she  dotes,  and  dreams  that  she  believes, 

She  mocks  her  Maker,  and  herself  deceives. 

Her  utmost  reach,  historical  assent. 

The  doctrines  warp*d  to  what  they  never  meant ; 

That  truth  itself  is  in  her  head  as  duU 

And  useless  as  a  candle  in  a  skull. 

And  all  her  love  of  God  a  groundless  daun, 

A  trick  upon  the  canvass,  painted  flame. 

Tell  her  again,  the  sneer  upon  her  fiioe. 

And  all  her  oensuies  of  the  woric  of  grace. 

Are  insincere,  meant  only  to  conceal 

A  dread  she  would  not,  yet  is  fiirc*d  to  fed ; 

That  in  her  heart  the  Christian  she  reveres. 

And  while  she  seems  to  scorn  him,  only  fears. 

A  poet  does  not  work  by  square  or  Ime, 
As  smiths  and  joiners  perrect  a  design ; 
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At  least  we  mocUnu,  our  sttentioii  ks^ 
Beyond  th*  example  of  our  ■res  digreti. 
And  daim  a  ri^t  to  acamper  and  nm  wide, 
Wherever  chance,  avarice,  or  hmey  guide. 
The  World  and  I  fortattoudr  met ; 
I  ow*d  a  trifle,  and  have  paid  the  deht ; 
She  did  me  wrong,  I  reoompens*d  the  deed, 
And,  having  struck  the  halimee,  now  piooeed. 
Perhaps,  however,  as  some  years  have  passed. 
Since  she  and  I  oonvers*d  together  last. 
And  I  have  liv'd  rechise  in  rural  diades. 
Which  seldom  a  distinct  rqport  pervades. 
Great  changes  and  new  nuumers  have  occurred, 
And  blest  reforms,  that  I  have  never  heard. 
And  she  may  now  be  as  discreet  and  wise, 
As  once  absurd  in  all  discerning  eyes. 
Sobriety  perhaps  may  now  be  round. 
Where  (mce  Intoxication  press'd  the  ground ; 
The  subtle  and  injurious  may  be  just. 
And  he  grown  diaste,  that  was  the  daye  of  luiC ; 
Arts  once  esteemed  may  be  with  shame  dismiss'd ; 
Charity  may  relax  the  miser's  fist ; 
The  gamester  may  have  cast  his  cards  away, 
Forgot  to  curse,  and  only  kneel  to  pray. 
It  nu  indeed  been  told  me  (with  what  weight, 
How  credibly,  'tis  hard  for  me  to  state) 
That  fables  old,  that  seem'd  &x[  ever  mute, 
Reviv*d  are  hast*ning  into  fresh  repute. 
And  gods  and  goddesses,  discarded  k»ig 
Like  useless  lumber,  or  a  stroller's  scmg. 
Are  brin^iing  into  vogue  their  heathen  tram, 
And  Jupiter  bids  fair  to  rule  again ; 
That  certain  feasts  are  institutra  now. 
Where  Venus  hears  ^  lover's  tender  vow ; 
That  all  Olympus  through  the  country  roves. 
To  consecrate  our  £«w  remaining  groves. 
And  Echo  learns  politely  to  repeat 
The  praise  of  names  for  ages  obsolete : 
That  having  prov'd  the  weakness,  it  should  seem. 
Of  revelation's  ineffectual  beam» 
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To  bring  &e  pMknu  under  lober  swqr» 
And  give  the  moial  fpnogi  tfaor  pn^wr  play. 
They  mean  to  try  what  may  at  kit  be  done. 
By  stout  substantial  gods  of  wood  and  stone. 
And  whedier  Roman  litci  may  not  produce 
The  virtues  tii  old  Rome  ibr  English  use. 
May  much  suoeess  attend  the  ptoui  pUn» 
May  Meicuiy  once  move  embeUish  man, 
Grace  him  again  with  kng-forgotten  arts, 
Redaim  his  taste,  and  bsiditen  up  his  parts, 
Midce  him  athletic,  as  in  days  of  old, 
Leam'd  at  the  bar,  in  the  palastra  bold. 
Divest  the  longer  sex  of  female  airs, 
And  teach  the  softer  not  to  copy  theiiss 
The  dumge  shall  please,  nor  diall  it  matter  anght 
Who  wwks  the  wonder,  if  it  be  but  wrought 
'Tis  time,  however,  if  the  case  stands  thus. 
For  us  plain  folks,  and  all  who  side  with  us. 
To  bidld  our  altar,  confident  and  bold* 
And  say  as  stem  Elijah  said  of  old. 
The  stnfe  now  stands  upon  a  fidr  award. 
If  l8rael*s  Lord  be  God,  then  serve  the  Lord : 
If  he  be  sQent,  fiutfa  is  aU  a  whim. 
Then  Baal  is  the  God,  and  worship  hun. 
Digressioa  is  so  much  in  modem  use. 
Thought  is  so  rare,  and  fimcy  so  inoftise. 
Some  never  seem  so  wide  of  thebr  intent. 
As  when  returning  to  the  theme  they  meant ; 
As  mendicants,  whose  busmess  is  to  roam. 
Make  ev'ry  parish  but  their  own  their  home. 
Thou^  such  continual  zigzags  in  a  book. 
Such  drunken  reelings  have  an  awkward  look. 
And  I  had  rather  creep  to  what  is  true. 
Than  rove  and  stagger  with  no  mark  in  view ; 
Yet  to  consult  a  little,  seem'd  no  crime. 
The  freakish  himioor  of  the  present  time : 
But  now  to  ffather  up  what  seems  diipersM, 
And  touch  the  subject  I  design'd  at  fost. 
May  prove,  though  much  beade  the  rules  of  art* 
Best  for  the  public,  and  my  wisest  part. 
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And  fint,  let  no  man  duage  me,  <faat  I  mean' 
To  dote  in  saUet  ty*Ty  aodal  tcene^ 
And  give  good  vmofanj  a  iaat^owm, 
As  if  they  met  azottnd  a  fiither's  bier ; 
For  tdl  some  men,  that  pleaimiti  all  their  bent. 
And  lau^ter  all  their  wosk,  ialife  misspent, 
Their  wudem  bunts  into  Ihis  sage  reply, 
Then  mirtfa  m  sin,  and  ire  dioald  mm  ay. 
To  find  the  medium  asks  some  share  or  wit. 
And  therefore  *tis  a  mark  fools  never  hit 
But  though  lif e*s  valley  be  a  vale  of  tears, 
A  brighter  scene  beyond  that  vale  appears. 
Whose  gbry,  with  a  li^t  that  never  &des. 
Shoots  between  scatter*!  rocks  and  op'nin|;  shadeit 
And,  while  it  shows  the  land  the  soiu  desires. 
The  language  of  the  land  she  seeks  insiurea> 
Thus  touchM,  the  tongue  receives  a  saoed  cuie 
Of  an  that  was  absurd,  profime,  impure ; 
Held  within  modest  bounds,  the  tioe  of  qpeech 
Pursues  the  course  that  Truth  and  Nature  teadi; 
No  longer  labours  mereljr  to  produce 
The  pomp  of  sound,  or  tinkle  without  use : 
Where'er  it  winds,  the  salutary  stream, 
Spri^tly  and  firesh,  enriches  ev*iT  theme. 
While  all  the  happy  man  possess^  before. 
The  gift  of  nature,  or  the  classic  store. 
Is  m»le  subservient  to  the  erand  design. 
For  whidi  Heav*n  formed  the  faculty  divine. 
So,  should  an  idiot,  while  at  large  he  strwi. 
Find  the  sweet  lyte,  on  which  an  artist  plays. 
With  rash  and  awkward  force  the  chords  hie  shakdi 
And  grins  with  wonder  at  the  jar  he  makes  ; 
But  let  the  wise  and  well-instructed  hand 
Once  take  the  shell  beneath  his  just  cmnmand. 
In  gentle  sounds  it  seems  as  it  comnlain'd 
Of  me  rude  injuries  it  late  sustained. 
Tin  tun'd  at  length  to  some  immortal  song. 
It  sounds  Jehovah's  name,  and  poun  hb  praise  fkn^ 
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HACKinET^  in  business,  wearied  at  the  oar, 
Whidi  thousands,  once fost diainM  to,  quitno mor^ 
Bat  irliicfa,  when  life  at  ebb  runs  weak  and  low, 
AH  wish,  oar  seem  to  wish,  they  could  forego ; 
The  statesman,  lawyer,  merchant,  man  of  trade. 
Pants  fat  the  reftige  of  some  rural  shade, 
Whoe,  all  his  kmg  anxieties  forsot 
Amid  die  dianns  of  a  seauesterM  spot, 
Or  recollected  only  to  gild  o*er, 
And  add  a  smile  to  what  was  sweet  before. 
He  may  possess  the  joys  he  thinks  he  sees. 
Lay  his  old  age  upon  the  lap  of  Ease, 
Improre  the  remnant  of  his  wasted  span. 
And,  having  livM  a  trifler,  die  a  man. 
Thus  Coosaence  pleads  her  cause  within  the  breast^ 
Though  long  rebdl*d  against,  not  yet  suppressed. 
And  calls  a  creature  formed  fbr  God  alone. 
For  HeavVs  hidi  purposes,  and  not  his  own. 
Calls  him  away  nom  selfish  ends  and  aims. 
Prom  what  debilitates  and  what  inflames. 
Prom  cities  humming  with  a  restless  crowd. 
Sordid  as  active,  ^norant  as  loud. 
Whose  higliest  praise  is  that  they  live  in  vain. 
The  dupes  of  pteasure,  or  the  slaves  of  gain. 
Where  woiks  of  man  are  clustered  dose  around. 
And  works  of  God  are  hardly  to  be  found. 
To  regions  where,  in  suite  of  sin  and  wo. 
Traces  of  Eden  are  still  seoi  bdow. 
Where  mountain,  river,  forest,  fidd,  and  grove, 
Benrind  him  oi  1^  Maker*s  pow'r  and  knre. 
*Tis  wdl  if,  k>ok'd  for  at  so  late  a  day. 
In  the  last  scene  of  siidi  a  sensdess  play, 
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Trae  wisdom  wOl  attend  his  feeble  calSU 
And  grace  his  action  ere  the  curtain  fiilL 
Souls,  that  have  long  despis'd  thdr  heavenly  biitSi, 
Their  wishes  all  impregnated  with  earth. 
For  threescoie  yean  emploT'd  wiA  ceaaefess  car? 
In  catching  smoke  and  feemng  upen.  air. 
Conversant  only  with  the  ways  of  men, 
lUurdy  redeem  the  short  remaining  ten. 
Inveterate  hi^its  choke  th*  unfiuitful  heart. 
Their  fibres  penetrate  its  tend'iest  put. 
And,  draining  its  nutritious  pow'zi  to  fbed 
Their  noxious  growth,  starve  ev'ry  better  see^ 

Happy,  if  ML  of  days-^but  hi^pier  finr. 
If,  ere  we  yet  discern  Hfe's  ev*ning  star. 
Sick  of  the  service  ef  a  woild,  that  fseds 
Its  patient  drudges  with  dry  chaff  and  weeds, 
We  can  escape  m>m  Custom's  idiot  sway. 
To  serve  the  Sovereign  we  were  bom  t*  obey. 
Then  swee^  to  muse  upon  his  skfll  di^ilay'd 
(Infinite  skill)  in  all  that  he  has  made  1 
To  trace  in  Nature's  most  minute  design 
The  ngnature  and  stan^  of  pow'r  divine. 
Contrivance  intricate,  expressed  with  ease. 
Where  luiassistcd  sight  no  beauty  aeet. 
The  shapely  limb  and  lubricated  joint 
Within  the  small  dimensioDS  of  a  point. 
Muscle  and  nerve  miraculously  spun. 
His  mi^ty  wcHdc,  who  ^eaks,  and  it  is  done, 
Th'  invisibjb  in  things  scarce  seen  reveal*d. 
To  whom  an  atom  is  an  ample  field ; 
To  wonder  at  a  thousand  insect  forms. 
These  hatph'd,  and  those  resuscitated  worms. 
New  life  ordain'd  and  bri^ter  scenes  to  diare. 
Once  prone  on  earth,  now  buoyant  iqaon  air. 
Whose  shape  wouldmakethem,hadthOT'bulkaBd«iKe^ 
More  hideous  foes  than  &DCf  can  devise ; 
With  helmed  heeds  and  dragon-scales  adoin'<l. 
The  mighty  mvriads  now  secure^  soom'd. 
Would  mock  the  majesty  of  man^  high  feutih. 
Despise  his  buhrarlB^  and  wipioiile  eaitfa. 
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Then  with  a  ^onee  oihaaty  to  toifey. 

Far  as  the  faculty  tm  atteteh  awaj, 

Ten  thousand  livtts  poorM  al  hk  ctnhmand 

FioBi  ums,  that  Mvef  ftil,  HiiMgfa  ev'iy  land ; 

Theaa  Uke  a  dehige  with  impetuous  ibice. 

Those  winding  modtttly  a  suent  oonne ; 

The  doud-suxmounting  A]ps»  the  fhiitl^  Tdes ; 

Seas,  on  which  ev*iy  natkm  spieads  her  sails ; 

The  sun,  a  wodd  wnenee  ocher  worlds  drink  light. 

The  cxesemt  hmmi,  the  diadem  of  ttig^t ; 

Stars  countless^  «b^  in  his  a|ipomted  place, 

Fast  ancfa0r*d  in  the  deep  abyss  of  9pBce^ 

At  such  a  sa(jt»  to  catch  the  poet's  flame, 

And  with  a  rapture  like  his  own  exehdm. 

These  ane  thy  gloriouA  wodn,  thou  Soured  of  Good, 

How  dimly  seen,  how  fiutatly  understood ! 

Thine,  and  uphdd  by  Ay  palenial  care. 

This  unhrecBfll  frame,  thus  wondrous  fair ; 

Thy  pow*c  divine,  and  bounty  beyond  thou^t, 

Adiord  and  prais'd  in  all  that  thou  hast  wrou^t. 

Absorb'd  in  thit  immenaty  I  see, 

I  shrink  abas*d,  and  yet  amire  to  thee ; 

Instruct  me,  guide  me  to  that  heav^y  day, 

Thy  words  more  okaily  dum  thy  works  display, 

That,  while  thy  tnuhs  my  grossef  thoughts  reftne, 

I  may  resemble  Ihee,  and  call  thee  mine. 

O  blest  profiekncy !  tfEBpaasiflg  all, 
Tliat  men  taboneoudiy  thdr  glory  caH^ 
The  reoonipense  that  arts  or  arras  can  yidd. 
The  bar,  the  sanate^  or  the  t^ted  fidd. 
Compared  with  this  subUmest  life  below. 
Ye  kmgs  ahd  imkn^  iHiat  have  eoarts  to  show  ? 
Thus  studifli,  us*d  and  conseerated  thus, 
Whateyer  is,  seems  forai'd  indeed  for  us : 
Not  as  the  i^ythhig  of  a  froward  child. 
Fretful  unless  diverted  and  begnilM, 
Mudi  less  to  feed  imd  &n  the  fattd  fires 
Of  pride,  ambiliati,  or  impure  desires, 
But  as  a  scale,  by  whidi  the  soul  ascends 
From  vt^ffity  means  to  mere  important  ends, 
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Securely,  tfaoufl^  by  tttfti  Imtxag^  twd, 
Moonfei  firam  inferior  bongs  up  to  God, 
And  tees,  by  no  faUaeious  light  as  dim. 
Earth  made  finr  vaatk,  and  man  himself  fbi  him. 
Kot  that  I  mean  t'  improve,  or  would  enfinoe, 
A  superstitious  and  monastic  ooorse : 
Truth isnot local,  God  alike  pervades 
And  fills  the  world  of  traffic  and  tba  shades. 
And  may  be  feax*d  amid  the  busiest  scenes. 
Or  8com*d  when  business  never  intervenes. 
But  'tis  not  easy  with  a  mind  like  ouzs. 
Conscious  of  weakness  in  its  noblest  powers. 
And  in  a  world  where,  other  ills  apart, 
The  roving  eye  misleads  the  careless  heart. 
To  limit  Thought,  by  nature  prone  to  stray 
Wherever  fiwJdsh  Fancy  pcrints  the  way ; 
To  bid  the  pleadings  of  Self-love  be  still, 
Reagn  our  own  and  seek  our  Maker*s  will ; 
To  spread  the  page  of  Scripture,  and  compare 
Our  conduct  with  the  laws  engraven  there  ; 
To  measure  all  that  passes  in  the  breast. 
Faithfully,  &irly,  by  that  sacred  test ; 
To  dive  mto  the  secret  deeps  within. 
To  spare  no  passion  and  no  favorite  sin. 
And  search  the  themes,  important  above  all. 
Ourselves,  and  our  recovery  ficom  our  hSL 
But  leisure,  silence,  and  a  mind  rdeas'd 
From  anxious  thoughts  how  wealth  may  be  increased. 
How  to  secure,  m  some  propitious  hour. 
The  point  of  mt'rest,  or  the  post  of  pow'r, 
A  soul  serene,  and  equally  retir*d 
From  objects  too  much  dreaded  or  desir'd. 
Safe  from  the  ckunours  of  perverse  dispute. 
At  least  are  friendly  to  the  great  pursuit.  • 

Opening  the  map  of  God's  extensive  plan. 
We  find  a  litde  isle,  this  life  of  man  ; 
Eternity's  unknown  expanse  appears 
Circling  around  and  limiting  his  years. 
The  busy  race  examine  and  explore 
Each  creek  and  cavern  of  the  dang'rous  shwe. 
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With  cmre  dfflect  #litit  in  dieir  efen  ektids, 
Some  thmmg  pebUes,  add  some  weeds  and  thdls  ; 
ThuB  laden,  dream  ibtX  they  axe  ildi  and  great. 
And  hi^ieet  he  that  groans  beneatfi  his  ireS^t 
The  iraves  •'eartAke  them  in  their  serious  play. 
And  ev'rj  hour  sweep  multitudes  awi^ ; 
They  shriek  and  sink,  sunrivors  ttiat  and  weep, 
Puxsiie  tibiir  sport,  and  follow  to  the  deep. 
Jl  bbw  ntsake  the  throng ;  widi  Mud  ejres 
Ask  wealth  of  Heav^,  and  gain  a  real  prize, 
Truth,  wisdom,  grace,  and  peace  like  mat  above, 
Seal*d  with  his  signet  whom  they  serve  and  lore ; 
Soom*d  by  the  rest,  widi  patient  hope  Ihey  wait 
A  kind  ruease  from  thek  unperfect  state. 
And  unregretted  are  soon  snatdi*d  away 
From  scenes  of  sorrow  into  glorious  day. 

Nor  these  alone  prefer  a  hfe  reduse. 
Who  seek  retirement  for  its  proper  use ; 
The  lore  of  change,  Aat  lites  in  eT*ry  breast. 
Genius  and  temper,  and  desire  <rf  rest. 
Discordant  motives  in  one  centre  meet. 
And  each  inclines  its  votary  to  retreat 
Some  minds  by  nfttnre  are  averse  to  noise. 
And  hate  the  tumult  half  ike  world  enjoys. 
The  lure  of  av*]4ce,  or  the  pompous  pnze. 
That  courts  disnlay  before  ambitious  eyes ; 
The  fruits  that  hang  on  fdeasure's  flow'ry  stem, 
Whate*er  enchants  them,  are  no  snares  to  them. 
To  them  ^e  deep  recess  of  dusky  groves. 
Or  forest,  where  the  deer  securely  roves. 
The  £eJ1  of  waters,  and  the  song  of  bhrds. 
And  hills  that  echo  to  the  distmt  herds. 
Are  luxuries  cseeOing  all  ibe  g^are 
The  world  can  boast,  and  her  chief  favorites  share. 
With  eager  step,  and  carelessly  ttrray*d. 
For  such  a  cause  tfie  poet  seeks  the  diade. 
From  all  he  sees  he  catdies  new  delist, 
Pleas*d  Fancy  daps  her  pinions  at  the  sight. 
The  risins  or  the  setthig  orb  of  day. 
The  douds  that  fllt|  or  dowly  float  away. 
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Nature  in  all  the  'various  shapes  she  wean, 
Fiowimig  in  storms,  or  breathing  gentle  airs ; 
Tlie  snowy  lobe  her  wintry  state  assumes. 
Her  summer  heats,  her  fruits,  and  her  pofumes ; 
AU,  all  alike  transport  the  glowing  baro. 
Success  in  rhyme  his  glory  and  reward. 
O  Nature !  whose  Elysian  scenes  disclose 
His  bright  perfections,  at  whose  word  they  rose. 
Next  to  that  pow*r,  who  fimnM  thee  and  sustains. 
Be  thou  the  great  inspirer  <^  my  strains. 
Still,  as  I  touish  the  lyre,  do  thou  expand 
Thy  genuine  charms,  and  guide  an  artless  hand. 
That  I  may  catch  a  fire  but  rarely  known. 
Give  uBdm  light,  though  I  should  miss  renown. 
And,  poring  on  thj  page,  whose  ev*ry  line 
Beats  proofs  of  an  mtel^gence  diyine. 
May  teel  a  heart  enrich'd  by  what  it  pays. 
That  builds  its  glory  on  its  Maker*s  praise. 
Wo  to  the  man,  whose  wit  disdaims  its  use, 
Glitt*ring  in  vain,  or  only  to  seduce. 
Who  studies  nature  with  a  wanton  eye. 
Admires  the  work,  but  slips  the  lesson  by ; 
His  hours  of  leisure  and  recess  emplojrs 
In  drawing  pictures  of.  forbidden  jojrs. 
Retires  to  blazon  his  own  worthless  name. 
Or  shoot  the  careless  with  a  surer  aim. 

The  lover  too  shuns  business  and  alarms. 
Tender  idolater  of  absent  charms. 
Saints  offer  nothing  in  their  warmest  pray*rs. 
That  he  devotes  not  with  a  zeal  like  weirs ; 
Tis  consecration  of  his  heart,  ^oul,  tone. 
And  ev'rv  thought  that  wanders  is  a  crime. 
In  sig^  he  woraiips  his  supremely  fair. 
And  weeps  a  sad  libation  in  de^Mur ; 
Adores  a  creature,  and,  devout  m  vain. 
Wins  in  return  an  answer  of  disdain. 
As  woodbine  weds  the  plant  within  her  reach. 
Rough  elm,  or  smooth-grain'd  adi,  or  glossy  beech. 
In  spiral  rings  ascends  Sie  trunk,  and  lays 
Her  golden  tassels  on  the  leafy  sprays. 
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But  does  a  miiduaf  while  8b«  lends  ft  fipmoey 
Straifning  its  growth  by  such  a  striet  embnice )  ' 
So  love,  that  clings  around  the  noblest  minds* 
Forbids  th*  advancement  of  the  soul  he  hinds  r 
The  suitor's  air  indeed  he  soon  improves. 
And  forms  it  to  the  taste  of  her  he  loves. 
Teaches  his  eyes  a  language,  and  no  less 
Refines  his  speech,  and  ^a^iions  his  address ; 
But  farewell  promises  of  h^pier  fruits. 
Manly  designs,  and  leanung*s  grave  punuiti : 
Girt  with  a  diain  he  cannot  wish  to  fareak. 
His  only  bliss  is  sorrow  for  her  sake ; 
Who  will  may  pant  for  ^ry,  and  excel. 
Her  smile  his  aim,  all  higher  aims  fiureweU ! 
Thyrsis,  Alexis,  or  whatever  name 
May  least  offend  against  so  pure  a  flame. 
Though  sage  advice  of  fiiends  the  most  sincere 
Sounds  hanhly  in  so  delicate  an  ear. 
And  lovers,  of  all  creatures,  tame  or  wild. 
Can  least  brook  management,  however  mild ; 
Yet  let  a  poet  (poetry  disarms 
The  fiercest  anunals  with  ma^  dbaims)  , 
Risk  an  intrusion  on  thy  pensive  mood. 
And  woo  and  win  thee  to  thy  proper  good. 
Pastoral  images  and  still  retreats. 
Umbrageous  walks  and  solitary  seats. 
Sweet  birds  in  concert  with  hazm<niious  streams, 
Sof^  airs,  nocturnal  vigils,  and  day  dreams. 
Are  all  enchantments  in  a  case  like  thine. 
Conspire  against  thy  peace  with  one  desi|pi. 
Sooth  thee  to  nuke  thee  but  a  surer  prey. 
And  feed  the  fire  that  wastes  thy  pow'rs  away. 
Up— God  has  fbrm*d  thee  with  a  wiser  view, 
Not  to  be  led  in  chains,  but  to  subdue; 
Calls  thee  to  cope  with  enemies,  and  fint 
Points  out  a  conflict  with  thyself,  the  worst 
Woman  indeed,  a  gift  he  would  bestow 
When  he  designed  a  Paradise  below. 
The  richest  earthly  boon  his  hands  afford, 
Deserves  to  be  belov'd,  but  not  ador*d. 
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*l«  to  molest,  or  irritate,  acn^ 

And  ^^^rf?'^  <tf  *«  fe'to'd  part. 
eS^iSSv"'^  «'»°^  dude  the  d^t, 

Not  <Zl7^.^  pieceptK*  Nature  weds, 

WmiS  Si,"""  1^  f-ded  eye. 

No cmefcl -  i.**?f  •  "onnded spirit feeU, 

Aad  wU?*'J?l  God,  who  mike,  them,  heals. 

To  ther.i!.T^' "^  l™*  •>»  ehart'niijg  hand. 

The  i^Sf  "T^"™*' "*«>>«  l""*"  of  "W"' 
The  ^;ir  "^  "^  resplendent  moon, 
Seon^ijT'  "P^U'd  o'er  the  vault  of  night. 
Shin*  n^  oeMoidinK  in  a  Aow'r  of  light, 
Ctwi^  1?^  "dJated  duneT 
""*»»  the  medium  of  a  doud  like  thine : 
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Post  BMMiy  §9Katf  to  miMpe  acore  wccsitSf 
CoUeet  die  MMter'd  trutihB  that  stndy  g^ans, 
Mix  with  the  worid^  but  wiik  its  wiser  part, 
Ko  Umger  olve  an  image  all  tliine  heart ; 
Its  empire  is  not  hen,  nor  ia  it  thine, 
'Tis  God*s  just  chum,  prerogatire  divine. 

Virtuous  and  Mthfiil  HSBS&Dfiir,  whose  skill 
Attempt  no  task  it  eannot  wdl  fulfil. 
Gives  melandu^y  up  to  Naitute's  eete. 
And  sends  the  patient  into  purer  air^ 
Look  whero  he  oomes^in  this  emhow Vd  alcove 
Stand  dose  coneeal'd^  and  see  a  statue  more : 
Lips  busy,  and  eves  &i'd>  fbot  faUing  dow, 
Anns  hanghig  1^3^  dowh,  hands  dasp'd  below, 
Interpret  to  the  marking  eje  distress. 
Such  as  its  symptoms  can  alone  express. 
That  tongu*  is  silent  now )  that  silent  tongue 
Could  argue  once,  couM  jcat  or  join  the  song, 
Could  give  advied,  oofdd  cenanre  or  commend, 
Or  duam  the  Mrrows  of  a  droopmg  fiaend. 
Renounc*d  alike  its  office  and  its  sprat, 
Its  brisker  and  its  grav«r  sfoains  mil  Aott ; 
Both  fiul  beneath  a  fever's  secret  sway. 
And  like  a  summer  brook  are  past  away* 
This  is  a  si^t  for  Pity  to  peAise, 
Till  she  resemble  fidntly  wnat  she  views. 
Till  Sympathy  contract  a  kindred  pain, 
Pierc'd  with  ttie  woes  that  she  laments  in  vain. 
This,  of  all  maladies  that  man  infest. 
Claims  most  compasdon,  and  receives  the  least : 
Job  fdt  it,  when  ne  gman'd  beneadi  the  rod 
And  the  batb'd  arrows  of  a  ftownhig  God ; 
And  such  emollients  as  his  Mends  oould  spare. 
Friends  such  as  his  for  modem  Jobs  pieparek 
Blest,  rather  cttist,  with  hearts  that  never  ibd, 
Kc^t  snug  in  cadcets  of  dose-hammer*d  sted. 
With  mouths  made  only  to  grin  wide  and  eat. 
And  minds,  that  deem  derided  pain  a  treat. 
With  limbs  of  British  oak,  and  nerves  of  wire, 
And  wit  that  puppel-prompters  might  inflpae^ 
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Their  80v*rdga  nottram  k  a  dnmsj  joke 

On  pangs  eiwMre*d  with  God*8  aewtett  ttroke^ 

But  wim  a  soul,  that  ever  fdt  the  itiiig 

Of  sorrow,  sonow  is  a  saored  thing : 

Not  to  midlest,  or  irritate,  or  raise 

A  Isug^  at  his  eiq»ense,  is  slender  praise ; 

He,  that  has  not  usurped  the  name  of  man. 

Does  all,  and  deems  too  little,  all  he  can, 

T*  assuage  the  throblmigs  of  the  £nter*d  part. 

And  staunch  the  hleedingg  of  a  broken  hourt. 

'Tis  not,  as  heads  that  never  ache  suppose, 

Forg'ry  of  fiuicy,  and  a  dream  of  woes ; 

Man  is  a  harp,  whose  chords  dude  the  tight. 

Each  yielding  harmony  disposed  siidit ; 

The  screws  revers'd  (a  task  which,  if  he  pletse, 

God  in  a  moment  executes  with  ease). 

Ten  thousand  thousand  strings  at  once  go  loose. 

Lost,  till  he  tune  them,  all  (heir  pow*r  and  use. 

Then  neither  heathy  w^ds,  nor  scenes  as  fair 

As  ever  recom^ns'd  the  peasant's  care, 

Nor  soft  declivities  with  tufted  hills. 

Nor  view  of  waters  turning  busy  mOls, 

Parks  in  which  Art  preceptress  Nature  weds. 

Nor  gardens  interspersed  with  flowery  beds. 

Nor  gales,  that  catch  the  scent  of  blooming  groves* 

And  waft  it  to  the  mourner  as  he  roves* 

Can  call  up  life  into  his  faded  eye. 

That  passes  all  he  sees  unheeded  by ; 

No  wounds  like  those  a  wounded  spirit  feds. 

No  cure  for  such,  till  God,  who  makes  them,  heals. 

And  Uiou,  sad  suiflTrer  under  nameless  iU, 

That  yields  not  to  the  toudi  of  human  sidll. 

Improve  the  kind  occasion,  understand 

A  Father's  ftown,  and  kiss  his  chastening  hand. 

To  thee  the  dayspring,  and  the  blaze  of  noon. 

The  purple  eviiing  and  resplendent  moon. 

The  stars,  that,  q[ffinkl'd  o'er  the  vault  of  night. 

Seem  drops  descending  in  a  show'r  of  light. 

Shine  not,  or  undesir'd  and  hated  shine. 

Seen  throu£^  the  medium  of  a  doud  like  thine : 
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Yet  weik  Unit  in  ns  fkfoor  fife  is  wtOnf 
AH  bliss  beside  a  shsdoiffir  a  sound  s 
Then  heay*n,  edipsM  so  long,  and  this  doll  esith^ 
Shan  seem  to  start  into  a  second  bitHi  i 
Nature,  assuming  a  more  lovely  £emx, 
Borr*wing  a  beauty  ftom  the  1^rks  of  grttee, 
Shan  be  despis'd  and  orerlookM  no  mote, 
Shan  fin  thee  with  deH^  unftlt  belbre. 
Impart  to  things  inanimate  a  Toioe, 
And  bid  her  mountains  and  her  hiUs  rejoice ; 
The  sound  riiaU  run  idong  the  winding  rales, 
And  thou  cnjor  an  Eden  ere  it  fink. 

Ye  grores  (the  statesman  at  his  desk  exdaima. 
Sick  oTa  thousand  disappointed  alms), 
My  patrimonial  treasure  and  my  pricb. 
Beneath  your  shades  your  gray  possessor  hkle, 
Receiye  me  languiriung  for  mat  repose 
The  servant  of  me  pulmc  never  lmow$. 
Ye  saw  me  once  (fin,  those  r^;retted  days. 
When  boyish  innocence  was  all  my  praue  f) 
Hour  after  hour  ddkhtMy  allot 
To  studies  then  fknmar,  since  A>igot, 
And  cdhivate  a  taste  for  ancient  song. 
Catching  its  ardour  as  I  mus*d  along ; 
lior  sddom,  as  urupidons  Heav'n  mi^^t  send^ 
What  once  I  Tahi*d  and  could  boast,  a  ftiend. 
Were  witnesses  how  oordiaUy  I  press'd 
His  undissembling  virtue  to  my  nreast ; 
Receive  me  now,  not  incorrupt  as  then. 
Nor  gttfltless  of  corrupting  omer  men. 
But  versM  in  arts,  diat,  while  they  seem  to  stay 
A  falling  empire,  hasten  its  decay. 
To  the  ftir  haven  of  my  native  home, 
The  wreck  of  what  I  was,  fiitigued  I  oome ; 
For  once  I  can  approve  the  pamot's  voice. 
And  make  the  course  he  recommends  my  dioice  s 
We  meet  at  last  in  one  sincere  desire. 
His  wish  and  mine  both  prompt  me  to  retire. 
'Tis  done— he  steps  into  the  wekome  diaise. 
Lolls  at  his  ease  behind  ftar  handaoitte  boys. 
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That  whiil  sinqr  Am  tamni  «4  (MMb 

The  dueneorabflr'd  AUm  of  the  slut*. 

Ask  not  iSm  hgy^  vho,  vbm  the  hiwoe  of  morn 

First  8ha]ca  Ilia  glkl*mi(  diopB  fiom  ev'zy  thoni. 

Unfolds  hii  flock,  tbcn  luite  hank  or  Iniah 

Sits  linking  cbflfij-sloiiss,  or  platting  mah* 

How  fior  is  Fieedoim  ?-^  was  always  ftee : 

To  csunre  his  nistie  Bamo  ufnn  a  tr«e. 

To  snare  the  mok,  <»  with  itt^ftshion'd  hook 

To  draw  th'  huaHitioiis  mmnow  £rom  ^e  biecA» 

Are  life*s  pome  ploasurot  in  his  fimple  view. 

His  flock  the  chief  e(m»osm  he  ever  knew ; 

She  shines  but  litds  in  his  heedless  eyes* 

The  good  we  never  miss  we  ranly  pme: 

But  ask  the  noUe  dmdge  in  state  affidis, 

Escap'd  from  efibe  and  its  otmstant  carps. 

What  diaons  he  aset  hi  Fieeddn's  smile  ezpresi'd. 

In  Freedom  lei^ so knp,  now  repossew'd; 

The  tongue,  whese  Krsms  were  cyt  aaoommands, 

Rever*d  at  honie»  and  fidt  in  ftreign  lands, 

Shan  own  ilsdf  a  stamm'tec  in  that  cause. 

Or  plead  its  sHoDce  as  its  best  apphmsfii 

He  Knows  indeed  that  whetiber  £eB8*d  or  nkle, 

Wild  without  art  or  aniiUy  subdued, 

Natore  in  ev'ry  fim  inspisea  ddight, 

But  never  mau*d  her  with  so  just  a  si|^ 

Her  hedge-sow  diruba,  a  vaat^ated  store. 

With  woodbine  and  wild  roses  mantled  o*er, 

Greenba]k8andiinMw'dlands,thestream,that  spreads 

Its  ceoliitt  viqpour  o*er  the  drry  meads. 

Downs,  that  abnost  e8eiq;ie  th*  inquiring  qre, 

That  melt  and  fiule  into  the  distant  dcr. 

Beauties  he  lattly  abated  as  he  paaB*d» 

Seem  afl  created  dnce  he  travell'd  last 

Master  of  all  th'  ci^ymenls  he  designed. 

No  loug^  annovance  rankling  in  hk  mind. 

What  ^attr  phalosophie  boms  he  kocps. 

How  regular  his  meals,  how  so«nd  he  deeps  1 

Not  soimder  he,  that  on  the  mainmast  head* 

While  morning  kindles  widi  a  windy  red* 
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BCj^llf  E  IMR  MMMNtt  finr^BrtfliiC  liMy 
Nor  quits  tiu  ev'Miig  watch  hk  gkldy  stand, 
Then  swift  deseendirig  wkh  a  seaman^  haste, 
Slips  to  his  hammock,  and  ibvgets  the  blast 
He  chooses  eompatif,  hut  not  the  squire's. 
Whose  wit  is  rudeness,  whose  good-breeding  tires; 
Nor  yet  tfie  penen*s,  who  woiud  gladly  come, 
Obsequious  when  abroad,  though  proud  at  home; 
Nor  can  he  much  affect  die  ne^^*ring  peer. 
Whose  iae  of  enralation  treads  too  near ; 
But  wisely  sedcs  a  more  oon?enient  friend. 
With  whom,  dismisfling  forms,  he  may  unbend ! 
A  man,  whom  marks  of  condescending  grace 
Teach,  while  they  flatter  him,  his  proper  place ; 
Who  comes  when  called,  and  at  a  wora  wnhdiaws, 
Speaks  with  reserve,  and  listens  with  apphnue ; 
Some  plain  medianic,  who,  without  pretence 
To  birth  or  wit,  nor  gives  nor  takes  oflfence ; 
On  whom  he  rests  wdl-pleasM  his  weary  pow*n, 
And  talks  and  Itn^  away  his  vacant  hours. 
The  tide  of  life,  sinft  alwiq^  in  its  course, 
May  run  in  cities  with  a  biidcer  fbroe. 
But  no  where  with  a  current  so  serene. 
Or  half  80  dear,  as  in  the  nsal  seene. 
Yet  how  fiilladous  is  all  earthly  bliss. 
What  obvious  truths  the  wisest  heads  may  miss ; 
Some  pleasures  live  a  month,  and  some  a  yesr, 
But  short  the  date  of  all  we  gather  here ; 
Ko  lumpiness  is  felt,  except  tiie  true. 
That  does  not  charm  the  more  ibr  being  new. 
This  observation,  as  it  chanc*d,  not  made. 
Or,  if  the  thought  oocurr*d,  not  duly  weigh'd. 
He  sighs — ^for  after  all  by  slow  desrees 
The  spot  he  lov*d  has  kst  the  pow^  to  jdsase; 
To  cross  his  ambling  pony  day  by  day. 
Seems  at  the  best  but  dreaming  me  away ; 
The  prospect,  sudi  as  might  enchant  deqpair. 
He  views  it  not,  or  sees  no  beauty  there ; 
With  aching  hnrt,  and  discontented  looks. 
Returns  at  noon  to  billiards  or  to  books. 
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But  feels,  wi4hmmm  «^  ^  AM  jor», 
A  teem  tbint  ff  M4  vmwm'd  empkft* 
He  cbi4««  the  taiduie^B  ^  ev*iy  pofW 
Pl^lt8  to  be  tola  9fb«ttleft  woo  «r  loft. 
Blames  his  ow»  iiMlolflOfi>>  obsenres*  thwigh  bile, 
'Tis  crinmuil  to  bmvQ  a  Molqiig  stftte« 
Flies  to  the  limrae*  Qnd,  j-ecciT*d  with  ff$m» 
Kneds,  losses  hands,  and  shines  agvin  in  ptef^ei 

Suburban  villas,  highway-side  NtnMitf« 
That  diead  tb*  enczoachmeBt  of  out  gmwiag  stseem 
Tight  boxes  neati^  saah*d,  and  io  a  blasse 
With  all  a  Jii]^  sun's  coUeeted  wy9t 
DeHght  the  citizen^  wbo^  gwpiiiig  then. 
Breathes  clouds  of  dust,  and  caUs  it  eountiy  aif  • 
0  sweet  retirement,  who  would  balk  ths  thought. 
That  could  affixd  jretireqAeiUft  or  oould  sot  d 
lis  such  an  easy  whUe,  so  smooth  and  straight. 
The  sesood  milestone  ftonts  the  garden  gale; 
A  8tn»  if  fair,  and,  if  a  sbow'r  appwocb. 
You  find  pa&  shelter  in  the  next  stage-coach* 
There,  pnson'd  in  a  parloui  snug  and  small, 
Like  bottled  was^  iqxm  a  southern  wall. 
The  man  of  business  and  his  friends  ooo^ress'd 
Forget  their  labouis,  and  yet  find  no  rest  9 
But  still  'tis  ruzal->-4rees  an  to  be  saen 
From  a? *|T  window,  and  the  fields  are  gietn  1 
Ducks  paddle  in  the  pond  before  the  doer. 
And  what  coidd  a  remoter  scene  show  mora ! 
A  sense  of  eleganee  we  rasely  find 
The  portion  of  a  mean  or  vidgar  mind* 
And  Ignorance  of  better  thinga  makes  man, 
Who  cannot  much,  r^oice  in  what  he  can ; 
And  he,  that  deems  his  leisure  well  bestowM 
In  contemnlatiQn  of  a  tumpike^road. 
Is  occupied  ^  well,  employs  hie  hours 
As  wisely,  and  as  mu^  hoo^tioves  his  pow'ss, 
As  he,  that  slumbers  in  pavilions  mrac  d 
With  all  the  charms  of  an  aecomplish'd  taste. 
Yet  hence,  alas  !  insolvencies ;  and  hence 
Th'  unpitied  vietim  of  ill-judg*d  eicpensc. 
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From  an  his  wearisome  engagements  freed, 
Shakes  hands  with  business,  and  xetiies  indeed. 

Your  prudent  grand-mammas,  ye  modem  belles. 
Content  with  Bristol.  Bath,  and  Tunbridge-weDs, 
When  health  requir*d  it  would  consent  to  roam. 
Else  more  attached  to  pleasures  found  at  home. 
But  now  alike,  gay  widow,  virgin,  wife. 
Ingenious  to  ^verafy  dull  lifb. 
In  coaches,  chaises,  caravans,  and  hqjrs. 
Fly  to  the  coast  for  daily,  nightly  J03r8 ; 
And  all,  impatient  of  dry  lam,  agree 
With  one  consent  to  rusn  into  the  sea— 
Ocean  exhibits,  fothomless  and  broad. 
Much  of  the  pow*r  and  majesty  of  God. 
He  swathes  about  the  swelUng  of  the  deep. 
That  shines  and  rests,  as  infonts  smile  and  sleep; 
Vast  as  it  is,  it  answers  as  it  flows 
The  breathings  of  the  lightest  air  that  blows; 
Curling  and  whit*ning  over  all  the  waste. 
The  rising  waves  obey  th*  increasing  blast. 
Abrupt  and  horrid  as  the  tempest  roars. 
Thunder  and  flash  upon  the  stedfost  shores, 
TiU  he,  that  rides  the  whnlwind,  checks  the  rein, 
Then  all  the  world  of  waters  sle^  again. — 
Nereids  or  Dryads,  as  the  fashion  leads. 
Now  in  the  floods,  now  panting  in  the  meads, 
Vot'ries  of  Pleasure  still,  where'er  she  dweDs, 
Near  barren  rocks,  in  palaces,  or  ceDs, 
O  grant  a  poet  leave  to  recommend 
(A  poet  fond  of  Nature,  and  your  friend) 
Her  slighted  works  to  your  anmiring  view ; 
Her  works  must  needs  excel,  who  fashion'd  you. 
Would  ye,  when  rambling  in  your  morning  ride, 
With  some  unmeaning  coxcomb  at  your  side. 
Condemn  the  prattler  for  his  idle  pams. 
To  waste  unheard  the  music  of  his  strains. 
And,  deaf  to  all  th*  impertinence  of  tongue. 
That,  idiile  it  courts,  aflronts  and  does  you  wrong, 
Mark  well  the  finish'd  plan  without  a  foult. 
The  seas  gbbose  and  huge,  th'  o'erardung  vault, 
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Earth's  miHinnn  daily  fed,  a  woiild  employed 

In  gath'xing  plenty  yet  to  be  enjoy'd, 

Till,  gradtude  grew  vocal  in  the  prai/se 

Of  God,  bene£ent  in  all  his  w^s ; 

Grac'd  with  such  wisdom,  how  would  beauty  sliine ! 

Ye  want  but  that  to  seem  indeed  divine. 

Anticipated  rents,  and  bills  unpaid. 
Force  many  a  shining  youth  into  the  shade, 
Not  to  redeem  his  time,  but  his  estate. 
And  play  the  fod,  but  at  a  cheaper  rate. 
There,  hid  in  loathed  obscurity,  removM 
From  pleasures  left,  but  never  more  belovM, 
He  just  endures,  and  with  a  sickly  spleen 
Sig^  o'er  the  beauties  of  the  charming  scene. 
Nature  indeed  looks  prettily  in  rhjme ; 
Streams  tinkle  sweetly  in  poetic  chime : 
The  warblings  of  the  blackbird,  dear  and  strong, 
Are  musical  enough  in  Thomson's  song ; 
And  Cobham*s  groves,  and  Windsor's  green  retreats. 
When  Pope  desoibes  them,  have  a  thousand  sweets ; 
He  likes  the  country,  but  in  truth  must  own 
Most  likes  it,  when  he  studies  it  in  town. 

Poor  Jack-.-no  matter  who — for  when  I  blame 
I  |»tY,  and  must  therefore  sink  the  name, 
Liv'd  in  his  saddle,  lov'd  the  chase,  the  course. 
And  always,  ere  he  mounted,  kiss'd  his  horse. 
Th'  estate,  his  sires  had  own'd  in  ancient  yeais. 
Was  quickly  distanced,  match'd  affainst  a  peer's. 
Jack  vanish'd,  was  resetted  and  toigot ; 
Tis  wild  good-nature's  never-fiuling  lot 
At  length,  when  all  had  long  suppos'd  him  dead. 
By  cold  submersion,  razor,  rope,  ot  lead. 
My  lord,  alighting  at  his  usual  place. 
The  Crown,  took  notice  of  an  ostler's  dace* 
Jack  knew  his  friend,  but  hop'd  in  that  di^uise 
He  mis^t  escape  the  most  observing  eyes. 
And  whistling,  as  if  unooncem'd  and  gay. 
Curried  his  nag,  and  look'd  another  way. 
Convinc'd  at  last,  upon  a  nearer  view, 
'Twas  he,  the  same,  the  very  Jack  he  knew^ 
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He  pressed  him  mnch  to  quit  hit  base  esufHuf ; 
His  oountenailoe,  his  puzse,  his  heatt,  his  httid. 
Influence  and  poVr*  wen  a&  at  his  oommand: 
Peers  aie  not  ahrays  ^en*nnis  as  weU<4n«U 
But  Granhy  was,  meant  truly  what  he  saicL 
Jade  bow'cU  andwaBOblic'd'>-oonfe8B'd  'twas  sttai^e, 
That  so  retirM  he  should  not  wiib  a  ehange» 
But  knew  no  medium  between  guzzling  beer. 
And  his  old  stint— 4)iree  UKNisand  pounds  a^^ycav. 

Thus  some  retire  to  nourish  hcpdess  wo; 
Some  seddng  ha^qiiness  not  found  below ; 
Some  to  coini^y  wHh  humour,  and  a  nmid 
To  social  scenes  by  nature  disbdinM ; 
Some  swajr'd  l^  fashion,  some  l^  deep  disgust  i 
Some  self-impoV'ridi^d,  and  because  they  must; 
But  fiew,  that  court  Retirement,  are  aware 
Of  half  the  toils  they  must  encounter  there. 

Lucrative  offices  are  seldom  lost 
For  want  of  pow'rs  pn^Kirtion*d  to  the  post : 
Give  e*en  a  dunce  th*  emptoyment  he  desires. 
And  he  soon  finds  the  talents  it  requires ; 
A  business  with  an  income  at  its  heeb 
Furnishes  always  oil  ibr  its  own  wheels. 
But  in  his  arduous  enterprne  to  dose 
His  active  yean  with  inddle&t  repose. 
He  finds  the  labouts  of  that  state  exceed 
His  utmost  fiKUkies,  severe  indeed. 
'Tis  easy  to  resign  a  tmlsome  nUce^ 
But  not  to  manage  leisure  witn  a  grace  $ 
Absence  of  ooeu^rtion  is  not  rest, 
A  mind  quite  vacant  is  a  mind  disti«ss*d. 
The  vet'ran  staed,  es^cus'd  ^s  task  at  length. 
In  kind  compassion  of  his  felling  strength. 
And  tum*d  into  the  park  or  mewi  to  graze. 
Exempt  ham  fritiare  service  afl  his  days, 
There  feds  a  pleasure  perfect  in  its  kind. 
Ranges  at  libttty,  and  snufls  the  Wind : 
But  when  his  lead  would  quit  the  busy  nMid, 
To  taste  a  joy  like  tint  he  has  bestowed. 
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He  proves,  lets  hmj  thiui  his  hmm*d  bnicc, 

A  life  of  ease  a  difficult  poisuh. 

Though  to  the  man  that  never  thinks,  may  seem ' 

As  natural  as  when  asleep  to  dream ; 

But  revedes  (for  human  minds  will  act) 

gDedous  in  show,  impossible  in  &ct, 

^niose  flimsy  webs,  that  break  as  wooa  as  wrought. 

Attain  not  to  the  dignity  of  thos^t ; 

Nor  yet  the  swarms,  that  occupy  the  brain. 

Where  dreams  of  dress,  intrigue,  and  pleasure  reign  ; 

Nor  such  as  useless  conversation  breeds. 

Or  lust  engenders,  and  indulgence  feeds* 

Whence,  fuid  what  are  we  ?  to  what  end  ordained  P 

What  means  the  drama  by  the  world  sustain^  ? 

Business  or  vain  amusement,  care  or  mirth. 

Divide  the  &ail  inhabitants  of  earth. 

Is  duty  a  mere  nport,  or  an  employ  ? 

Life  an  intrustea  talent,  or  a  t(^  ? 

Is  there,  as  reason,  conscience.  Scripture,  say. 

Cause  to  provide  for  a  great  ftiture  day, 

When,  eiffth*8  as8ign*d  duration  at  an  end, 

Man  shall  be  summoned  and  the  dead  attend  ? 

The  trumpet— will  it  sound,  the  curtain  rise. 

And  show  th*  ausust  tribunal  of  the  does ; 

Where  no  prevarications  shall  avail. 

Where  eloquence  and  artifice  shall  &il. 

The  pride  of  arrogant  distinctions  fall. 

And  conscience  and  our  conduct  judge  us  all  ? 

Pardon  me,  ye  that  give  the  midiiight  oil 

To  learned  cares,  ot  philosophic  isM^ 

Though  I  revere  your  honourable  names. 

Your  usefid  labours  and  important  aims. 

And  hold  the  world  indebted  to  your  aid, 

Enrich'd  with  the  discoveries  ye  have  made ; 

Yet  let  me  stand  excused,  if  I  esteem 

A  mind  employ'd  on  so  sublime  a  theme. 

Pushing  her  bold  inquiry  to  the  date 

And  outline  of  the  present  transient  state. 

And,  after  poising  her  adventurous  wings, 

Settling  at  last  upon  eternal  things, 
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Far  nMte  Intelligent,  tM  better  iati^t 
The  strenuoos  use  dt  profitable  ihot^t. 
Than  ye,  when  happiest,  and  en^hten'd  meet. 
And  highest  in  renown,  can  justly  boast 
A  mind  umierv'd,  or  indin)os'd  to  bear 
The  weight  of  fubjects  worthiest  of  her  care, 
Whatever  hopes  a  diange  of  scene  inspires, 
Must  change  her  nature,  or  in  vain  retires. 
An  idler  is  a  watch,  that  wants  both  hands. 
As  useless  if  it  goes^  as  when  it  stands. 
Books  therefore,  not  the  scandal  of  the  shelves. 
In  which  lewd  sensualists  print  out  themselves ; 
Nor  those,  in  which  the  stage  gives  vice  a  blow, 
With  what  success  let  modem  manners  show ; 
Nor  his,  wIks  for  the  bane  of  thousands  bom, 
Buflt  God  a  cfaurdi,  and  laugh*d  his  word  to  soom. 
Skilful  alike  to  seem  devout  and  just. 
And  stab  religion  With  a  sly  side-thrust ; 
Nor  those  of  leam'd  philologists,  who  chase 
A  panting  syllable  through  time  and  space. 
Start  it  at  home,  and  hunt  it  in  the  dark, 
To  Gaul,  to  Greece,  and  into  Noah's  ark ; 
But  such  as  Learning  without  fidse  pretence. 
The  Mend  of  Truth,  th*  associate  of  sound  Sense, 
And  such  as,  in  the  seal  of  good  dodgn. 
Strong  judgment  lab*iing  in  the  Scripture  mine, 
AH  such  as  manly  and  great  souls  produce. 
Worthy  to  live,  and  of  eternal  use : 
Behold  in  these  what  Idsure  hours  demand. 
Amusement  and  true  knowledge  hand  in  hand. 
Luxury  ^ves  the  mind  a  childish  cast. 
And,  wlme  she  polishes,  perverts  the  taste ; 
Habits  of  dose  attention,  thmking  heads. 
Become  more  rare  as  dissipatkm  spreads. 
Till  authors  hear  at  length  one  gen'ral  cry,—. 
Tickle  and  entertain  us,  or  we  me. 
The  knid  demand,  from  year  to  year  the  same, 
Beggars  Invention,  and  makes  Fancy  lame ; 
Till  Faroe  itself,  most  mournfully  jejune. 
Calls  for  the  kind  assistaace  of  a  tune , 
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And  novdi  (wkMM  t^Py  moM^s  rcfHciT) 

Bdie  their  name,  and  cm  noChbig  new; 

The  mind,  relaxing  into  needM  sport. 

Should  turn  to  miters  of  an  abler  aort, 

Whose  wit  well  managed,  and  whose  dai^  style, 

Give  truth  a  hutre,  a^  n^ake  wisdom  smile. 

Friends  (for  I  oannot  stint,  as  some  hare  done. 

Too  riffid  in  my  view,  that  name  to  one  $ 

ThougQ  one,  I  giant  it,  in  the  gen'ious  hieast 

Will  stand  advanced  a  step  above  tiie  rest : 

Flow'rs  by  that  name  ptomiscdously  we  call. 

But  one,  the  role,  the  regent  of  them  all)-^ 

Friends,  not  adi^ited  with  a  schoolboy's  haste, 

Bitt  chosen  wiA  a  nice  discerning  taste, 

Well-bom,  weU-disdplin'd,  iHio,  placed  at«rt 

From  vulg^  minds,  have  honour  much  at  heart. 

And,  thoi^  the  woridmay  think  th*  innedients  odd* 

The  love  of  virtue,  and  the  foar  of  God  I 

Such  Mends  prevent  what  else  would  soon  succeed, 

A  temper  rustic  as  the  life  we  lead, 

And  keep  the  pcdish  of  the  manners  dean 

As  dicirs  who  bustle  in  the  busiest  scene ; 

For  solitude,  however  some  may  rave. 

Seeming  a  sanctuary,  proves  a  grave, 

A  sepukhre  in  which  uie  living  lie. 

Where  all  good  qualities  grow  sick  and  die. 

I  praise  the  Frenchman*,  his  remark  was  shrewd-* 

How  sweet,  howpassing  sweet,  is  solitude ! 

But  grant  me  still  a  (dSnd  in  my  retreat. 

Whom  I  may  whiqier— >solitude  is  sweet 

Yet  neither  these  delights,  nor  aug^t  beside. 

That  appetite  can  ask,  or  wealth  provide. 

Can  save  us  always  from  a  tedious  day. 

Or  shine  the  dulniess  of  stlU  lifo  away : 

Divine  communion,  careAilly  enjov'd. 

Or  sought  with  energy,  must  fill  the  void. 

O  sacred  art,  to  whiS  alone  life  owes 

Its  hiq^i^est  seatons,  and  a  peaceful  dose, 
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8oom*d  in  « iPOcUU  ind^iled  to  that  aeom 

For  evOs  dafly  felt  and  hardly  borne* 

Not  knowing  thee,  we  reap  with  Ueeding  hands 

Flow'rs  of  rank  odour  upon  thomy  lands. 

And,  while  Experience  cautions  us  in  vain. 

Grasp  seeming  happiness,  and  find  it  pain* 

Despondence,  self-deserted  in  her  fl;rief. 

Lost  by  abandoning  her  own  relief. 

Murmuring  and  ungrateful  Discontent, 

That  scorns  afflictions  merdfiilly  meant. 

Those  humours,  tart  as  wines  upon,  the  fret. 

Which  idleness  and  weariness  beget ; 

These,  and  a  thousand  plagues,  that  haunt  the  breut, 

Fond  of  the  phantom  oif  an  earthly  rest. 

Divine  oommunioQ  chases,  as  the  day 

Drives  to  their  dens  th'  obedient  beasts  of  prey* 

See  Judah's  promis'd  king,  bereft  of  all, 

Driv'n  out  an  exile  from  the  fiux  of  Saul, 

To  distant  caves  the  londy  wand*rer  flies. 

To  seek  that  peace  a  tyrant's  frown  denies. 

Hear  the  sweet  accents  of  his  tuneful  voice. 

Hear  him,  overwhelmed  with  sorrow,  yet  rejoice; 

No  womanish  or  wailing  grief  has  part. 

No,  not  a  moment,  in  his  royal  heart ; 

'Tis  manly  music,  such  as  martyrs  m^e, 

SuflPrine  with  gladness  for  a  Saviour's  sake ; 

His  soul  exults,  hope  animates  his  lays. 

The  sense  of  mercy  kindles  into  praise. 

And  wilds,  &miliar  with  the  lion's  roar. 

Ring  with  ecstatic  sounds  unheard  before: 

*Tis  bve  like  his,  that  can  alone  defeat 

The  foes  of  man,  or  make  a  desert  sweet 

Religion  does  not  censure  or  exclude 
Unnumber'd  pleasures  harmlessly  pursued ; 
To  study  culture,  and  with  artful  toil 
To  meliorate  and  tame  the  stubborn  soil ; 
To  give  dissimilar  yet  fruitful  lands 
The  grain,  or  herb,  or  plant  that  each  demands; 
To  cherish  virtue  in  an  humble  state, 
And  share  the  joys  your  bounty  may  create ; 
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To  maik  the  matchless  worUm  of  the  pow*^ 

That  shuts  within  its  seed  the  mtare  flower. 

Bids  diese  in  elegance  of  form  escd. 

In  colour  these,  and  those  deli^^t  the  smell* 

Sends  Nature  forth  the  drafter  of  the  skies, 

To  dance  on  earth,  and  charm  att  hxmuk  eyes ; 

To  teach  the  canvass  innocent  deceit. 

Or  lay  the  landscape  on  the  snowy  sheet— 

These,  tfaeae  are  arts  pormisd  wittMnit  ft  oMt, 

That  kaye  no  tMin  upon  the  wing  of  Time. 

Me  poetty  (or  mther  notes  ^lat  aim 
Vt^j  and  vainly  at  poetic  ilnne) 
Employs,  diut  ont  from  mora  important  views. 
Fast  by  the  banks  of  the  slow  winding  Ouse ; 
Content  if  thus  •eonestcr'd  I  may  raise 
A  mobit(»*i  though  not «  poet's  praise. 
And  while  I  teach  an  art  too  little  known. 
To  cbse  lifo  wiidy,  may  not  >ir«tc  my  own. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

The  hiftoiy  of  the  following  productioa  is  haeBj 
this:  A  lady,  fond  of  blank  Tene»  demanded  a  poem 
of  that  kind  fiom  the  author,  and  gave  him  the 
Sofa  for  a  subject  He  obeyed ;  and,  having  mui^ 
leisure,  connected  another  subject  with  it ;  and  pur- 
suing ^e  train  of  thov^t  to  which  his  situaticRi  and 
turn  of  mind  led  him,  brought  forth  at  length,  in- 
stead of  the  tafle  which  he  at  first  intended,  a  serious 
affiur — a  Volume. 

In  the  Poem  on  the  sid>ject  of  Education,  he 
would  be  very  sorry  to  stand  suspected  of  having 
aimed  his  censure  at  any  particular  schoid.  His  ob- 
jections are  such,  as  naturally  apply  themselves  to 
sdiools  in  generaL  If  there  were  not,  as  for  the 
most  part  there  is,  wilful  neglect  in  those  who  man- 
age them,  and  an  omission  even  of  such  disdplineas 
miey  are  susceptible  of,  the  objects  are  yet  too  nu- 
merous for  mmute  attention ;  and  the  adiing  hearts 
of  ten  thousand  parents,  mourning  under  the  bitter- 
est of  all  disappointments,  attest  the  truth  or  the 
allegation.  His  quarrel,  therefore,  is  with  the  mis- 
chi^  at  large,  and  not  witib  any  particular  instance 
ofit 
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THE   TASK. 

BOOK  I. 

THE  SOFA. 


Argument  of  the  FWtt  Book. 

Historical  deduction  of  teats,  iJ-om  the  ttod  to  the  Sdk.— A  Schoolboy*! 
tamUe.— A  waOc  in  tiie  coantry.-JTh0  f«M««ifT^rrttiif|,.  nnnl  MMiada 
as  wdl  as  ti^ts  ddightful—- Another  walk—- Mistake  concerning  the 
channs  of  suitude  corrected.— Colonnadflt  commended.— Aloote,  and 
Htm  Hew  ftom  iC— The  wildeoMa.— Thejrofe.-- The  tlwedier.— Tha 
neoesd^  and  the  benefiu  of  ezerdae.— The  works  of  nature  superior 
to,  and  in  scmie  instances  tatmltable  bjr,  att.— The  wwi  la  isiteneis  of 
what  is  conunonlj  called  a  lift  of  pleasure.— Chanoe  of  soepa  some* 
times  expeditet.— A  conunon  described,  and  the  dwracter  of  crazy 
Kate  introdaoed  upon  it.-Gipsl«.-Tba  blastinfls  of dviliaed  lift^— Tha 
state  most  fiivourable  to  virtue.— The  South  Sea  islanders  oompaasion. 
ated,  but  chiefly  .Omal.— His  present  state  of  mind  suppoaed.— dviUx- 
ed  lift  friendly  to  virtue,  but  not  great  cities.— Orsat  dties,  and  Lon- 
don in  particular,  allowed  their  due  praise,  but  censured.— Fete 
sharapetae.— The  hotM  concludes  with  a  reflection  on  the  firtal  aflteia 
ofdisdpition  and  efikminacy  upon  oar  puUic  meaaiues. 


I  SING  the  Sofa,    I,  who  lately  sang 

Truth,  Hope,  and  Charity*,  and  touch'd  with  awe 

The  solemn  diords,  and  with  a  trembling  hand. 

Escape  with  pain  from  that  advent'ious  flight. 

Now  seek  repose  upon  an  humbler  theme ; 

The  theme  though  humble,  yet  august  and  proud 

Th*  occasion — ^for  the  Fair  commands  the  song. 

Time  was,  when  clothing  sumptuous  or  for  use, 
Save  their  own  painted  skins,  our  sires  had  mme. 
As  yet  black  breeches  were  not ;  satin  smooth. 
Or  velvet  soft,  or  plush  with  shaggy  pile ; 
The  hardy  chief  upon  the  ruggedrock 
Wash'd  by  the  sea,  or  on  the  gravHly  bank 
Thrown  up  by  wintry  torrents  roaring  loud. 
Fearless  or  wrong,  rqxw'd  his  weary'd  strength. 
Those  barb'rous  ages  past,  succeeded  next 

*   See  Poems,  pagss  185, 169, 188 
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The  Hrdi-diy  of  iBwntkm ;  weak  at  first. 
Dun  in  dwifln,  and  dimiiy  to  perfbtm. 
Joint-itoola  were  «iiai  flreated  t  on  three  legs 
Upborne  liuj  ttoocL    Three  legs  vphdding  firm 
A  ma»y  dab,  in  fiidiioB  «{oaR  or  round. 
On  such  a  Mw^  ioimortal  Alfred  sat, 
And  sway'd  the  sotptie  of  his  mfimt  feahns : 
And  Aich  in  aadeni  haHt  and  mansions  drear 
Maj  still  be  seen ;  bat  pcarforated  sore. 
And  diill'd  iBrholMr  «h»aoMoak  is  ftund. 
By  wonns  yonmm  eaten  liann^  and  through. 

At  length  a  generation  more  refin*d 
hnprovVT the  annple  plan ;  made  three  legs  four. 
Gave  them  a  twisted  «mn  vermicular. 
And  o*er  the  seat,  with  plenteous  wadding  stuflTd, 
Induc'd  a  splendid  eover,  green  and  bhie. 
Yellow  and  red,  of  tapestry  richly  wioo|^t 
And  woven  dose,  or  needlework  sublime. 
There  mij^t  ye  see  the  piony  spread  wide. 
The  ftdl-blown  rose,  the  shmbeid  and  his  lass, 
Lapdog  and  lambkin  with  Mack  staring  eyes. 
And  parrots  widi  twin  dierries  in  their  beak. 

Now  came  the  cane  from  India,  smooth  andbrfglMr 
With  Nature's  vamish ;  sever'd  into  strssesi 
That  interiaeM  each  other,  these  supplied 
Of  texture  finn  a  lattice-work,  that  hrac'd 
The  new  machine,  and  it  became  a  diair. 
But  restless  was  the  chair ;  the  back  erect 
Distress'd  the  weary  knns^  that  &lt  no  ewe ; 
The  8li{^'ry  seat  betr^^d  the  sliding  part. 
That  pressed  it,  and  the  feet  hung  dang^ng  down, 
Anxious  in  vain  to  find  the  distant  floor. 
These  for  theridi ;  the  rest,  whom  Fate  had  placM 
In  modest  mediocrity,  content 
With  base  materials,  sat  on  well-tann'd  hides. 
Obdurate  and  unyielding,  glassy  smooth. 
With  here  and  there  a  tait  of  crimson  yarn^ 
Or  scai^t  crewel,  in  the  cushion  fix*d. 
If  cushion  might  be  call*d,  what  harder  scem'd 
Than  the  firm  oak,  of  which  the  frame  was  formed. 


d  by  Google 


No  want  of  timhir Him  iMAIl«riM9tt 
In  Albwn'f  iMMf  irie.    TAml 
Pond'ioHt  asd  tti*4  br  In  «■» 
But  dbowg  itill  mmm  wtnipg  t  Amm^i 
An  aldennan  fl^  €vp|4ipi40  fOitaRvH; 
And  some  aioril^  tk'  inrwuiaa  l»  «  paiiiti 
Burly,  and  big^  and  i<i»iiini  of  hisMMk 
But  rude  al  fiat,  fMwl  no«  ^Mlli  OMf  akpo 
Receding  wide»  ikn  piMl'd  ofMIMt  teiihf» 


And  bmisM  the  Mt;  and.  fltevaUd  ti^» 
Taught  tbe  raised  itwMiUm  «» jnade  «bi  eav.. 
Long  time  elap#'d  or  «'if  o«r  nupwl  «!■§ 
Comphun'dt  thoii^  i«dw«<HMrmriypeiitia» 
An0  m  at  ease  W^nd^    TlbokdUate 
'Gan  murmuy,  ai  bnwwa  <>lt  w^  iSK> 
Ingenioai  Faaagr,  «f«ec  lMt»ide«»'d» 
Than  whea  wpWy'd  I*  wscMBOWcUto  4»  £ut. 
Heard  the  sweet  nMaQ  wMi  pitgr»  and  dro 'd 
The  soft  settee ;  pQn  abow  at  QOflb  and. 
And  in  die  midsfc  tm  albow  itaiteMF*d» 
United  yet  dividadt  twain  al  e»o». 
So  sU  two  ]dii0»  «f  BamtfNid  on  OM  Afona  I 
And  so  two  dlMsami  who  takaii»air, 
Close  pack'd,  and  mliof  in  a  obaiaa  and  one* 
But  rdaxaliBn  <tf  tte  toniuid  ftamo* 
By  soft  recwiken«y  of  owtstietdk'd  linriifl^ 
Was  bliss  reserv'd  S09  hlfpicr  dayi.    So  skw 
The  growth  j0f  Italia  ewsttflil;  aahaid 
T*  attam  perfection  in  ijim  nedm  wa^  ■> 
Thus  first  Necessity  in?8nifd  slQBb» 
Convenience  next  aygyrtfd  dhem  «bairf» 
And  Luxury  th*  acean|4i«h*d  SMh  last 

The  maaesloq^  iwee^,  Wi  to  waKia  thosick^ 
Whom  snoring  she  distusbs.    Aa  awe^  ha^ 
Who  quits  the  cQaQb»1mL  at  the  midnight  heu^ 
To  sleep  within  tha  eariagp  more  aaanrfib 
His  legs  depending  at  tfae  open  doan. 
Sweet  sleep  e^joya  liia  aiwate  in  hia  dailm 
The  tedious  re<^  diniB^  o'eK  hia  head  f 
AndtvaetOiaQUrlihfitop.    Butandicrabflp. . 

Y 
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Of  kiT  mute,  vlio  flMtes  tfa*  Bide  BMA  dead ; 
Nor  hit,  wfaB^i^tiie  hoK.  at  midnight  hour, 
To  dumber  in  ^oittanAagt  move  aeeiiie ; 
Nor  deep-fli^qy^  bj  eonte  in  his  desk  ; 
Nor  yet  the  dosingtof  tfie  desk,  aare  eweet, 
CQmper*d  widi  the  v^eee  the  Sofii  yieids. 

O  may  I  live  enmpted  (wfa9e  I  H^e 
GuiltkM  of  prnpeiVl  ttypetiije  obeoene) 
From  pangs  aittoitie,  ttet  inftst  the  toe 
Of  libcBtine  BzeesB.    The  iS^  suits 
The  gouty  limb,  His  true ;  but  goaty  limb, 
Thou^  on  a  Safb,  may  I  nerer  fed : 
For  I  have  lo¥*d  tiie  rural  walk  through  lanes 
Of  orassy  swartfa,  dose  cnpp'd  by  nfiyUing  sheep^ 
And  skirted  thidi  widi  intertertore  Ann 
Of  thorny  boug^ ;  have  lov'd  the  rural  walk 
O'er  hiUs,  thrmi^  valleys,  and  by  rivers'  brink. 
E'er  smce  a  truant  boy  I  pass'd  my  bounds, 
T'  enjoy  a  ramble  on  the  banks  or  Thames ; 
And  still  remember,  nor  widioirt  regret 
Of  hours,  that  sorrow  since  has  mudi  endear'd. 
How  oft,  my  dice  of  podcet  store  oonsum'd, 
StiU  hm^'rmg,  pemiyiess,  and  far  tnm  home, 
I  fed  on  scarlet  hi^  and  stony  haws. 
Or  WnAing  ctabs,  or  berries,  diat  emboss 
The  InamUe,  Made  as  jet,  or  stoes  austere. 
Hardfimt  but sudi as boyidii^metite 
Disdains  not ;  nor  the  palate,  undepravM 
By  culinary  ads,  unsanny  deems. 
No  Sqfa  then  awaited  my  return ; 
Nor  Sojii  then  I  needed.    Youth  repmrs 
His  wasted  spirits  quiddy,  by  long  toil 
Incurring  short  &t%ue ;  and,  though  our  years. 
As  life  declines,  speed  rajodly  away. 
And  not  a  year  but  {lifers  as  he  goes 
Some  vouthfVil  grace,  that  age  would  ^adly  keep ; 
A  toom  or  aubmn  lo^  and  by  degrees 
Their  length  and  colour  ham  me  locks  they  spare ; 
Th*  dastic  qpring  of  an  unwearied  fbot. 
That  mouBlB  the  stile  with  ease,  or  le^*  the  fence,* 
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That  {klay  of  luiigMi  nhaliop  Mid  agiin 
Regpizing  firedy  the  £radi  an*,  Ihalb  makei 
Swm  pace  or  iteep  aeeent  bo  tott  to  mt» 
Mine  have  not  nil&r^d  yet»  an  yet  knpaii'd 
Myidishof  fiarproipoofc;  aocae&tiiat  cootli'd 
Or  duom'd  me  young,  no  lengeir  yonng^  I  find 
Stin  sootfaing,  and  of  pow'r  to  duarn  me  itOL 
And  witness,  dear  oompanion  of  my  vafts, 
Whose  ann  this  twentieth  winter  I  poBome 
Fast  lock'd  in  mine,  with  pleisiireaaclL  aalove^ 
Confiim*d  hj  loE^  eaq^eneoce  of  Ifay  woith 
And  well-tned  virtues,  ooidd  done  inspiie*- 
Witaeai  a  joy  that  thou  hast  doubled  ko^. 
Tliott  know'st  my  praise  of  natise  most  am' 
And  that  my  nqituzes  aie  not  oeoiui'd  up 
To  serve  occasions  of  poetio  pomp. 
But  gamine,  and  art  partner  of  them  alL 
How  oft  upon  yon  enunence  our  pace 
Has  slackened  to  a  pauses  and  we  have  bonne 
The  ruffling  wind,  scarce  conscious  that  it  blew. 
While  Admiimtwn,  feeding  at  the  eye. 
And  stDl  unsated,  dwelt  upon  the  scene. 
Thence  with  what  pleasure  have  we  just  disQcai*d 
The  distant  plou^^  slow  moving,  and  beside 
His  lab*zing  team,  that  swerv'd  not  ftom  the  track. 
The  sturdy  swain  dimimsh'd  to  a  boy ! 
Here  Ouse,  sbw  winding  tbrou^  a  level  pUun 
Of  spacious  meads  with  cattle  sprinkled  o*er. 
Conducts  the j^e  abng  his  sinuous  course 
Ddi^^ted.    There,  mt  rooted  in  his  bank. 
Stand,*  never  overlook'd,  our  £tv'rite  ehns. 
That  screen  the  herdsman's  solitary  hut ; 
While  &x  beycmd,  and  overthwart  the  atream. 
That,  as  with  molten  gUea,  inlays  the  vale, 
The  sloping  land  recedes  into  the  clouds ; 
Dinihmng  on  its  varied  side  the  grace 
Of  necu;e-row  beauties  numbedess,  square  tow'r, 
TaU  spire,  from  which  the  sound  of  dieerfiil  belk 
Just  undulates  upon  the  listening  ear. 
Groves,  heaths,  and  smoking  villages  remote^ 
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Scenes  must  belwiUlttili  Mtdtt  MbrtlewM 
Please  daily,  andwiiMe  aotdtv  matAnm 
Long  lEiioid«l0»  flftdb  the  ioMla^  «f7M»B  i 
Ptaise  jiJiAr  dM  ttotbw  Att  I  dtMiOMK 

Not  ratal  aighte  atom,  bM  mnl  «mniB« 
Exhikrafce  dw  ^iiit,  vad  NMSM 
The  toM  of  languid  Nfltaa    lOii^  fMiidi, 
That  Bweap  Ap  ridgt  <f  mne  i»ii|l«iiliBg  iPMd 
Of  ancient  giviMfa,  OMke  utuie  mt  tnfike 
The  teb  «f  Ooen  m  faii  winding  «btn« 
And  liiU  iha  apixit  ii^kite  tfwy  ffil-dte  toind^ 
Unnumher*d  bxaiwliot  iwfteg  In  die  falMt, 
And  all  thw  leavM  fitft  iiMfcVbig,  afl  iR  imMk 
Nor  loa  oei&]xM«n  iMdci  ^ipoii  4iiB  AMtf 
Of  distant  Hoods,  nrtti  die  aolter  viike 
Of  ndghb'ring  fouattdn,  or  of  titts  Hut  dip 
Thimigh  the  ddl  lodc,  and,  ddttiing  aa  i&y  M 
Upon  loose  pebU«s»  loae  tlMDBiel*eB  at  tengch 
In  matted  gfua,  that  inOi  a  findfergneii 
Betrays  theaeont  of  tbcit  cil»t  ooii»& 
Nature  inammaftf  enployi  flwwk  aMaada, 
But  animated  Naftoo  aireatef  ML^ 

Ten  thousand  wtftbkn  chaeir  the  day,  aftd  ana 
The  fiveloiig  nigM  <  »« these  alone,  ^oae  naces 
Nice-fingePd  Att  must  smulace  ia  tain» 
But  cawing  mks,  and  kites  thst  swun  sublime 
In  still  repeated  dxdea,  soeaming  loud. 
The  jay,  the  pie,  and  e*en  the  boS&ig  owl. 
That  hails  the  tkingmoon,  hisft  cfaaims  former 
Sounds  inhannonious  in  tfaemaelvea  end  hanll. 
Yet  heard  in  sotnes  tdicffe  Moe  ftr  eter  re%^»» 
And  only  thoe,  please  hig^y  Ibr  their  sakOi 

Peace  to  die  aitist  whose  ingeiriouB  thought 
Devis*d  theireatiier.house,  that  mekl  toy  t 
Fearless  of  humid  air  «lid  gatfaVing  tiuns, 
Fordi  stras  th* ttLan-^oai  emblttn  of  myvelFt 
More  delicata  his  tfan^ooa  mate  wdres. 
When  Winter  sobIbs  the  flelds,  and  fteaale  fee^ 
Too  weak  to  Mmggle  with  tenadoos  day. 
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Or  ford  «h«  rindetSk  tte  belt  at  heme* 

The  task  of  new  ditoov'ries  £rib  an  me. 

At  such  a  season,  and  with  sndi  a  diaige» 

Once  went  I  forth ;  and  fouMd*  till  then  unknown, 

A  cottage,  whkher  oft  we  sinoe  wftat : 

Tis  pereh*d  imon  the  green  hfll  top,  but  dose 

Environ'd  wim  a  ring  of  famiching  dms. 

Thai  ovediang  the  tteteh,  itself  unseen 

Peeps  at  the  vale  bdow  ;  so  tfaiek  beset 

Witn  foliage  of  such  dark  redundant  growth, 

I  called  the  lovr-iooPd  lodge  itiepeaatmts  nuL 

And,  hidden  as  it  is,  and  nr  remote 

From  such  unpleasing  sounds,  as  haunt  die  ear 

In  village  or  in  town,  the  bay  of  curs 

Incessant,  clinking  hammers,  grinding  wheds. 

And  in&nts  dam^ous,  whether  pleas'd  or  pain'd. 

Oft  have  I  wish'd  the  peaceful  covert  mine. 

Here,  I  have  said,  at  least  I  should  possess 

The  poet^s  treasure,  silence,  and  indidge 

The  dreams  of  £uicy,  tranquil  and  secure. 

Vainthou^l  the  dweller  in  that  still  retreat 

Dearly  obtains  the  refuge  it  affiirds. 

Its  elevated  site  foibids  the  wretch 

To  drink  sweet  waters  of  the  oiystal  wdl; 

He  dips  his  bowl  into  the  weedy  ditch. 

And,  heavv  laden,  bnngs  his  bev'rage  home. 

Far  fttdi*a  and  little  worth ;  nor  seldom  waits. 

Dependent  on  the  baker's  punctual  call. 

To  near  his  creaking  panniers  at  the  door. 

Angry  and  sad,  and  ms  last  cnist  consum'd. 

So  &rewdl  envy  of  thefxeoMfi^'f  nut ! 

If  solitude  make  scant  the  means  of  life, 

SodetY  for  me !— thou  seeming  sweet. 

Be  still  a  plearing  object  in  my  view ; 

My  visit  stiU,  but  never  mine  abode. 

Not  distant  fu,  a  length  of  colonnade 
Invites  us.    Monument  of  andent  taste. 
Now  soom*d,  but  worthy  of  a  better  ftte. 
Our  Others  knew  the  vaiue  of  a  screen 
From  sultry  suns :  and,  in  their  shaded  walks 
Y2 
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And  long  protowted  h9W*n,  o^ofA  at  noon 
The  gloom  and  oooImm  of  decMsang  day. 
We  bear  ounbadei  about  ns ;  lelf'depm'd 
Of  other  taeen,  the  thin  umbrella  sprttd, 
And  range  an  Indiaa  watte  widiout  a  tree. 
Thankf  to  Benev«lu0*-4ie  gpares  me  yet 
These  cheBoats  rang*d  hi  ooRespoB^ng  lines ; 
And,  though  himself  00  polishM,  stiU  leprieres 
The  obsolete  prolizfty  of  shade. 

Descending  now  (but  cautkms,  lest  too  ftst) 
A  sudden  6te«s  upon  a  rustic  bridge 
We  pass  a  gufr,  ia  which  the  willows  £0 
Their  pendent  boug^,  stoofang  as  if  to  drink. 
Hence,  ande  deep  in  moss  and  flow'ry  thyme. 
We  mount  again,  and  fed  at  ef*Ty  step 
Our  foot  half  sunk  in  hfflookB  green  and  soft, 
Rais*d  by  the  dm^O)  the  nnner  of  the  soil. 
He,  not  unlike  the  great  ones  of  mankind. 
Disfigures  Eardi  <  uid,  plotting  in  Ihe  daik, 
Toils  much  to  earn  a  monumental  pHe, 
That  may  reooid  the  mischieft  he  has  done. 

The  summit  gain*d,  hthxM  tiie  proud  alcove 
That  cn)wns  it !  yet  not  all  its  pride  seeuies 
The  grand  retreat  from  injuries  impress^ 
By  rival  carvers,  who  with  kmves  defiice 
llie  pannds,  leaving  an  obscure,  rude  name. 
In  characters  uncouth,  and  spdt  amiss. 
So  strong  the  seal  t'  immortalise  himself 
Beats  in  the  breast  of  man,  that  e*en  a  few* 
Few  transient  years,  won  ftom  th'  abyss  al^orr^d 
Of  blank  oblivion,  sectti  a  glorious  prize. 
And  even  to  a  cbmi.    Now  roves  me  eye ; 
And,  posted  on  this  speculative  heig^ 
Exults  in  its  command.    The  sheepfidd  here 
Pours  out  its  fleecy  tenants  o*er  the  glebe. 
At  first,  progressive  as  a  stream,  Ihey  se^ 
The  middle  fidd )  but,  scatterM  by  degrees^ 
Each  to  his  dioice,  soim  whiten  all  the  land. 
There  from  the  stt&4>umt  hayfidd  homeward  creeps 

*  Jofen  Cottrta^  ThcockmorUm,  bq.  of  WaMon  UndOTwood. 
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ThelM^idtiiin;  «lifle,liglrteiiVloritt  duffgt, 
The  wain  i1m*  ]iM8(i  it  ranei  fwWf  bjr ; 
Hie  booiiah  dimr  leaamg  «*cr  hift  team 
Vocirrotts,  nd  impiitimt  of  ddar. 
Kor  lev  attnolife  it  the  iraodkud  leetie, 
Divenified  with  tntief  ei^  giowth, 
Afike,  yet  rmAam,    Hew  the  gm  vmootfa  tronks 
Of  aah,  or  lime,  or  beech,  dietinctfy  thine 
Within  the  twiSg^t  of  their  dittant  thadet ; 
There,  ]ott  Muad  a  mttg  ground,  the  wood 
Secma  mnk,  and  iharten'd  to  its  topmott  bought. 
No  tiee  in  an  the  grofe  but  has  itt  duinnt, 
Thoogh  eadi  itt  hoe  peonliar ;  paler  tome. 


Andofawaaaidigniy;  die  wiuow  tod). 
And  poplar,  that  with  oher  linet  hit  leaf. 
And  am  te-tticldiing  hit  nmbrngeout  arm ; 
Ofdeepargieentfaedn;  and  deeper  ttSn, 
Lord  of  the  woodt,  the  lone-torvivbg  oak. 
Some  g^btty-leav'd,  and  dmiin^  in  the  tun, 
This  i&aple,  and  the  beedi  of  oily  nutt 
Prolific,  and  the  Ihne  at  dewy  eve 
Difiuaing  odoim;  nor  omoted  patt 
The  i5neamoie,  caprieioat  in  attire. 
Now  green,  now  tawny,  and  ere  autumn  yet 
Have  chang'd  the  woods,  in  scarlet  honours  bright 
0*er  thete,  but  fiv  beyond  <a  spadout  map 
Of  hill  and  vaDey  hitopot'd  between). 
Hie  Onse,  dividmg  the  wen*water*d  land. 
Now  i^illttB  in  ttie  tun,  and  now  letiies. 
At  bathRU,  yet  impatient  to  be  teen. 

HcDoe  the  dedtvity  it  tharp  and  short. 
And  tath  the  re  atccnt ;  between  them  weeps 
A  little  naiad  her  ]mpoT*riifa*d  mn 
AH  summer  long,  whidi  winter  fills  again. 
The  fiilded  gates  would  bar  my  propeBS  now. 
But  thai  the  lord*  of  this  endnrd  oemesne, 
CouununicBtiTe  of  the  good  he  owns, 
Admitt  me  to  a  there ;  the  gtohlest  eye 
Commits  no  wrong,  nor  wastes  what  it  enjoys. 

*  See  the  fuRgoing  note. 
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RefireihiBg  cbtngi  I  idieie  now  the  bbutia^  nu  ?  ' 
By  short  tranatum  we  have  lost  his  ^ue. 
And  stepped  at  once  into  a  cooler  dimew 
Ye  fidlen  avenues !  once  moie  I  moum 
Your  fate  unmerited,  once  more  rc^ioice 
That  yet  a  remnant  of  your  race  survifes. 
How  airy  and  how  light  the  graoefid  azcfa. 
Yet  awful  as  the  couMcrated  roof 
Re-echoing  pious  anthems  1  while  beneath 
The  checkered  earth  seems  restless  as  a  flood 
Brush'd  by  the  wind*    So  qmrtive  is  the  li^t 
Shot  ihrou^  the  bou^is,  it  dances  as  they  danob 
ffliadow  and  sunshine  intermingling  quid^ 
And  dark'ning  and  enli^t'ning,  as  the  leaves 
Play  wanton,  ev'ry  moment,  ev*ry  spot 

And  now,  with  nerves  new-brac'dandnnritscfaeer'd, 
We  tread  the  wilderness,  whose  well-roil'd  walks, 
With  curvature  of  slow  and  easy  sweqf^— 
Deception  innocent— give  ample  q»oe 
To  narrow  bounds.    The  grove  receives  us  neit ; 
Between  the  upright  shafts  of  whose  tall  ehns 
We  may  discern  the  thresher  at  his  task. 
Thump  after  thump  resounds  the  constant  flail. 
That  seems  to  swins  uncertain,  and  yet  Mb 
Fun  on  the  destin'd  ear.    Wide  flies  the  chaff. 
The  rustling  straw  sends  up  a  frequent  mist 
Of  atoms,  sparkling  in  the  noonday  beam. 
Come  hither,  ye  ttuit  press  your  beds  of  down. 
And  sleep  not;  see  hun  sweating  o*er  his  bread 
Before  he  eats  it    'Tis  the  primal  curse. 
But  softened  into  mercy ;  made  the  pledge 
Of  cheerful  days,  and  nights  without  a  groan. 

By  ceteeless  action  all  that  is  subsists. 
Con^ant  rotation  of  th'  unwearied  wheel. 
That  Nature  rides  upon,  maintains  her  health. 
Her  beauty,  her  fertui^.    She  dreads 
An  instant*s  pause,  and  lives  but  while  she  moveb 
Its  own  revolvency  upholds  the  world. 
Winds  from  all  quarters  agitate  the  air. 
And  fit  the  limpid  element  for  use, 
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Ebewndeui;  oomds,  rivtts,  htoi  udilKMM, 
AH  fed  the  frMh'niiig  imaolto,  and  tte  dea&B'd 
BjnBHHemxmMataaAt  e^eiitfieodt 
l^ves  by  the  nide  ooiMUglieii  of  (^  iloim : 
He  seems  indeed  indigiiaiit,  and  to  ftd 
Th'  impreHioii  of  the  Malt  iHth  piottd  ^Mbutt, 
Frowning,  mUkklAs  unoonieiotii  uixi 
Heheld<ihetlrandert  bat  die  aioiiatth  tfwai 
Hit  finn  eUMilf  to  what  he  mmiia, 
More  fiz'd  bdeur,  ^le  more  ^yetittVd  abofe. 
The  hewt  hj  iHAch  all  cmowm  dee  ave  booftd. 
Binds  man,  the  lofd  of  ftfl.    Hteaedfdei&rei 
No  metfi  fldvifetage  fiom  a  Idndied  eeuse, 
From  sticnaoiu  toil  his  hours  of  sweetest  easei 
The  sedentary  stretdi  tfieir  haj  length 
When  Cttstom  bids,  but  no  leneshment  find. 
For  none  tfiey  need :  the  lai^oid  ere,  the  dMdt 
Deserted  of  its  Uoom,  the  dstodd,  iliitilik, 
And  wither*d  musde,  and  the  vapid  mil, 
R^roadi  their  owner  widi  that  love  of  rest. 
To  whidi  he  forfeits  e*en  the  rest  he  loves^ 
Not  sudi  th'  akrt  and  acthre*     Measure  life 
By  its  true  worth,  the  oomforts  it  aflbrds, 
And  theirs  alone  seems  worthy  of  the  name^ 
Good  heakfa,  and,  its  assooiato  in  the  niOfit, 
Good  temper ;  ipirits  prompt  to  undertake, 
And  not  sbon  roent,  though  in  an  arduous  task ; 
The  pow*r8  of  rancy  and  stnmg  tiiought  are  tfieirs ; 
E'en  age  itself  seems  privikg*d  in  them 
With  dear  exemption  from  its  own  defects. 
A  sparkling  eye  beneath  a  wrinided  flfOnt 
The  veteran  shows,  and,  gracing  a  gray  beard 
With  youthftd  smiles,  descends  towards  the  grate 
Sprightly  and  <dd  aknost  without  decay. 

L^  a  coj  maiden,  Ease,  when  courted  most. 
Farthest  reC&e»>«an  idol,  at  whose  shrine 
Who  ofl'nest  sacrifloe  are  fiivoar*d  least 
The  love  of  Nature,  and  the  scenes  she  draws, 
Is  Nature's  dictate.  Strange !  there  ehouM  be  fbii&d 
Who,  sdf4mpxison'd  m  their  proud  Mioons, 
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Renouaoe  the  odoun  of  the  omo  field 
For  the  uxwcented  fictions  of  the  loom ; 
Who,  satisfied  with  acly  peodll'd  scenes. 
Prefer  to  the  peEfomuuioe  aim  God 
Hi*  inferior  wooden  of  an  artist's  hand ! 
Loyefy  indeed  the  numic  works  of  Art; 
But  Nature's  wodcs  &r  lovdiec    I  admire. 
None  more  admires,  the  painter's  msgic  skill. 
Who  shows  me  that  whim  I  shall  never  see, 
Conms  a  distant  country  into  mine. 
And  throws  Italian  light  on  En^^  walls : 
But  imitative  strdces  can.do  no  more 
Than  please  the  eye— sweet  Nature  ev'iy  sense* 
The  air  salubrious  of  her  10%  hills. 
The  dieenng  ftagrance  of  her  dewy  vales. 
And  music  df  her  woods — no  worsB  of  man 
May  rival  these,  these  aU  bespeak  a  pow*r 
Peculiar,  and  ezdusivdy  her  own* 
Beneath  the  open  sky  she  spreads  the  feast; 
*Tis  firee  to  alt— 'tis  ev'ry  day  renew'd ; 
Who  scorns  it  starves  deservedly  at  home. 
He  does  not  scorn  it,  who,  imprison'd  long 
In  some  unwholesome  dungeon,  and  a  prey 
To  sallow  sickness,  which  die  vapours,  dank 
And  clammy,  of  his  dark  abode  nave  bred. 
Escapes  at  last  to  liberty  and  light : 
His  dieek  recovers  soon  its  healthful  hue ; 
His  eye  relumines  its  extinguish'd  fires ; 
He  walks,  he  leaps,  he  runs — ^is  wing'd  with  joy. 
And  riots  in  the  sweets  of  ev'ry  breeze. 
He  does  not  scorn  it,  who  has  long  endur'd 
A  fever's  agmiies,  and  fed  on  drugs. 
Nor  yet  the  mariner,  his  blood  innam'd 
With  acrid  nits :  his  very  heart  athirst. 
To  gaze  at  Nature  in  her  green  array. 
Upon  the  ship's  tall  side  he  stands,  possess'd 
With  visions  pnnD|»ted  by  intense  desire : 
Fair  fields  appear  bek>w,  such  as  he  lefi 
Far  distant,  such  as  he  would  die  to  find — 
He  seeks  them  hea^ong,  and  is  seen  no  more. 
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The  mken  ib  iddom  feh  where  Flora  reigns  ; 
The  lowering  eye,  the  petulance,  the  frown. 
And  sullen  sadnen,  that  o*enhade,  distort. 
And  mar  the  face  of  beauty,  when  no  cause 
For  such  immeasurable  wo  appears. 
These  Flora  banishes,  and  gives  the  flur 
Sweet  smiles,  and  bloom  less  tranrient  tiian  her  own. 
It  is  the  constant  revohition,  stale 
And  tastdess,  of  die  same  repeated  joys. 
That  palls  and  satiates,  and  makes  languid  life 
A  pedlar's  pack,  that  bows  the  bearer  down. 
Health  suffers,  and  die  sphrits  ebb,  the  heart 
Reocrils  from  its  own  choice — at  the  ftdl  feast 
Is  fraiiish*d — ^finds  no  music  in  die  song. 
No  smartness  in  die  jest ;  and  wonders  why. 
Yet  thousands  still  desire  to  journey  <m. 
Though  halt,  and  weary  of  the  pam  they  tread. 
The  paralytic,  idio  can  hold  her  cards. 
But  cannot  play  them,  borrows  a  friend's  hand 
To  deal  and  shuffle,  to  divide  and  sort 
Her  mingled  suits  and  sequences ;  and  sits, 
Spectatress  both  and  spectacle,  a  sad 
And  silent  cipher,  whde  her  proxy  plays. 
Others  are  dragged  into  the  crowded  room 
Between  supporters ;  and,  once  seated,  sit. 
Through  downright  inability  to  rise. 
Till  die  stout  beturers  lift  the  corpse  aeain. 
These  speak  a  loud  memento.    Yet  e  en  these 


uves  love  life,  and  ding  to  it,  as  he, 
That  overhangs  a  torrent,  to  a  twig. 
They  love  it,  and  3ret  loath  it ;  fear  to  die. 
Yet  scorn  the  purposes  for  whidi  th^  live. 
Then  wherefbre  not  renounce  them  ?  No — the  dread. 
The  slavish  dread  of  solitude,  that  breeds 
Reflection  and  remorse,  the  fear  of  shame. 
And  their  invet'rate  habits,  all  forbid. 

Whom  call  we  gay  ?  That  honour  has  been  long 
The  boast  of  mere  pretenders  to  the  name. 
The  innocent  are  ny— the  lark  is  gay. 
That  dries  his  feattieis,  saturate  with  dew. 
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Of  dayspriag  ovifsh^ot  bit  bmnfate  msl* 
The  peasMit  too,  a  wiinoM  of  hia  nog* 
Himself  a  tiwg9l«,  I*  80  say  as  kA. 
But  save  me  irasa  tba  gRtflty  <tf  «boM» 
Whose  headachs  nail  thorn  t9  a  noonday  bed; 
And  save  me  too  fiofft  tiieirt*  vhoaa  ha^M  egns 
Flash  desperation,  and  betngr  ihair  pangs 
For  property  stfippM  off  by  ouol  chanoei 
From  gaiaty,  that  &k  tha  bonta  mAi  pwn. 
The  month  with  blasphemy,  tha  heart  vith  wa 

The  earth  was  made  so  vaiions*  tbat  tin  wiBd 
Of  desultory  man*  studioiM  of  4;haagc» 
And  pleas'd  with  novelty,  might  be  indulge 
FftispeGtSy  however  lovely,  may  he  sem 
Tin  half  their  beauties  fade;  the  vcaxy  aig^ 
Too  well  acquainted  with  their  aviBea,  aUdeaeff 
Fastidious,  seeking  less  lainUiar  aocnes. 
Then  snug  endesurea  in  the  sheltered  vale* 
Where  frequent  hedges  intevoopt  die  ejre» 
Delight  PS ;  hajppy  to  lenoonte  a  whiki^ 
Not  senseless  of  its  ohanna,  what  atiU  we  loae* 
That  such  ^ort  abaottee  may  endeas  H  mon^ 
Then  forests,  or  the  savaf^  rock,  may  pleaae» 
That  hides  the  sea-mew  ux  hk  h^Baw  eleite 
Above  the  reach  of  man>    Hia  hoaxy  head» 
Conspicuous  many  a  league,  die  mazinar 
Bound  homewaid,  and  in  hope  already  duaie* 
Greets  with  three  cheers  esnking.    At  hia  waist» 
A  girdle  of  half-witfaer'd  shniba  he  shova. 
And  at  his  fbet  the  baffled  Inllows  ikt. 
The  common,  overgrown  with  fern,  and  longh 
With  prickly  gorse,  that,  shapelesa  and  demmTdl 
And  d!ang*ious  to  the  touoh»  haa  yet  ita  hlaon»< 
And  dec^  itsdf  with  omameats  of  gold*. 
Yields  no  unpleasio^  ramble ;  there  the  tuif 
Smells  fresh,  and*  mdn.  in  odorif  *i>ou8  herbs 
And  fungous  fruits  of  eadh,  regales  the  aenae 
With  luxury  of  unexpected  sweets^ 

There  q^  wandecs  one,  whonx  better  daya 
Saw  better  dad,  in  doak  of  satin  trimm*d 
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With  lace,  and  hat  with  tpIeacKd  nMMuid  bound. 
A  serving  maid  wag  she,  and  fell  in  love 
With  cme  who  left  her,  went  to  sea,  and  died. 
Her  fancy  foUow'd  him  through  foaming  ivaves 
To  distant  shores ;  and  she  would  sit  ai^  weep 
At  what  a  sailor  soffers ;  fancy  too, 
Delusive  most  where  wannest  wishes  aie. 
Would  oft  anticipate  his  glad  return. 
And  dream  of  transports  she  was  not  to  know. 
She  heaxd  the  doleful  tidings  of  his  death— 
And  never  smil'd  again  !  and  now  she  roams 
The  dreary  waste ;  there  spends  the  livebng  day. 
And  there,  unless  when  diarity  forbids. 
The  livelong  nisht    A  tatter'd  apron  hides, 
Worn  as  a  doak,  and  hardly  hides,  a  gown 
More  tattered  still ;  and  bodi  but  ill  conceal 
A  boeom  heav*d  with  never  ceasing  sighs. 
She  begs  an  idle  pin  of  all  she  meets. 
And  hoards  them  in  her  sleeve ;  but  needful  food. 
Though  pressed  with  hunger  oft,  or  comelier  ctothes, 
Tho*  pinch'd  with  cold,  asks  never. — Kate  is  craz*d* 

I  see  a  ocAumn  of  dow-rising  smoke 
O'ertop  the  lofty  wood  that  skirts  the  wild. 
A  vagabond  and  useless  tribe  there  eat 
Their  miserable  meaL    A  kettle,  ahmg 
Between  two  poles  upon  a  stick  transverse. 
Receives  the  morsd-^flesh  obscene  of  dog. 
Or  vermin,  or  at  best  of  cock  purloined 
From  his  accustomed  perch.     Hard  faring  race  ? 
They  pick  tlieir  fuel  out  of  ev*ry  hedge. 
Which,  kindled  with  dry  leaves,  just  saves  unquenchM 
The  sparic  of  life.    The  sportive  wind  blows  wide 
Hidr  flutt'rinjg  rags,  and  shows  a  tawny  skin, 
The  vellum  ofthe  pedigree  they  dsim. 
Great  skill  have  they  in  palmistry,  and  more 
To  oonjure  dean  away  the  gold  they  touch. 
Conveying  worthless  dross  into  its  place ; 
I..oud  when  they  beg,  dumb  only  when  they  steal. 
Strange  !  that  a  creature  rationd,  and  cast 
In  human  mould,  should  brutalize  by  choice 
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Hit  nature ;  and,  though  capable  of  arts. 
By  which  the  world  mi^t  profit,  and  himseir, 
Self-b^mish^d  from  society,  prefer 
Such  squalid  sloth  to  honourable  tml ! 
Yet  eren  tfaeK,  though  feigning  sickness  oft 
They  swathe  the  forehead,  drag  the  limping  limb» 
And  vex  their  flesh  with  artificial  sores. 
Can  chanse  their  whine  into  a  mirthful  note, 
Whensa£  occasion  offers ;  and  with  dance, 
And  music  of  the  bladder  and  the  bag. 
Beguile  their  woes,  and  make  the  woods  resound. 
Sudi  health  and  gaiety  of  heart  enjoy 
The  bousdess  rovers  of  the  sylvan  world ; 
And,  breathing  wholesome  air,  and  wand*ring  much, 
Need  other  physic  none  to  heal  th'  effects 
Of  loathsome  met,  penury,  and  cold. 

Blest  he,  though  undistinguish'd  ficom  the  crowd 
By  wealth  or  diffdty,  who  dwells  secure, 
where  man,  by  nature  fierce,  has  laid  aside 
His  fierceness,  having  learnt,  though  slow  to  learn, 
The  manners  and  the  arts  of  dvil  Ufe. 
His  wants  indeed  are  many ;  but  supply 
Is  obvious,  placed  within  the  easy  reach 
Of  ten^*rate  wishes  and  industrious  hands. 
Here  vurtue  thrives  as  in  her  proper  soil ; 
Not  rude  and  surly,  and  beset  with  tfaoms* 
And  terrible  to  si^t,  as  when  she  .springs 
(If  e*er  she  sprin|p  spontaneous)  in  remote 
And  barbarous  dunes,  where  violence  prevails. 
And  strength  is  lord  of  all ;  but  gentle,  kind. 
By  culture  tam'd,  by  liber^  refir^*d. 
And  all  her  fruits  by  radiant  truth  matured. 
War  and  the  chase  engross  the  savage  whole; 
War  followed  for  revenge,  or  to  supplant 
The  envied  tenants  of  some  happier  spot : 
The  chase  for  sustenance,  precarious  trust ! 
His  hard  condition  with  severe  constraint 
Binds  an  his  faculties,  forbids  all  growth 
Of  wisdom,  proves  a  school,  in  which  he  learns 
Sly  circumvention^  unrelenting  hate, 
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Mean  self-aUadimeiit,  and  scarce  aug^t  beade. 

Thus  fare  the  sniveling  natives  of  the  north. 

And  thus  the  rangers  of  the  western  world. 

Where  it  advances  fiir  into  the  deep, 

Tow'rds  the  antarctic.     E'en  the  uvourM  isles 

So  lately  found,  aUhoogh  the  constant  son 

Cheer  idl  didr  seasons  with  a  grateful  smile. 

Can  boast  but  little  virtue ;  and  inert 

Thiou^  jdentjr,  lose  in  morals  what  they  gain 

In  manners — ^victims  of  luxurious  ease. 

These  therefinre  I  can  pity,  plac'd  remote 

From  all  that  science  traces,  art  invents. 

Or  inspiration  teaches ;  and  enclosed 

In  boundless  oceans,  never  to  be  passed 

By  navigators  uninform'd  as  they. 

Or  |dou^'d  perhaps  by  British  bark  again : 

But  hi  beyond  the  rest,  and  with  most  cause. 

Thee,  gentle  savage  !*  whom  no  love  of  thee 

Or  thine,  but  curiosity  perhaps. 

Or  else  vain  glory,  prompted  us  to  draw 

Forth  from  thy  native  bowers,  to  show  thee  here 

With  what  superior  sldll  we  can  abuse 

The  sifb  of  Providence,  and  squander  life. 

The  dream  is  past ;  and  thou  hast  found  again 

Thy  cocoas  and  bananas,  palms  and  yams. 

And  homestall  thatdi'd  with  leaves.    But  hast  thou 

found 
Their  former  diaims  ?  And,  having  seen  our  state» 
Our  palaces,  our  ladies,  and  our  pomp 
Of  equipage,  our  gardens,  and  our  sports. 
And  h&ira  our  music ;  are  thy  simple  friends. 
Thy  simple  ikre,  and  all  thy  plain  delights, 
As  dear  to  thee  as  once  ?  And  have  thy  joys 
Lost  nothing  by  comparison  with  ours  ? 
Rude  as  thou  art  (for  we  returned  thee  rude 
And  ignorant,  except  of  outward  show) 
I  cannot  think  thee  yet  so  dull  of  heart 
And  spiritless,  as  never  to  regret 
Sweets  tasted  here,  and  left  as  soon  as  known. 
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Medimks  I  sec  diee  stnying  on  die  beach. 
And  asking  of  the  Borge,  that  bathet  thy  foot. 
If  ever  it  has  wadi^d  our  distant  shore. 
I  see  thee  weep,  and  thine  are  honest  tean, 
A  patriot*s  for  his  country :  diou  art  sad 
At  tfiousht  of  her  forlorn  and  abject  state. 
From  vmidi  no  pow*r  of  thine  can  raise  her  up. 
Thus  Fancy  paints  thee,  and,  thou^  apt  to  err. 
Perhaps  errs  litde,  when  she  paints  thee  thus. 
She  tdls  me  too,  diat  duly  eviy  mom 
Thou  climb*8t  the  mountain  top,  with  eager  eye 
Exploring  for  and  wide  the  wat*iy  waste 
For  sight  of  ship  from  England.    ET*ry  speck 
Seen  in  the  dim  horizon  turns  thee  pale 
With  conflict  of  contending  hopes  and  foars. 
But  comes  at  last  the  dull  and  dusky  eve. 
And  sends  thee  to  thy  cabin,  well  prepared 
To  dream  all  night  m  what  the  day  denied. 
Alas!  expect  it  not.    We  found  no  bait 
To  tempt  us  in  thy  country.    Doing  good* 
Disinterested  gooa,  is  not  our  trade. 
We  travel  far,  'tis  true,  but  hot  for  nought ; 
And  must  be  brib'd  to  oonipasB  Earth  again 
By  other  hopes  and  richer  fruits  than  yours. 

But  though  true  worth  and  virtue  in  the  mSd 
And  genial  soil  of  cultivated  lifo 
Tlirive  most,  and  may  perhaps  thrive  only  there, 
Yet  not  in  cities  oft :  in  proud,  and  gay. 
And  gain-devoted  cities.    Thither  flow. 
As  to  a  common  and  most  noisome  sewer. 
The  dregs  and  fecuknoe  of  ev'ry  land. 
In  cities  foul  example  on  most  minds 
Begets  its  likeness.    Rank  abimdance  breeds. 
In  gross  and  pampered  cities,  doth,  and  lust. 
And  wantonness,  and  gluttonous  excess. 
In  cities  vice  is  hidden  with  most  ease. 
Or  seen  with  least  reproach ;  and  virtue,  taught 
By  freauent  lai»e,  can  hope  no  triumph  there 
Beyond  A'  achievement  of  sucoessM  flight 
I  do  confess  them  nurs'ries  of  the  arts. 
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In  which  they  flourish  most ;  where,  in  the  beuni 

Of  warm  cnoouiagement,  and  in  the  eye 

Of  public  note,  they  reach  their  per&ei  aze. 

Sadi  London  is,  by  taste  and  wealth  prodaim'd 

The  fairest  capital  of  all  the  world. 

By  riot  and  inoondnenoe  the  worst. 

There,  toudi*d  by  Reynolds,  a  dull  bkmk  becomes 

A  ludd  mirror,  in  whidi  Nature  sees 

An  her  reflected  features.    Bacon  there 

Gives  more  than  female  beauty  to  a  stone, 

And  Chatham's  doquenoe  to  marble  lips. 

Nor  does  the  chisel  occupy  akme 

The  pow'is  of  sculpture,  but  the  style  as  mudi ; 

Each  province  of  her  art  her  equal  care. 

With  nice  indsiaii  of  her  guided  steel 

Sbe  plough  a  brazen  field,  and  clothes  a  soil 

So  sterile  with  what  charms  soe*er  she  will. 

The  ridiest  scen'ry  and  the  loveliest  fiorms. 

Where  finds  Philosophy  her  eag^e  eye, 

With  which  she  gazes  at  yon  burning  disk 

Undazzled,  and  detects  and  counts  his  spots  ? 

In  London.    Where  her  implements  exact. 

With  which  she  calculates,  computes,  and  scans, 

All  distance,  motion,  magnitude,  and  now 

Measures  an  atom,  and  now  girds  a  w<mM  ? 

In  London.    Where  has  commerce  such  a  mart. 

So  rich,  so  throng'd,  so  drain'd,  and  so  supplied. 

As  London^— opiuent,  enlarg*d,  and  still 

Increasing,  Lcmdon  ?  Babykm  of  old 

Not  more  the  glory  of  the  eazdi  than  she, 

A  more  acoomplish'd  world's  duef  glory  now. 

She  has  her  praise.    Now  mark  a  spot  or  two. 
That  so  much  beauty  would  do  well  to  purge; 
And  show  this  queen  of  cities,  that  so  fair 
May  yet  be  foul ;  so  witty,  yet  not  wise. 
It  is  not  seemly,  nor  of  ^ooa  report. 
That  she  is  slack  in  disapline ;  more  prompt 
T'  avenge  than  to  prevent  the  breach  of  law : 
That  she  is  rigid  in  denouncing  death 
On  petty  robbers,  and  indulges  life 
z2 
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And  liberty,  aid  ofttimes  honoar  too, 

To  peculaton  of  the  public  gold : 

That  thieves  at  home  must  hang ;  but  be,  that  putt 

Into  his  overgoig'd  and  bloated  purse 

The  wealth  of  Indian  provinces,  escapes. 

Nor  is  it  well,  nor  cam  it  oome  to  good. 

That,  through  profane  and  infidel  contempt 

Of  holy  writ,  she  has  presumed  t'  annul 

And  abrogate,  as  roundly  as  she  may. 

The  total  ordinaDce  and  will  of  God ; 

Advancing  Fashion  to  the  post  of  Truth, 

And  centering  all  authority  in  modes 

And  customs  of  her  own,  till  Sabbath  rices 

Have  dwindled  into  unrespected  forms. 

And  knees  and  hassocks  are  well-nigh  divorcU 

God  made  the  country,  and  man  made  the  towik 
What  wonder  then  that  health  and  virtue,  gifts 
That  can  alone  make  sweet  the  bitter  drau^^ht 
That  life  holds  out  to  all,  should  most  abound 
And  least  be  threatened  in  the  fields  and  groves  ? 
Possess  ye  therefore,  ye  who,  borne  about 
In  chariots  and  sediuis,  know  no  fiitigue 
But  that  of  idleness,  and  taste  no  scenes 
But  such  as  art  contrives,  possess  ye  still 
Your  element ;  there  only  can  ye  shine ; 
There  only  minds  like  yours  can  do  no  harm. 
Our  groves  were  plantea  to  console  at  noon 
The  pendve  wand'ier  in  their  shades.    At  eve 
The  moon-beam,  sliding  softly  in  between 
The  sleeping  leaves,  is  aU  the  light  they  wiBb, 
Birds  wm4}l]ng  all  ihe  music    We  can  spare 
The  splendour  of  your  lamps ;  ifaey  but  edipee 
Oiur  softer  satellite.    Your  wm  confound 
Our  more  harmoaioas  notes :  uie  thrush  departs 
Scared,  and  th*  offended  nightingale  is  mute. 
There  is  a  public  mischief  m  your  mirth  ; 
It  plagues  your  country.     FoUy  such  as  yours. 
Graced  with  a  sword,  and  worthier  of  a  fiui. 
Has  made,  which  enemies  could  ne'er  have  done. 
Our  arch  of  empire,  stedfast  but  for  you, 
A  mutilated  structure,  soon  to  fall. 


d  by  Google 


271 

THE  TASK. 
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THE  TIME-PIECE. 


ArgumeiU  of  the  Second  Book. 


■«aeetl(mt  wggfd  bj  Am  eondatfon  of  <h»  Ibmiar  book.— Pisaai 
moBg  the  nation*  noomawndsd,  on  Om  giouiid  of  Uwir  eommoa 
feUowihip  In  lontnr.— Prodigies  enumerated.— Sicilian  eaxthquakoh 
—Mm  nndaad  ofanosiaiu  to  thev  catamitiet  hj  tln.-43od  die  agaiM 
In  tfaaou— The  philosophy  that  stopi  at  leooodan  cauM*  leproWd.^ 
Oar  ovn  1^  miBcazriages  acoonnted  ibr.— Satirical  notice  taken  of 
onr  tiin  to  Footatne-Blaaa.— Bat  the  pulpitt  not  aatlnb  Um  proficr  en- 
gine or  reformation.— The  Reverend  Advertiaer  of  engraTed  nnnoaa. 
— Fetit-maitre  parK».«*The  good  neacher.— Pictum  of  a  theatrical 
dorical  cozcoml>.— Stoij-teUen  ana  Jorten  in  the  puipit  rBprov«d.M 
Apottropbe  to  popular  applause.— Retailers  of  ancient  philosophy  es> 
postulated  with.— Sum  of  the  whole  matter.— EffteU  of  aaoenlotal 
mismanagement  on  the  lai^r — Their  folly  and  estzaTaganoe.— The 
mischle6  of  profiuion.— Profudon  itaelf,  with  all  Its  consequent  evils, 
Moibad,  M  to  it»  pdndpal  cniMk  to  the  wut  of  dac^^Una  in  the  uiii> 


0  FOR  a  lodge  in  some  vast  wilderness, 

Some  boundless  contiguity  of  shsde. 

Where  rumoui  of  oppression  and  deceit, 

Of  unsuccessful  or  successful  war. 

Might  never  reach  me  more.    My  ear  is  pain*d, 

M^  soul  is  sick  with  ev'ry  day*s  report 

Of*^  wrong  and  outrage  with  which  Earth  is  ffll*d. 

There  is  no  flesh  in  man's  dlidurate  heart. 

It  does  not  fed  for  man ;  the  nat'ral  bond 

Of  brotherhood  is  severed  as  the  flax. 

That  faUs  asunder  at  the  touch  of  fire. 

He  finds  his  fellow  guilty  of  a  skin 

Not  colour*d  like  his  own ;  and  having  pow*r 

T'  enforce  the  wron^,  for  such  a  worthy  cause 

Dooms  and  devotes  mm  as  his  lawAil  prey. 

Lands  intersected  by  a  narrow  6tth 

Abhor  each  other.    Mountains  interposed 
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Make  enemies  of  nations,  who  had  else 
Like  kindred  dtops  been  mingled  into  one. 
Thus  man  devotee  his  brother,  and  destroys ; 
And,  worse  than  all,  and  most  to  be  deplor*d 
As  human  nature's  broadest,  fimlest  blot. 
Chains  him,  and  tasks  him,  and  exacts  his  sweat 
With  stripes,  that  Mercy  with  a  bleeding  heart 
Weeps,  when  she  sees  inflicted  on  a  beast 
Then  what  is  man  ?  And  what  man,  seeing  this. 
And  having  human  fedii^,'  does  not  blusn. 
And  hang  his  head,  to  thmk  himself  a  man  ? 
I  would  not  have  a  slave  to  till  my  ground. 
To  carry  me,  to  fan  me  while  I  sleep. 
And  tremble  when  I  wake,  for  all  the  wealth 
That  sinews  bought  and  sold  have  ever  eam'd. 
No :  dear  as  freedom  is,  and  in  my  hearths 
Just  estimation  priz*d  above  all  price, 
I  had  much  rather  be  myself  the  slave, 
And  wear  the  bonds,  than  fasten  them  on  him. 
We  have  no  slaves  at  home — ^then  why  abroad  ? 
And  they  themselves  once  ferried  o*er  the  wave 
That  parts  us,  are  emancipate  and  loosed. 
Slaves  cannot  breathe  in  England ;  if  theur  lungs 
Receive  our  air,  that  moment  they  are  free ; 
They  touch  our  country,  and  their  shackles  falL 
That*s  noble,  and  bespeaks  a  nation  proud 
And  jealous  of  the  blessing.     Spread  it  then, 
And  let  it  circulate  through  ev'ry  vein 
Of  all  your  empire ;  that,  where  Britain's  pow't 
Is  felt,  mankind  may  feel  her  mercy  too. 
Sure  there  is  need  of  social  intercourse. 
Benevolence,  and  peace,  and  mutual  aid. 
Between  the  nations  in  a  world,  that  seems 
To  toll  the  deathbell  of  its  own  decease. 
And  by  the  voice  of  all  its  elements 
To  pr^Eudi  the  gen'ral  doom*.  When  were  the  winds 
Let  slip  with  such  a  warrant  to  destroy  ? 
When  did  the  waves  so  haughtily  overleap 
Their  ancient  barriers,  deluging  the  dry  ? 

»  ADuding  to  the  calamitkt  in  Jamalcft. 
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Fires  from  beneath*  and  meteors*  from  above. 
Portentous,  unexampled,  unezplain*d, 
Have  kindled  beacons  in  the  sloes ;  and  th*  old 
And  crazy  Earth  has  had  her  shaking  fits 
More  frequent,  and  foregone  her  usual  rest 
Is  it  a  time  to  wrangle,  when  the  pn^ 
And  pillars  of  our  planet  seem  to  fail. 
And  Nature-f*  with  a  dim  and  siddy  eye 
To  wait  the  ckise  of  all  ?  But  grant  her  end 
More  distant,  and  that  prophecr  demands 
A  longer  respite,  unaooomplish  d  jtt ; 
Still  t£ey  are  frowning  tagaali,  and  bespeak 
Displeasure  in  His  braist,  who  smites  the  Earth 
Or  heals  it,  makes  it  langiiish  or  rejoice. 
And  'tis  but  seemly,  that,  whew  all  desenre 
And  stand  exposed  by  common  peocaoey 
To  what  no  few  have  fielt,  there  should  be  peace. 
And  brethren  in  calamity  should  love. 
Alas  for  Sidlv  !  rude  fragments  now 
Lie  8catter*d,  where  the  shapely  column  stood. 
Her  palaces  are  dust    In  all  her  streets 
The  voice  of  singing  and  the  spri^^y  chord 
Are  silent.    Reveliy,  and  dance,  and  show. 
Suffer  a  syncope  and  solemn  pause ; 
While  God  performs  upon  the  trembling  stage 
Of  his  own  works  his  dreadfoi  part  alone. 
How  does  the  Earth  receive  him  ? — ^with  what  signs 
Of  gratulatk)n  and  delight  her  king  ? 
Pours  she  not  all  her  choicest  fruits  abroad. 
Her  sweetest  flowers,  her  aromatic  gums. 
Disclosing  Paradise  where'er  he  treiids  ? 
She  quakes  at  his  approach.    Her  hoUow  womb. 
Conceiving  thunders,  through  a  thousand  deeps 
And  fiery  caverns,  roars  beneath  his  foot 
The  hiUs  move  lightly,  and  the  mountains  smoke. 
For  he  has  touched  them.  From  th'  extremest  point 
Of  elevation  down  into  the  abyss 

*  Augtut  18,  1783. 

♦  Alluding  to  the  ftig,  tiut  oorend  both  Europe  and  A^  ihirinc  t)i« 
wbola  nunnMr  of  1783. 
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His  wimth  is  Invy,  and  hii  ftown  is  felt 
The  rocks  fiEill  headlong,  and  the  valleys  rise. 
The  rivers  die  into  ofl^isiTe  poob. 
And,  cfaaig'd  with  putrid  Terdure,  breathe  a  gross 
And  mortid  nuisance  into  all  the  air. 
What  solid  was,  by  transformation  strange. 
Grows  fluid ;  and  the  fix*d  and  rooted  euth. 
Tormented  into  billows,  heaves  and  swells. 
Or  with  vortiginous  and  hideous  whirl 
Sucks  down  its  prey  insatiable.    Inunense 
The  tumult  and  the  overthrow,  the  pangs 
And  agonies  of  human  and  of  brute 
Multitudes,  fugitive  on  ev'ry  side. 
And  fugitive  in  vain.    The  sylvan  scene 
Migrates  uplifted ;  and,  with  all  its  soil 
Alighting  in  far  distant  fields,  finds  out 
A  new  possessor,  and  survives  the  change. 
Ocean  has  caught  the  frenzy,  and,  upwrought 
To  an  enormous  and  overbearing  hdght, 
Not  by  a  mighty  wind,  but  by  that  voice, 
Which  winds  and  waves  obey,  invades  the  shore 
Resistless.    Never  such  a  sudden  flood, 
Upridg'd  so  high,  and  sent  on  such  a  charge. 
Possessed  an  i^and  scene.    Where  now  the  throng 
That  press*d  the  beach,  and,  hasty  to  depart. 
Looked  to  the  sea  for  saf^  ?  They  are  gone. 
Gone  witii  the  refluent  wave  into  die  deep— 
A  prince  with  half  his  people  I  Ancient  towers. 
And  roofr  embatded  high,  the  gloomy  scenes. 
Where  beauty  oft  and  lettered  worth  consume 
Life  in  the  unproductive  shades  of  death. 
Fall  prone:  die  pale  inhabitants  come  forth. 
And,  happy  in  their  unforeseen  rdease 
From  all  the  rigours  of  restraint,  enjoy 
The  terrours  of  the  day  that  sets  them  firee. 
Who  then,  tiiat  has  tiiee,  would  not  hold  thee  he^ 
Freedom  ?  whom  they  that  lose  thee  so  regret. 
That  e'en  a  judgment,  making  way  for  thee, 
Seems  in  their  eyes  a  mercy  for  thy  sake  ? 
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Such  evils  Sin  hath  wrought  $  and  fuch  a  flanie 
Kindled  in  Heav'n,  tiiat  it  boms  dcywn  to  Earth, 
And  in  the  furious  inqueit,  that  it  makes 
On  God*s  bdialf,  lays  waste  his  faixest  wodu. 
The  voy  dementi,  though  each  be  meant 
The  minister  of  man,  to  senre  his  wants. 
Conspire  against  him.    With  his  breath  he  draws 
A  plague  into  his  blood ;  and  cannot  use 
Lifers  necessary  means,  but  he  must  die. 
Storms  rise  t'  overwhelm  him :  or,  if  stormy  winds 
Rise  not,  the  waters  of  the  deq>  shall  rise. 
And,  needing  none  assistance  of  the  stonn. 
Shall  roll  themsdves  ashore,  and  reach  him  there. 
The  earth  shall  shake  him  out  of  all  his  holds. 
Or  make  his  house  his  grave :  nor  so  content. 
Shall  counterfdt  the  motions  of  the  flood. 
And  drown  him  in  her  dxy  and  dusty  gulft. 
What  then  ! — ^were  they  the  wicked  above  all. 
And  we  the  righteous,  whose  &st-anchor*d  isle 
Mov'd  not,  wmle  theues  was  rocked,  like  a  light  skifi^ 
The  spoxt  of  ev'ry  wave  ?  No :  none  are  dear. 
And  none  than  we  more  ^^uilty.    But,  where  all 
Stand  chargeable  with  guiU,  imd  to  the  shafb 
Of  wrath  obnoxious,  God  may  choose  his  mark : 
May  punish,  if  he  please,  the  less,  to  warn 
The  more  malignant.    If  he  spar'd  not  them, 
Tremble  and  be  amaz*d  at  thine  escape. 
Far  guiltier  England,  lest  he  spare  not  thee ! 

Hsppy  the  man,  who  sees  a  God  employed 
In  all  die  good  and  ill,  that  chedser  life ! 
Resolving  all  events,  with  their  efiects 
And  mamfdd  results,  into  the  will 
And  arbitration  wise  of  the  Supreme. 
Did  not  his  eye  rule  all  things,  and  intend 
The  least  of  our  concerns  (since  from  the  least 
The  greatest  oft  originate) ;  could  chance 
Find  place  in  his  dominion,  or  dispose 
One  lawless  particle  to  thwart  his  plan ; 
Then  God  might  be  surprised,  and  unforeseen 
Condngence  might  alaim  him,  and  disturb 
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ThemMOth  oidsqaaittNmeAf  hkaflidfs. 
This  tnitfa  ndotophyv  dunigh  eag|e>«yM 
In  iiature*0  tendfcndet,  oft  omdacim ; 
And,  hMiaa  iaaad  hit  initmmeot,  fbrgeli, 
Or  duregaidh  «%  mon  picniiiiptaoii*  stiU, 
Denies,  the  *ow*r  tfait  vields-  it    God  piockiinis 
His  hot  displMiare  against  Axdidi  men, 
That  live  an  atheist  hfo :  invotfis  the  Heav*n 
In  tempests;  qion  his  gfasp  upon  Ae  winds, 
And  gives  them  all  tfwir  £11171  ^"^  *  plague 
Kindle  a  fierj  boil  upon  the  skm. 
And  putrefy  the  breath  of  Uoandng  HeaMi. 
He  caDs  fbr  Famine,  and  the  meagre  fiend 
Blows  mildew  from,  between  his  smiTdl'd  lips. 
And  taints  the  golden  ear.     He  springs  his  miuei. 
And  desolates  a  nation  at  a  Mast 
Forth  steps  the  spruce  philosopher,  and  teEi 
Of  homogeneal  and  diaoordant  springs 
And  principles ;  of  ocoses,  bow  they  wnk 
By  necessary  laws  dicir  sure  efibcts ; 
Of  action  and  reaction:  hehas^ound 
The  source  of  die  disease,  tfiat  nature  feels. 
And  bids  the  woiid  take  heart  and  banirii  fear. 
Thou  fool !  will  thy  discovery  of  the  cause 
Suspend  th'edbct,  or  heal  it?  Has  not  God 
Still  wrought  by  meant  smce  first  he  made  die  world  ? 
And  did  he  not  of  old  employ  his  means 
To  drown  it?  What  is  his  creation  less 
Than  a  capaoons  reservoir  of  means 
FonnM  for  his  use,  and  ready  at  his  will  P 
Go,  dress  thine  eyes  with  eye-salve;  ask  of  him, 
Or  ask  of  whomsoever  he  has  tai]|;fat ; 
And  leam,  though  late,  the  genmne  cause  of  aS. 
England,  with  all  t^  faults,  I  love  thee  stiU— 
My  country  f  and,  while  yet  a  nook  is  kft. 
Where  £ng^  minds  and  manners  may  be  fouad« 
Shan  be  oosstrainM  to  love  thee.   Though  thy  cliint 
Be  fickle,  and  isbj  year  most  part  deibrm'd 
With  dr^yping  rains,  or  wither*d  bv  a  fmts^ 
I  would  net  yet  ezduago  thy  suUen  skies, 
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And  fields  mAnont  a  floir*r«  fm  waniMr  Fnnce 
With  all  her  wits ;  nor  for  Ausonia's  grovos 
Of  golden  fruitagsii  and  her  myille  bow^ 
To  shake  thy  senate,  and  from  heights  subUme 
Of  patriot  doquenee  to  flash  down  fiie 
Upon  thy  foes,  was  never  meant  my  task  : 
But  I  can  fed  thy  fortunes,  and  pwtake 
Thy  joys  and  sorrows,  with  as  true  a  heart 
As  any  thund^rer  there.    And  I  can  feel 
Thy  foUies  too;  and  with  a  just  disdain 
Frown  at  effbninates,  whose  very  looks 
Reflect  dishonour  on  the  land  I  love. 
How,  in  the  name  of  soldieiship  and  sense, 
Should  England  prosper,  when  such  things,  as  smooth 
And  tender  as  a  giil,  all  esKnc*d  o^er 
With  odours,  and  as  profligate  as  sweet  9 
Who  sdl  their  laurel  for  a  myrtle  wreath. 
And  love  when  diey  should  fight ;  when  such  as  these 
Presume  to  lay  their  hand  upon  the  aik 
Of  her  magnificent  and  awful  cause  ? 
Time  was  when  it  was  praise  and  boast  enough 
In  ev*ry  dime,  and  travel  where  we  might. 
That  we  were  bom  her  children.    Praise  enough 
To  fill  tfa'  ambition  of  a  private  man. 
That  Chatham's  language  was  his  mother  tongue, 
And  Wolfe's  great  name  oompaliiot  with  his  own. 
Farewell  those  honours,  and  fiuewell  with  them 
The  hope  of  such  hereafter !  They  have  foU'n 
Each  in  his  field  of  glory ;  one  in  aims. 
And  one  in  council— Wolfe  upon  the  lap 
Of  smiling  Victory  that  moment  won. 
And  Chatham  heart*«idc  of  his  country's  shame  1 
They  made  us  numy  soldiers.    Chatham,  still 
Consulting  England's  happiness  at  home, 
Secur'd  it  by  an  unfbrgiving  fiown. 
If  any  wrong'd  her.    Wolfe,  where'er  he  fought. 
Put  so  much  of  his  heart  into  his  act. 
That  his  example  had  a  magnet's  force. 
And  all  were  swift  to  follow  whom  all  lov'd. 
Those  suns  axe  set.    O  rise  some  other  such  1 

2  a 


d  by  Google 


278  THE  TASK. 

Or  all  that  we  hafe  left  IS  empty  talk 
Of  old  adbisTcmeiiitet  and  despair  of  sew. 

Now  hoist  the  sail,  and  let  the  streamers  float 
Upon  the  wanton  Inreezes.    Strew  the  dedc 
With  lavender,  and  sprinkle  li^md  sweets, 
That  no  rude  savour  maritime  mvade 
The  nose  of  nice  nobility  I  Breathe  soft 
Ye  dariooets,  and  softer  still  ye  flutes ; 
That  winds  and  waters,  hilled  by  magic  sounds. 
May  bear  uf  smoothly  to  the  Gallic  shore  1 
True,  we  have  lost  an  empire — let  it  pass. 
True ;  we  may  thank  the  perfidy  of  France, 
That  picked  the  jewel  out  of  Eng^land's  crown. 
With  all  the  cunning  of  an  envious  shrew. 
And  let  that  pass— 'twas  but  a  trick  of  state ! 
A  brave  man  knows  no  malice,  but  at  once 
Forgets  in  peace  the  injuries  of  war. 
And  gives  his  direst  foe  a  friend's  esnhnce. 
And,  sham'd  as  we  have  been,  to  th'  very  beard 
Brav'd  and  defied,  and  in  our  own  sea  proved 
Too  weak  iat  those  decisive  blows,  that  once 
Ensured  us  mast*ry  there,  we  yet  retain 
Some  small  pre-eminence ;  we  justly  boast 
At  least  superior  jockeyship,  and  daim 
The  honours  of  the  turf  as  all  our  own  I 
Go  then,  well  worthy  of  the  praise  ye  seek. 
And  show  the  shame,  ye  might  conceal  at  home. 
In  foreign  eyes !— be  grooms  and  win  the  plate, 
Where  once  your  uo\Sa  fathers  woo  a  crown  !— 
'Tis  generous  to  communicate  your  skill 
To  those  that  need  it    Folly  is  soon  leam'd : 
And  under  such  preceptors  who  can  fsai  I 

There  is  a  pleasure  in  poetic  pains. 
Which  only  poets  know.    The  shifts  and  turns, 
Th*  expedients  and  inventions  multiform. 
To  which  the  mind  resrarts,  in  diase  of  terms 
Though  apt,  yet  coy,  and  difficult  to  win— 
T'  arrest  Uie  fleeting  hnages,  that  fill 
The  minor  of  the  mind,  and  hold  them  fast. 
And  force  them  sit,  tiU  he  has  penoill'd  off 
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A  faithful  likeaess  tiihe  femis  he  viewB ; 

Then  to  diqpofe  his  oopks  with  such  art. 

That  each  may  find  its  most  propitious  light. 

And  shine  by  situation,  hardly  kss 

Than  by  the  labour  and  the  skill  it  cost ; 

Are  occupations  of  the  poet*s  mind 

So  pleasing,  and  that  steal  away  the  thought 

With  such  address  from  themes  of  sad  import. 

That,  lost  in  his  own  musings,  hstppj  man ! 

He  feels  th'  anxieties  of  life,  denied 

Their  wonted  entertainment,  all  retire. 

Such  joys  has  he  that  sings.    But  ah  I  not  such. 

Or  seldom  sudi,  the  hearers  of  his  song. 

Fastidious,  or  dse  listless,  or  perhaps 

Aware  oi  nothing  arduous  in  a  task 

They  never  undertook,  they  little  note 

His  dangers  or  esc!q>es,  and  haply  find 

Their  least  amusement  where  he  found  the  most 

But  is  amusement  all  ?  Studious  of  song, 

And  yet  ambitious  not  to  sing  in  Tain, 

I  would  not  trifle  merely,  though  the  world 

Be  loudest  in  tfaeb  praise,  who  do  no  more. 

Yet  what  can  satire,  whether  grave  or  gay  ? 

It  may  correct  a  foible,  may  oiastise 

The  freaks  of  fashion,  regulate  the  dress. 

Retrench  a  sword-blade,  or  displace  a  piUcfa ; 

But  where  are  its  sublimer  trophies  fbund  ? 

What  vice  has  it  subdued  ?  whose  heart  redaimM 

By  rigour,  or  whom  laugfa'd  into  reform  ? 

Alas  r  Leviathan  is  not  so  tam*d : 

Laugh*d  at,  he  laughs  again ;  and  stricken  hard. 

Turns  to  the  stroke  his  adunantine  scales. 

That  fear  no  disoipUne  of  human  hands. 

The  pnlpk,  therefore  (and  I  name  it  fillM 
With  solemn  awe,  that  bids  me  wdl  beware 
With  what  intent  I  touch  that  holy  thing>.- 
The  pulpit  (when  the  sat*rist  has  at  last. 
Strutting  and  vaporing  in  an  empty  school. 
Spent  all  his  Ibrce,  and  made  no  proselyte)— 
I  say  the  pulpit  (in  the  sober  use 
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Of  its  IpgitJBaiitf,  peculiar  pow*n) 

Must  stood  acknowledg'd*  while  the  world  shall  stand, 

The  most  important  and  eftectual  guard, 

Support,  and  ornament  of  Virtue*8  cause. 

There  stands  the  messenger  of  truth  t  there  standi 

The  luxate  of  the  skies ! — His  theme  divine. 

His  o&e  sacred,  his  credentials  dear. 

By  him  the  viohited  law  speaks  outL 

Its  thundeis;  and  hy  him,  in  strains  as  sweet 

As  angels  use,  the  Gospel  •wlaspen  peace. 

He  stablishes  the  stroi^,  restores  the  weak. 

Reclaims  the  wanderer,  binds  the  broken  heart. 

And,  arm*d  himself  in  panoply  complete 

Of  heav'nly  temper,  furnishes  with  arms 

Brifl^t  as  his  own,  and  trains,  by  ev^ry  rule 

Of  holy  discipline,  to  glorious  war. 

The  sacramental  host  of  God*s  elect ! 

Are  all  such  teachers  ? — ^would  to  Heaven  aU  were! 

But  hark — the  doctor's  Toice ! — &at  wedg'd  between 

Two  empirics  he  stands,  and  with  swoln  cheeks 

Insphres  the  news,  his  trumpet    Keener  fitr 

Than  all  invective  is  his  bold  haiaxigue. 

While  through  that  public  organ  of  report 

He  hails  the  deigy ;  and,  deling  shame. 

Announces  to  the  world  his  own  and  theirs ! 

He  teaches  those  to  read,  whom  schoob  dismissed. 

And  colleges,  untaught ;  sells  accent,  tone. 

And  emphasis  in  score,  and  gives  to  prayer 

Th'  adagio  and  andante  it  demands. 

He  grinds  divinity  of  other  days 

Down  into  modem  use ;  transforms  old  print 

To  zigzag  manuscript,  and  dieats  the  eyes 

Of  gallery  critics  by  a  thousand  arts. 

Are  there  who  purchase  of  the  doctor's  ware  ? 

O,  name  it  not  in  Gath  ! — ^it  cannot  be,  , 

That  grave  and  learned  clerks  should  need  such  aid. 

He  doubtless  is  in  sport,  and  does  but  droll. 

Assuming  thus  a  rank  unknown  befor&» 

Grand  caterer  and  dry-nurse  of  the  church ! 
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I  venemte  the  mtm,  'vAam  hettrt  i»  ihmn, 
Wliote  hands  tare  pore,  idiofedocoine  and  whose  lif)^ 
Coincident,  exhibit  htdd  pxoof 
That  he  is  honest  in  the  sacred  catne. 
IHo  BoAi  I  fender  more  than  mere  reMect, 
Whose  actions  saj,  that  thej  respect  wemsdves. 
But  loose  in  morals,  and  in  manners  Tain, 
In  conversation  frivulous,  in  dress 
Extreme,  at  once  rraaoous  and  proftise  $ 
Frequent  in  park  with  lady  at  his  sUle, 
AmBling  ana  prattHns  somdal  as  he  goes ; 
But.rare  at  hmne,  and  never  at  his  bodb, 
Or  with  his  pen,  save  when  he  scrawls  a  card ; 
Constant  at  roots,  fimiifiar  with  a  round 
Of  ladyships,  a  stranger  to  the  poor ; 
Ambitieus  of  preferment  for  its  gold. 
And  we]l-prepar*d,  by  ignorance  and  sloth. 
By  infiddity  and  love  of  world. 
To  make  God*s  work  a  rinecure ;  a  slave 
To  his  own  pleasures  and  his  patron*s  pride ; 
From  such  apostles,  O  ye  mitred  heads, 
PKserve  the  churdi !  and  lay  not  careless  hands 
On  skulls,  that  cannot  teach,  and  will  not  learn. 

Would  I  describe  a  preacher,  sudi  as  Paul, 
Were  he  on  earth,  would  hear,  approve,  and  own, 
Paul  should  himself  direct  me.    I  would  trace 
His  master-strokes,  and  draw  from  his  design. 
I  would  express  him  simple,  grave,  sincere ; 
In  doctrine  unoorrupt ;  m  language  plain. 
And  plain  in  manner ;  decent,  solemn,  chaste. 
And  natural  in  gerture ;  much  impressed 
Himself,  as  conscious  of  his  awful  charge. 
And  anxious  nudn^^  diat  the  flock  he  feeds 
May  fed  it  too;  affectionate  in  look. 
And  tender  in  address,  as  well  becomes 
A  messenger  of  grace  to  guilty  men* 
Behold  the  picture  !~Is  it  like  ?— Like  whom  P 
The  things  that  mount  the  rostrum  with  a  skip, 
And  then  skip  down  again  $  pronounce  a  text ; 
CiY— hem!  and  reading  what  they  never  wrote 
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Just  fifteen  miBiiteg,  huddle  up  their  woik. 
And  with  a  wdL-bnd  whisper  ckse  the  scene ! 

In  man  or  woman,  but  hx  most  in  man^ 
And  most  of  all  in  man  that  ministers 
And  serves  the  altar,  in  my  soul  I  loathe 
All  afieotatam.    'Tis  my  perfect  scorn ; 
Object  of  my  implacable  di^^ust. 
What ! — ^wiJl  a  man  "pkaj  tnsks,  wOl  he  indui^ 
A  silly  fond  conceit  c^  his  ^aax  fbrm 
And  just  proportion)  fashionable  mien 
And  petty  filoe,  in  presence  of  his  God  ? 
Or  will  he  sedc  to  dazzle  me  with  ixopes. 
As  with  the  diamond  on  his  lily  hand. 
And  play  his  brilliant  parts  before  my  eyes. 
When  I  am  hungry  for  the  bread  of  life  ? 
He  mocks  his  Maker,  prostitutes  and  shames 
His  noble  office,  and,  instead  of  truth. 
Displaying  his  own  beauty,  starves  his  Bock. 
Thererore  avaunt  all  attitude,  and  stare. 
And  start  theatric,  practisM  at  the  glass  ! 
I  seek  divine  simplicity  in  him. 
Who  handles  things  divine ;  and  all  beside, 
Though  leam'd  wxdi  labour,  and  tho*  much  admired 
By  curious  eyes  and  judgments  ill  informed. 
To  me  is  odious  as  the  nasal  twang 
Heard  at  conventide,  where  worthy  men. 
Misled  by  custom,  strain  celestial  memes 
Through  the  pressed  nostril,  q)ectade-bestrid« 
Some  decent  in  demeanour  while  they  preadi. 
That  task  performed,  relapse  into  thansdves ; 
And,  having  spoken  wisdy,  at  the  dose 
Grow  wanton,  and  give  proof  to  ev^ry  eye. 
Whoever  was  edified,  Ihonsdves  were  not ! 
Forth  comes  the  podwt  mirror.— First  we  stroke 
An  eyebrow ;  next  compose  a  straggling  lock; 
Then  with  an  air  most  gracefully  performed 
Fall  back  into  our  seat,  extend  an  arm. 
And  lay  it  at  its  ease  with  gende  care. 
With  handkerchief  in  hand  depending  low; 
The  better  hand  more  busy  gives  the  nose 
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Its  bergamot,  or  aids  th'  incbsbtcd  eye  • 
With  ap'ra  glass,  to  watch  the  moving  «cene. 
And  recognise  the  slow-retiring  fitir.—- 
Now  this  is  Ailsome,  and  ofienids  me  more 
Than  in  a  churchman  slovenly  neglect 
And  rtistic  coaiseness  would.    A  heav'nly  mind 
May  be  indifTrent  to  her  house  of  clay. 
And  slight  the  hovel  as  heneath  her  care ; 
But  how  a  body  so  ftntastic,  trim. 
And  quaint,  in  its  deportment  and  attire. 
Can  lodffe  a  heav'nly  mind— -demands  a  doubt. 

He,  mat  negotiates  between  God  and  man. 
As  God^s  ambassador,  the  grand  conoems 
Of  judgment  and  of  mercy,  should  beware 
Of  lightness  in  his  speech.     'Tis  pitiful 
To  court  a  grin,  when  you  ahould  woo  a  soul ; 
To  break  a  jest,  when  pity  would  inspire 
Pathetic  exhortation ;  and  t'  address 
The  skittish  fiuicy  with  facetious  tales. 
When  sent  with  God's  oonmiission  to  the  heart  1 
So  did  not  Paul.     Direct  me  to  a  quip 
Or  merry  turn  in  all  he  ever  wrote. 
And  I  consent  you  take  it  for  your  text, 
Yoiur  only  one,  till  sides  and  bienches  fiiiL 
No :  he  was  serious  in  a  serious  cause. 
And  understood  too  well  the  weighty  terms. 
That  he  had  ta*en  in  charge.     He  would  not  stoop 
To  conquer  those  by  jocular  exploits. 
Whom  truth  and  soberness  assjulM  in  vain. 

O  PopuUur  Applanse !  what  heart  of  man 
Is  proof  against  thy  sweet  seducing  charms  ? 
The  wisest  and  the  best  fed  urgent  need 
Of  an  their  caution  in  thy  gentlest  gales  ; 
But  swelled  into  a  gi]st-»who  then,  alas ! 
With  all  hii  canvass  set,  and  inexpert. 
And  therefore  heedless,  can  withstand  thy  pow'r  ? 
Praise  from  the  rivdl*d  lips  of  toothless,  bald 
Decrepitude,  and  in  the  looks  of  lean 
And  craving  Poverty,  and  in  the  bow 
Rcsp^:tful  of  the  smutch'd  artificer* 
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Is  oft  too  wdcome,  and  may  niixeh  cfotnrb 
The  bias  of  the  piupoee.    Hour  madi  more, 
PourM  forth  by  beauty  splendid  and  pdite. 
In  language  soft  as  Adoiatum  breathes  ? 
Ah  spate  your  idol !  think  him  hnman  stilL 
Chazms  he  may  have,  but  he  has  fieailties  too ! 
Dote  not  too  modi,  nor  spoiQ  what  ye  admire. 

AH  truth  is  from  the  sempiternal  souioe 
Of  light  divine.    Bnt  Egypt,  Greeee,  and  Rome, 
Drew  finm  the  stream  hSow,    More  fiivoar'd  we 
Drink,  when  we  choose  it,  at  the  foontain-head. 
To  them  it  flow*d  mudi  mingled  and  defilM 
With  hmtftd  etnmr,  prejudice,  and  dreams 
Illusive  of  philosophy,  so  callM, 
But  fidsdy.     Sages  after  sages  strove 
In  vain  to  filter  oSFtk  crystal  draught 
Pure  from  the  lees,  which  often  more  enhanced 
The  thirst  than  dak*d  it,  and  not  seldom  bred    * 
Intoxication  and  ddirium  wild. 
In  vain  they  push'd  inquiry  to  the  birth 
And  spring-time  of  theworld ;  askM,  Whenceis  man  ? 
Why  formed  at  all  ?  and  wherefore  as  he  is  ? 
Where  must  he  find  his  Mdker  ?  with  what  rites 
Adore  him  ?  Will  he  hear,  accept,  and  bless  ? 
Or,0oes  he  sit  regudless  of  his  works  ? 
Has  man  within  nim  an  immortal  seed  ? 
Or  does  the  tomb  take  all  ?  If  he  survive 
His  ashes,  where  ?  and  in  what  weal  or  wo  ? 
Knots  worthv  of  solution,  whidi  alone 
A  Deity  could  solve.    Their  answen,  vague 
And  all  at  random,  fabulous  and  dark. 
Left  them  as  dark  themselves.    Their  rtdes  of  life. 
Defective  and  unsanction'd,  prov*d  too  weak 
To  bind  the  roving  appetite,  and  lead 
Blind  nature  to  a  God  not  yet  reveal*d. 
'Tis  Revelation  satisfies  all  doubts. 
Explains  all  mysteries  except  her  own. 
And  so  illmninates  the  path  of  life. 
That  fodfl  discover  it,  and  stray  no  more. 
Now  teD  me,  dignified  and  sapient  sir. 
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M^  man  of  xqoriIs,  Durtar*d  in  the  shades 

Of  Academus — h  this  false  or  true  ? 

Is  Christ  the  abler  teacher,  or  the  schools  ? 

If  Christ,  then  why  resort  at  er'ry  turn 

To  Athens  or  to  Rome,  for  wisdom  short 

Of  man's  occasions,  when  in  him  reside 

Grace,  knowledge,  comfort — an  unfathom^d  store  ? 

How  oft,  when  Paul  has  ser?*d  us  with  a  text. 

Has  Epictetus,  Plato,  TuUy,  preached ! 

Men  that,  if  now  aliye,  would  sit  content 

And  humble  learners  of  a  Saviour's  worth. 

Preach  it  who  might    Such  was  their  love  o(  truth. 

Their  thirst  of  knowledge,  and  their  candour  too  1 

And  thus  it  is. — The  pastor,  either  vain 
By  nature,  or  by  flattery  made  so,  taught 
To  gaze  at  his  own  splaidour,  and  t*  exalt 
Absurdly,  not  his  omce,  but  himself; 
Or  uneid^ten*d,  and  too  proud  to  kam ; 
Or  yidous,  and  not  therefore  apt  to  teach  ; 
Perverting  often  by  the  stress  of  lewd 
And  loose  example,  whom  he  should  instruct ; 
Exposes,  and  holds  up  to  broad  disgrace. 
The  noblest  function,  and  discredits  mudi 
The  brightest  truths  that  man  has  ever  seen. 
For  ghostly  counsel,    if  it  either  &I1 
Below  the  exigence,  or  be  not  back'd 
With  show  of  bve,  at  least  with  hopeftd  proof 
Of  some  sincerity  on  the  giver's  part ; 
Or  be  dishonoured  in  th'  exterior  form 
And  mode  of  its  conveyance  by  such  tricks 
As  move  derision,  or  by  foppiw  airs 
And  histrionic  mumm'ry,  that  let  down 
The  pulpit  to  the  level  of  the  stage ; 
Drops  ftxmi  the  lips  a  disregarded  thing. 
The  weak  perhajw  are  mov'd,  but  are  not  taught, 
While  prejudice  in  men  of  stronger  minds 
TflJ^es  deeper  root,  confirmed  by  what  they  see. 
A  relaxation  of  religion's  hold 
Upon  the  roving  and  untutor'd  heart 
Soon  follows,  and,  the  curb  of  conscience  snapped. 
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The  laity  ran  wild. — But  do  they  now  ? 
Note  tfieir  extravagance,  and  be  convinced. 

As  nations,  ignorant  of  God,  contrive 
A  wooden  one ;  so  we,  no  longer  taught 
By  monitors  that  mother  church  supplies. 
Now  make  our  own.     Posterity  will  ask 
(If  e'er  posterity  see  verse  of  mine) 
Some  fifty  or  a  himdred  lustrums  hence. 
What  was  a  monitor  in  George's  dajs  ? 
Mv  very  gentle  reader,  yet  unborn. 
Of  whom  I  needs  must  augur  better  things. 
Since  Heav'n  would  sure  grow  weary  of  a  world 
Productive  only  of  a  race  like  us 
A  monitor  is  wood — ^plank  shaven  thin. 
We  wear  it  at  our  backs.    There,  closdy  brac'd 
And  neatly  fitted,  it  compresses  hard 
The  prominent  and  most  unsightly  bones. 
And  binds  the  shoulders  flat     We  prove  its  use 
Sovereign  and  most  effectual  to  secure 
A  form,  not  now  gymnastic  as  of  yore. 
From  rickets  and  distortion,  else  our  lot 
But  thus  admonished,  we  can  walk  erect — 
One  proof  at  least  of  manhood !  while  the  fiiend 
Sticks  dose,  a  Mentor  worthy  of  his  charge. 
Our  habits,  costlier  than  Lucullus  wore, 
And  by  caprice  as  multiplied  as  his, 
Just  please  us  while  the  fashion  is  at  fuD, 
But  change  with  ev'ry  moon.     The  sycophant. 
Who  waits  to  dress  us,  arbitrates  their  date ; 
Surveys  his  fair  reversion  with  keen  eye ; 
Finds  one  ill  made,  another  obsolete. 
This  fits  not  nicely,  that  is  ill  concdv'd ; 
And,  making  prize  of  all  that  he  condemns. 
With  our  expenditure  defrap  his  own. 
Variety's  the  very  spice  of  life. 
That  gives  it  all  its  flavour.    We  have  run 
Through  ev'ry  change,  that  Fancy,  at  the  bom 
Exhausted,  has  had  genius  to  supply ; 
And,  studious  of  mutation  still,  discord 
A  real  elegance,  a  little  us'd. 
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For  monsCnms  noydty,  and  strange  disguise. 

We  sacrifice  to  dress,  till  household  joys 

And  comforts  cease.    Dress  drains  our  cellar  dry. 

And  keeps  our  larder  lean ;  puts  out  our  fires ; 

And  introduces  hunger,  frost,  and  wo, 

Where  peace  and  hospitality  might  reign. 

What  man  that  lives,  and  that  &ow8  how  to  Uve» 

Would  fiul  t'  exhibit  at  the  public  shows 

A  form  as  splendid  as  the  proudest  there. 

Though  appetite  raise  outcries  at  the  cost  ? 

A  man  o*  m'  town  dines  late,  but  soon  enough. 

With  reasonable  forecast  and  despatch, 

T*  ensure  a  side-box  station  at  half-price. 

You  think  perhaps,  so  delicate  his  dress. 

His  daily  ure  as  delicate.    Alas  ! 

He  incks  cl^an  teeth,  and,  busy  as  he  seems 

Wiui  an  old  tavern  quill,  is  hungry  yet ! 

The  route  is  Folly's  code,  which  uie  draws 

With  magic  wand.    So  potent  is  the  spell. 

That  none,  deooyM  into  that  fatal  ring, 

Unless  by  HeavVs  peculiar  grace,  escape. 

There  we  grow  early  gray,  but  never  wise ; 

There  form  connexions,  but  acquire  no  friend ; 

Solicit  pleasure  hopeless  of  success ; 

Waste  youth  in  occupations  only  fit 

For  second  childhood,  and  devote  old  age 

To  sports,  which  onl^  childhood  could  excuse. 

There  they  are.  happiest,  who  dissemble  best 

Their  weariness ;  and  they  the  most  polite. 

Who  squander  time  and  treasure  with  a  smile. 

Though  at  theb  own  destruction.    She  that  asks 

Her  feax  five  hundred  firiends,  contemns  them  all. 

And  hates  their  coming.    Th^  (what  can  they  less  ?) 

Make  just  repzisals ;  and,  wiUi  cringe  and  shrug. 

And  bow  obsequious,  hide  their  hate  of  her. 

An  catch  the  frenzy,  downward  from  her  grace. 

Whose  flambeaux  flash  against  the  morning  skies, 

And  gOd  our  chamber  ceilings  as  they  pass, 

To  her,  who,  frugal  only  that  her  thrift 

May  feed  cauesses  she  can  in  aflford, 
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Is hadmey'd home unbekey'd ;  wba^mhmta 

Alu^itiiig,  tunu  die  key  in  her  ovn  door. 

And,  at  the  watdiman's  lantern  bon^wing  light. 

Finds  •  ooM  bed  her  only  madott  left. 

Wives  beggar  husbaodi,  husbands  storYe  didr  wina. 

On  Foftune'b  vdvet  altar  off*iing  up 

Their  last  poor  pittanoe— Fortune,  most  severe 

Of  goddesses  yet  known,  and  costlier  fiur 

Than  all,  that  held  their  roots  in  heathen  hcav'o..-. 

So  fare  we  in  this  prison-hoase  the  Worid ; 

And  *tis  a  fearful  spectacle  to  see 

So  many  maniacs  dandng  in  their  chains. 

Th^  gaze  vmotk  the  links,  that  hold  them  fast. 

With  ^es  of  anguish,  execrate  their  lot. 

Then  shake  them  in  despair,  and  dance  again  ! 

Now  basket  up  the  family  of  plagues. 
That  waste  our  vitals  ;  peculation,  sale 
Of  honom-,  pexjury,  corruption,  frauds 
By  forgery,  by  subterfuge  of  law. 
By  tricks  and  lies  as  num'rous  and  as  keen 
As  the  necessities  their  authors  feel ; 
Then  cast  them,  closely  bundled,  ev'ry  brat 
At  the  right  door.     Provision  is  the  sire. 
Profusion  unrestrained,  with  all  tliat's  base 
In  character,  has  litter'd  all  the  land. 
And  bred,  within  the  mem'ry  of  no  few, 
A  priesthood,  such  as  Baal*s  was  of  old, 
A  people,  such  as  never  was  till  now. 
It  is  a  himgry  vice : — it  eats  up  all 
That  gives  society  its  beauty,  strength. 
Convenience,  and  security,  and  use : 
Makes  men  mere  vermin,  worthy  to  be  trapped 
And  gibbeted,  as  fast  as  catchpoie  daws 
Can  seize  the  slippery  prey :  unties  the  knot 
Of  union,  and  converts  the  sacred  band. 
That  holds  mankind  together,  to  a  scourge. 
Prafunon,  deluging  a  state  witib  lusts 
Of  grossest  nature  and  of  worst  efii^ts. 
Prepares  it  for  its  rum :  hardens,  blinds. 
And  wajps,  the  consciences  of  public  mea. 
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TiUdwycanlMi^BtA^rttte;  mode  the  fiiok. 
That  trurt  diflm  $  and  in  di*  end  dbdoM  m  iiee, 
Thttt  would  hsfo  ihock^d  Credulity  iKudf* 
Unmask'd,  ▼oochnftig  Ihii  thdr  sole  cnceuifr— 
Since  all  alike  an  sel^i,  ndiynot  thcj  ? 
This  does  Proliiflion,  and  th*  aoemsed  rmmr  • 
Of  inch  deep  misdiief  has  itself  a  caiMC 
In  colleges  and  hafls  in  ancient  days. 
When  learning,  Tirtoe,  piety,  and  tnUli, 
Wexe  piedoos,  and  mci^cated  with  cars. 
There  dwelt  a  sage  call'd  Discipline.     His  head* 
Not  yet  by  time  completely  siher'd  o*er. 
Bespoke  him  past  the  bounds  of  fimddsh  youth. 
Bat  strong  for  service  still,  and  unimpair'd. 
His  eye  was  meek  and  geode,  and  a  smile 
Play'd  on  his  lips ;  and  in  his  speech  was  heard 
Paternal  sweetness,  dignity,  and  love. 
The  occupation  dearest  to  his  heart 
Was  to  encourage  goodness.    He  would  stroke 
The  head  of  merest  and  in^nuous  worth. 
That  blushed  at  its  own  praise ;  and  press  the  yinith 
Close  to  his  side,  that  pleased  him.    Learning  grew 
Beneath  his  care  a  thnving  vig'ious  plant ; 
The  mind  was  well  infonn'd,  the  passions  held 
Subordinate,  and  diligence  was  choice. 
If  e'er  it  chanced,  as  sometimes  chance  it  must. 
That  one  among  so  mftny  overleaped 
The  limits  of  contid,  his  gentle  eye 
Gfew  stem,  and  darted  a  severe  rebuke : 
His  frown  was  full  of  tenour,  and  his  voice 
Shook  the  delinquent  with  such  fits  of  awe. 
As  left  him  not,  till  penitence  had  won 
Lost  &vour  back  agam,  and  closed  the  breach. 
But  Discipline,  m  faithAil  servant  long, 
Dedin'd  at  lensth  mto  the  vale  of  years : 
A  palsy  strudc  his  arm ;  his  wpukjang  eye 
Was  quench'd  in  riieums  of  age;  his  voice,  unstrung. 
Grew  tremulaus,  and  drew  derision  more 
Than  rev'rence  in  perverse,  rebellious  youth. 
So  colleges  sad  halts  noglei^  much 
2b 
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Their  good  oM  friend ;  and  Discipline  at  length, 
0*edo&*d  and  unemidqy^d,  feBi  sick  and  died. 
Then  Study  languiaVd,  Emulation  slept, 
And  Virtue  fled.    The  schods  became  a  scene 
Of  solemn  fiiree,  where  Ignorance  in  stilts* 
His  cap  weQ  lin*d  with  logic  not  his  own. 
With  parrot  tongue  perform'd  the  scholtf*s  part, 
Proceeding  soon  a  graduated  dunce. 
Then  Compromise  nad  place,  and  Saatiny 
Became  stone  Uind ;  Precedence  went  in  truck. 
And  he  was  competent  whose  purse  was  so. 
A  dissolution  of  all  bonds  ensued ; 
The  curbs  invented  for  the  mulish  mmith 
Of  headstrong  youth  were  broken ;  bars  and  bolts 
Grew  rusty  by  disuse ;  and  massy  gates 
Forgot  their  office,  op*ning  with  a  touch ; 
TiU  gowns  at  length  are  found  mere  masquerade, 
The  tasselM  cap,  and  the  spruce  band  a  jest, 
A  mock*ry  of  the  world !  What  need  of  these 
For  gamesters,  jockeys,  brothdlers  impure, 
fipendduifb,  and  booted  sportsmen,  ofVnex  seen 
With  belted  waist  and  pointers  at  their  heels, 
Tlian  in  the  bounds  of  du^  ?  What  was  leam*d, 
If  au^t  was  leam'd  in  childhood,  ii  forgot ; 
And  such  expense,  as  pinches  parents  blue, 
And  mortifies  the  Eb*ral  hand  of  love. 
Is  squander'd  in  pursuit  of  idle  sports 
And  vicious  ]pleasures ;  buys  the  boy  a  name, 
That  sits  m  stigma  on  his  nther*s  house. 
And  cleaves  through  life  ins^arably  dose 
To  him  that  wears  it    What  can  after-games 
Of  riper  joys,  and  commerce  with  the  wmrld. 
The  lewd  vain  world,  that  must  receive  him  soon, 
Add  to  such  erudition,  thus  acquired. 
Where  science  and  where  virtue  are  professM  ? 
They  may  confirm  his  habits,  rivet  rast 
Jlis  foQy,  but  to  spoil  him  is  a  task. 
That  bids  defiance  to  th'  united  powers 
Of  foshioQ,  dissipation,  taverns,  stews. 
Now  Uame  we  moat  the  nunlings  or  the  nurse  ? 


d  by  Google 


THB  TIMB-PIECB.  t91 

The  diiMiea  CB)6k'd,  and  twisted,  and  deAikmM, 
Thiouf  h  want  of  care ;  or  her,  wjiose  winking  eye 
And  skimb'nng  osdtancy  mars  the  brood  ? 
The  muse  no  doubt    Regardless  of  her  charge, 
She  needs  herself  correction ;  needs  to  learn. 
That  it  is  dangerous  sporting  with  the  world. 
With  things  so  sacred  as  a  nation*s  trust. 
The  nurture  of  her  youth,  her  dearest  pledge. 

All  are  not  sudi,    I  had  a  brother  onoe— > 
Peace  to  the  mem'ry  of  a  man  of  worth, 
A  man  of  letters,  and  of  manners  too ! 
Of  manners  sweet  as  Virtue  always  wears. 
When  gay  Good-nature  dresses  her  in  smiles. 
He  gracM  a  coQege*,  in  which  order  vet 
Was  sacred ;  and  was  honour'd,  lovM,  and  wept. 
By  more  than  one,  themselTes  conspicuous  there. 
Some  minds  are  temper*d  hamily,  and  mix*d 
With  such  ingredients  of  good  sense,  and  taste 
Of  what  is  excellent  in  man,  they  tidrst 
With  such  a  zeal  to  be  what  th^  approve. 
That  no  restraints  can  Gucumscnbe  them  more 
Than  they  themselves  by  cfaoloe,  for  wisdom^s  sako* 
Nor  can  example  hurt  them  :  what  they  see 
Of  vice  in  others  but  enhancing  more 
The  charms  of  virtue  in  their  just  esteem. 
If  such  escape  contagion,  and  emerge 
Pure  from  so  foul  a  pool  to  shine  abroad. 
And  give  the  world  tiieir  talents  and  themselves. 
Small  thanks  to  those  whose  negligence  or  sloth 
Expofi'd  their  inexperience  to  the  snare, 
And  left  them  to  an  undirected  choice. 

See  then  the  quiver  broken  and  decayed. 
In  which  are  kept  our  arrows  ?  Rusting  there 
In  wild  disorder,  and  unfit  for  use. 
What  wonder  if,  discharged  into  the  world, 
Thejr  shame  their  shooters  with  a  random  flight, 
Their  points  obtuse,  and  feathers  drunk  with  wine ! 
WcU  may  the  church  wage  unsuccessful  war 
With  sudi  artill'ry  arm'd.    Vice  parries  wide  - 
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Th'  undreaded  voQey  with  a  swoid  of  straw, 
And  stands  an  impudent  and  fearless  xnaik. 

Have  we  not  track'd  tJie  fdon  home,  and  found 
His  birth-place  and  his  dam  ?  The  oomitiy  moixma, 
Mourns  because  ev'iy  plague,  that  can  in&st 
Society,  and  that  saps  and  worms  the  base 
Of  th'  edifice,  that  Policy  has  lais'd. 
Swarms  in  all  quarters :  meets  the  eye,  the  ear. 
And  suiibcates  the  breath  at  ev*ry  turn. 
Provision  breeds  them  ;  and  the  cause  itsdf 
Of  that  calamitous  misdiief  has  been  found : 
Found  too  where  most  offensive,  in  the  skirts 
Of  the  tob'd  pedagogue  !    Else  let  th*  arraigned 
Stand  up  unconscious,  and  refute  the  charge. 
So  when  the  Jewish  leader  stretched  his  arm, 
And  wav'd  his  rod  divine,  a  race  obscene, 
Spawn'd  in  the  muddy  b^  of  Nile,  came  findi. 
Polluting  Egypt :  gardens,  fields,  and  plains. 
Were  oover*d  with  the  nest ;  the  streets  were  fiU'd ; 
The  croaking  nuisance  lurk*d  in  every  nook ; 
Nor  palaces,  nor  even  chambers,  'scap'd  ; 
And  the  land  stanlt— so  numerous  was  the  fry. 
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ion  md  veproef.— A __  -.. 

■oconnt  of  nqneiC— "nw  vmnlty  of  maagr  of  tiidr  pcmnltt  who  •■• 
nputod  wiaai(— Juttiiication  of  nqy  o«iisiu«t.-^Dirlne  UlumiiuiUon  n*« 
CBMnry  to  til*  most  «cin>tpliiIOM|ilMr.—TlwaBMtlan,  What  btnthr 
amwered  bur  oth«r  qnwrtloiM  ^PomqUc  higyiiKw  widnmmi  «faln.«> 
Few  lovers  of  the  country.— My  tame  hare.— Occupations  of  a  retired 
■entleman  fai  hto  gnrtirr  mrttng  Ffinlng  nieriirhnaii  -^ht- 
iag  of  flower  ■eedi.~-Th>  co«ntty  prefarable  to  the  town  even  in  wia« 
ter. — Reasons  why  it  Is  deserted  ^  that  •aaMm..-.RaIno«i  eflhrts  d 
gainiii|b  and  of  ciyeDsHo  In  ~    "  *  ^        *"*■ 

^oetjcophe  to  the  metropolis. 


As  one,  who  long  in  thickets  and  in  brakes 
Entuigled,  winds  now  this  way  and  now  that 
His  devious  course  uncertain,  seddns  home ; 
Or,  having  long  in  miry  ways  been  loil'd 
And  sore  discomfited,  hem  slouffh  to  stoug^ 
Plunging,  and  half  derailing  of  esci^ ; 
If  chance  at  length  he  find  a  greensward  smooth 
And  faithM  to  the  foot,  his  spirits  rise. 
He  cherups  brisk  his  ear-ereetuig  steed. 
And  winds  his  way  with  jileasore  and  with  i 
So  I,  designing  other  themes,  and  call'd 
T*  adorn  me  Sifa  with  eulogium  due. 
To  tell  its  slumbers,  and  to  point  its  dreams* 
Have  rambled  wide,   in  country,  dty,  seat 
Of  academic  fiune  (howe*er  deserv'd). 
Long  held,  and  scuoely  disengag'd  at  last 
But  now  with  pleasant  pace  a  cleanlier  road 
I  mean  to  tread  :  I  feel  myself  at  large. 
Courageous,  and  refresh'd  for  ftiture  toil. 
If  toil  await  me,  or  if  dangen  new. 

2^i 
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Smoe  pol^Mti  hA,  taa4  Mnmding  boards  reflect 
Most  part  an  empty,  ineflfectaal  sound. 
What  chance  that  I,  to  fimie  so  little  known. 
Nor  oonrenant  with  men  or  manners  mudi. 
Should  speak  to  purpose,  or  with  better  hope 
Crack  the  sstmc  thcxig?  Twere  wiser  far 
For  me,  enamoor'd  of  sequesterM  scenes. 
And  channM  with  rural  beautf,  to  repose. 
Where  chance  inay  throw  me,  beneath  ehn  or  vine, 
My  languid  Hmbs,  when  summer  sears  the  plains,  • 
Or,  when  rou^  winter  rages,  on  the  soft 
And  shdterM  sofi^  while  me  nitrous  air 
Feeds  a  bine  flame,  and  makes  a  cheerful  hearth ; 
There,  undisturbM  by  FoUy,  and  apprised 
How  great  the  danger  of  disturbing  her. 
To  muse  in  silence,  or,  at  least,  confine 
Remarks,  that  gall  so  many,  to  the  few 
My  partners  in  retreat     Disgust  concealed 
Is  ondmes  proof  of  wisdom,  when  the  fault 
Is  obstinate,  and  cure  beyond  our  reach. 

Domestic  Happiness,  ihou  only  bliss 
Of  Paradise,  that  hast  suryiy'd  the  Ml ! 
Though  few  now  taste  thee  unimpau:*d  and  pure. 
Or  tasting  long  enjoy  thee !  too  infirm. 
Or  too  incautious,  to  preserve  tlnr  sweets 
Unmix'd  with  drops  of  bitter,  which  neglect 
Or  temper  sheds  into  thy  crystal  cup , 
Thou  art  the  nurse  of  Virtue;  in  ttune  arms 
She  smiles,  appearing,  as  in  truth  she  is, 
Heav*n-bom,  and  d^dn'd  to  the  skies  again. 
Thou  art  not  known  where  Pleasure  is  adorM, 
That  reeling  goddess  with  the  zcoicless  waist 
And  wand'ring  eyes,  still  leaning  on  the  arm 
Of  Novelty,  her  fickle,  frail  support ; 
For  thou  art  meek  and  constant,  hating  change, 
And  finding  in  the  calm  of  truth-tried  love 
•%8  that  her  stormy  raptures  never  yidd. 
Forsaking  thee  what  shipwreck  have  we  made 
Of  honour,  dignity,  and  fair  renown ! 
TUl  prostitution  elbows  us  aside 


d  by  Google 


THJE:  6ABDBN.  296 

In  aU  our  aowded  streets ;  and  sesntes  seem 

ConvenM  for  puxposes  of  empire  Imb, 

Than  to  release  in*  adultress  &om  her  bond. 

Th*  adultress  !  what  a  theme  for  angry  vene ! 

What  provocation  to  th'  indignant  heart. 

That  feels  for  injured  love !  but  I  disdain 

The  nauseous  task  to  paint  her  as  she  is. 

Cruel,  abandoned,  glorying  in  her  shame ! 

No :  let  her  pass,  uid,  chariotted  along 

In  guilty  splendour,  shake  the  public  ways ; 

The  frequency  of  crimes  has  washed  them  white. 

And  verse  of  mine  shall  never  brand  the  wretch. 

Whom  matrons  now  of  character  unsmirch^d. 

And  chaste  thonsdves,  are  not  asham*d  to  own. 

Virme  and  vice  had  boundaries  in  old  time. 

Not  to  be  passed :  and  she,  that  had  renounced 

Her  sex's  honour,  was  renounced  herself 

By  all  that  priz'd  it ;  not  for  prud*ry*s  sake. 

But  dignity  s,  resentful  of  the  wrong. 

'Twas  hard  perhaps  on  here  and  there  a  waif. 

Desirous  to  return,  and  not  receivM : 

But  'twas  a  wholesome  rkour  in  the  main. 

And  tau^t  th*  unblemished  to  preserve  with  care 

That  purity,  whose  loss  was  loss  of  alL 

Men  too  were  nice  in  honour  in  those  days. 

And  judff*d  offenders  welL    Then  he  that  sharped. 

And  pocketted  a  prize  by  firaud  obtained. 

Was  nuuk*d  and  shimn'd  as  odious.    He  that  sold 

His  country,  or  was  slack  when  she  requir'd 

His  ev*ry  nerve  in  action  and  at  stretch. 

Paid  wim  the  blood,  that  he  had  basely  spared. 

The  price  of  his  default     But  now — ^yes,  now 

We  are  become  so  candid  and  so  fair. 

So  lib'ral  in  construction,  and  so  rich 

In  Christian  charity,  (good  natur'd  age !) 

That  they  are  safe,  sinners  of  either  sex. 

Transgress  what  laws  they  may.    Well  dress'd,  well 

bred. 
Wen  equipag'd,  is  ticket  good  enough 
To  pass  us  readily  through  ev^iy  door. 
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Hypoczify,  deletk  her  as  w»  may, 
(And  no  man's  hatred  ever  wrang*d  her  yet) 
May  daim  this  merit  still— that  she  admits 
The  worth  of  what  she  mimics  with  such  care, 
And  thus  gives  virtue  i&diiect  applause ; 
But  she  hf»  burnt  her  mask,  not  needed  here. 
Where  vice  has  sudi  allowaaoe,  that  her  shifts 
And  speckms  semblances  have  lost  their  use. 

I  was  a  stricken  deer,  that  left  the  herd 
Long  since.    With  many  an  arrow  deep  infixM 
My  panting  side  was  diarg'd,  when  I  withdrew 
To  seek  a  tranquil  deadi  in  distant  shades. 
There  was  I  found  by  one  who  had  himself 
Been  hurt  by  th'  archers.    In  his  side  he  bore. 
And  in  his  hands  and  feet,  the  cruel  scars. 
With  gentle  force  soliciting  die  darts. 
He  drew  them  forth,  and  heal*d,  and  bade  me  live. 
Since  then,  with  few  associates,  in  remote 
And  silent  woods  I  wander,  far  from  those 
My  former  partners  of  die  peopled  scene ; 
With  few  associates,  and  not  wishing  more; 
Here  much  I  ruminate,  as  much  I  may. 
With  other  views  of  men  and  manners  now 
Than  cmce,  and  others  of  a  lifb  to  come. 
I  see  that  aU  are  wand'rers,  gone  astray 
Bach  in  his  own  ddunons ;  they  are  lost 
In  chase  of  fended  happiness,  still  woo'd 
And  never  won.    Drc«m  after  dream  ensues ; 
And  still  4h^  dream  that  th^  shall  still  succeed. 
And  still  are  disappointed.     Kings  die  world 
With  the  vain  stir.    I  sum  up  half  mankind. 
And  add  two-thirds  of  the  remainder  half. 
And  find  the  total  of  thdr  hopes  and  fears 
Dreams,  empty  dreams.    The  milHon  flit  as  gay 
As  tf  created  only  like  the  fly. 
That  spreads  his  modey  wings  in  th*  eye  of  noon. 
To  sport  their  season,  and  be  seen  no  more. 
The  rest  are  sober  dreamers,  grave  and  wise. 
And  pregnant  with  discov'ries  new  and  rare. 
Some  wnte  a  narrative  of  wars,  and  feats 
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Of  heroes  little  known ;  and  call  the  rant 
A  history :  describe  the  man,  of  whom 
His  own  coevals  took  but  Uttle  note. 
And  paint  his  person,  character,  and  views. 
As  they  had  known  him  from  his  mother's  womb. 
They  disentangle  from  the  puzzled  skein. 
In  which  obscurity  has  wrappM  them  up. 
The  threads  of  pditic  and  shrewd  design. 
That  ran  through  all  his  purposes,  and  diaige 
His  mind  with  meanings  that  he  never  had. 
Or,  having,  kept  concealed.    Some  drill  and  bore 
The  solid  earth,  and  from  the  strata  there 
Extract  a  register,  by  which  we  learn. 
That  he  who  made  it,  and  revealed  its  date 
To  Moses,  was  mistaken  in  its  age. 
Some,  more  acute,  and  more  industrious  still. 
Contrive  creation ;  travel  nature  up 
To  the  sharp  peak  of  her  suUimest  height. 
And  tell  us  whence  the  stars ;  why  some  are  fix'd. 
And  planetary  some ;  what  gave  them  first 
Rotation,  from  what  foimtain  flow'd  their  hfjbL 
Great  contest  follows,  and  much  learned  dust 
Involves  the  combatants ;  each  claiming  truth. 
And  truth  disclaiming  both.    And  thus  they  spend 
The  little  wick  of  lifi^s  poor  shallow  lamp 
In  pla3ring  tricks  with  nature,  ^ving  laws 
To  distant  wodds,  and  trifling  m  th&  own. 
Is  *t  not  a  pity  now  that  tickhng  rheums 
Should  ever  tease  the  lungs,  and  blear  the  sight. 
Of  orades  like  these  ?  Great  pity  too. 
Thai  having  wielded  th'  elements,  and  built 
A  tiiiousand  systems,  each  in  his  own  way, 
Thcnr  should  go  out  in  frmie,  and  be  forgot  ? 
Ah !  what  is  life  thus  spent  ?  and  what  are  they 
But  frantic,  who  thus  spend  it  ?  all  for  smoke- 
Eternity  for  bubbles  proves  at  last 
A  senseless  bargain.    When  I  see  such  games 
Play'd  by  the  creatures  of  a  Pow'r,  who  swears 
That  he  will  judge  the  earth,  and  call  the  fool 
To  a  sharp  reckoning,  that  has  UvM  in  vain ; 
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And  when  I  weigh  this  seeining  wisdom  well. 

And  prove  it  in  ui*  in&llible  r^ult 

So  hollow  and  so  false — I  feel  my  heart 

Dissolve  in  pity,  and  account  the  leam'd. 

If  this  be  learmng,  most  of  all  decdv'd. 

Great  crimes  alarm  the  conscience,  but  she  sleep*, 

While  thoughtful  man  is  plausibly  amu8*d. 

Defend  me  therefore,  common  sense,  say  I, 

From  reveries  so  airy,  from  the  toil 

Of  dropping  buckets  into  empty  wdls. 

And  growing  old  in  drawing  nothing  up  I 

'Twere  wdl,  sa3rs  one  sage  erudite,  profound, 
Terribly  arch*d,  and  aquiline  his  nose. 
And  overbuilt  with  most  impending  brows, 
'Twere  well,  could  you  permit  the  world  to  live 
As  the  world  pleases :  what's  the  world  to  you  ? 
Much.    I  was  bom  of  woman,  and  drew  roilk 
As  sweet  as  charity  from  human  breasts. 
I  think,  articulate^  I  laugh  and  weep. 
And  exercise  all  fiinctions  of  a  man. 
How  then  should  I  and  any  man  that  lives 
Be  strangers  to  each  other  ?    Pierce  my  vein. 
Take  of  the  crimson  stream  meandering  there. 
And  catechise  it  well ;  appl]^  your  glass. 
Search  it,  and  prove  now  if  it  be  not  blood 
Congenial  with  thine  own :  and,  if  it  be. 
What  edge  of  subtlety  canst  thou  suppose 
Keen  enough,  wise  and  skilfbl  as  thou  art. 
To  cut  the  link  of  brotherhood,  by  which 
One  common  Maker  bound  me  to  the  kind  ? 
True ;  I  am  no  proficient,  I  confess. 
In  arts  like  yours.     I  cannot  call  the  swift 
And  perilous  lightnings  from  the  angry  douds. 
And  bid  them  hide  themselves  in  emh.  beneath ; 
I  cnmot  anal3rse  the  air,  nor  catch 
The  parallax  of  yonder  lum*nous  point. 
That  seems  half  quench'd  in  the  immense  abyss : 
Such  powers  I  boast  not — ^neither  can  I  rest 
A  silent  witness  of  the  headlong  rage. 
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Or  heedless  My,  by  whidi  thousands  die. 
Bone  of  my  bone,  and  kindred  souls  to  mine. 

God  never  meant  that  man  should  scale  the  heav'ns 
By  strides  of  human  wisdom,  in  his  works, 
Tliough  wondrous :  he  commands  us  in  his  word 
To  seek  him  rather  where  his  mercy  shines. 
The  mind,  indeed,  enli^ten'd  firom  above. 
Views  him  in  all ;  ascm>es  to  the  erand  cause 
The  grand  effect ;  acknowledges  widi  joy 
His  manner,  and  with  raptme  tastes  his  style. 
But  never  yet  did  philosophic  tube. 
Thai  brings  the  planets  home  into  the  eye 
Of  Observation,  and  discovers,  else 
Not  visible,  his  fiimily  of  worlds. 
Discover  hhn  that  rules  them ;  such  a  veil 
Hangs  over  mortal  eyes,  blind  from  the  birth. 
And  dark  in  things  divine.    Full  often  too 
Our  wayward  intellect,  the  more  we  leam 
Of  nature,  overlooks  her  author  more ; 
From  instnunental  causes  proud  to  draw 
Conclusions  retrograde,  and  mad  mistake. 
But  if  his  Word  once  teach  us,  shoot  a  ray 
Through  all  the  heart's  dark  chambers,  and  reveal 
Truths  undisoem*d  but  by  that  holy  liiht. 
Then  all  is  plam.    Philosophy,  baptiz^ 
In  the  pure  fountain  of  eternal  love. 
Has  eyes  indeed ;  and  viewing  all  she  sees 
As  meant  to  indicate  a  God  to  man. 
Gives  him  his  praise,  and  forfeits  not  her  own. 
Learning  has  home  such  fruit  in  other  days 
On  all  her  branches :  piety  has  found 
Friends  in  the  friends  of  sdenoe,  and  true  pray'r 
Has  flowed  from  lips  wet  with  Castalian  dews. 
Such  was  thy  wisdom,  Newton,  child-like  sage  I  . 
Sagaoous  rnider  of  the  works  of  God, 
And  in  his  word  sagacious.    Such  too  thine, 
Milton,  whose  genius  had  angelic  win^ 
And  fed  on  manna !  And  sudi  thine,  m  whom 
Our  British  Themis  gloried  widi  just  cause, 
Inomoital  Hale ;  for  deep  discernment  praised, 
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And  flound  integrity,  not  mctte  tlian  ftm*d  ' 
For  sanctitj  of  mannas  undeffiM. 

An  flesh  is  gnas,  and  all  its  ghny  &des 
Like  the  fidr  toit^  tfahcveB'd  in  Ae  wind ; 
Riches  liave  wings,  and  grandeur  is  a  dicam. 
The  man  we  cdebrate  must  find  a  tomb. 
And  we  that  worship  him  ignoble  graves. 
Nothing  is  proof  against  the  gen^r^  curse 
Of  vanity,  that  sdzes  all  bdow. 
The  only  amaranthine  flow^  on  earth 
Is  virtue ;  th'  only  lasting  treasure,  truth. 
But  what  is  truth  ?  Twas  Pilate*8  question  put 
To  Truth  itself,  that  deisn'd  him  no  reply. 
And  wherefore?  will  no?  God  impart  his  light 
To  them  that  ask  it  ?— Fredjr— 'tis  his  joy. 
His  glory,  and  his  nature,  to  hnpart. 
But  to  the  proud,  uncandid,  insincere. 
Or  ne^hgent  inquirer,  not  a  spaik. 
What's  that,  which  brings  contempt  upon  a  book, 
And  him  who  writes  it,  though  the  style  be  neat. 
The  method  dear,  and  argument  exact  ? 
That  makes  a  minister  in  holy  things 
The  joy  of  many,  and  the  dread  of  more. 
His  name  a  theme  for  praise  and  for  reproach  ?— • 
That,  while  it  gives  us  worth  in  God*s  account. 
Depreciates  and  undoes  us  in  our  own  ? 
What  peari  is  it,  that  rich  men  cannot  buy. 
That  learning  is  too  proud  to  gather  up ; 
But  which  die  poor,  and  the  despis'd  of  all. 
Seek  and  obtain,  and  often  find  unsought  ? 
Ten  m&->and  I  will  tdl  thee  what  is  truth. 

O  friendly  to  the  best  pursuits  of  man. 
Friendly  to  thought,  to  virtue,  and  to  peace. 
Domestic  life  in  rural  pleasure  pass'd ! 
Few  know  thy  value,  and  few  taste  thy  sweets  ; 
Though  many  boast  thy  fiivours,  and  affect 
To  understand  and  choose  thee  for  thdr  own. 
But  fooUsh  man  foregoes  his  proper  bliss. 
E'en  as  his  first  progenitor,  and  quits. 
Though  plac'd  in  Paradise  (for  earth  has  stSI 
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Some  tncet  of  her  yonthAd  beMUj  U£t\ 
Substantial  happuMM  fix  tnuisient  J0jr. 
Scenes  fotni^d  £at  cont€Bapiation»  and  to  aims 
The  growing  saedi  of  wiadom;  that  n^ggam 
By  ev*iy  pfeaong  image  thcjr  pretcnt. 
Reflections  such  as  m^utate  the  bearty 
Compose  the  passiopa,  and  sxalt  the  ndBd  ; 
Scenes  snch  as  tiiese  'tis  his  siqireme  ddig^ 
To  fill  with  riot  and  defile  with  blood. 
Should  some  oootaoion,  kind  to  the  poor  bcotes 
We  penecute,  anninilatp  the  Iribest 
That  diaw  the  qxxrtsman  over  hill  and  dale 
Fearless,  and  rapt  away  ftom  all  his  cares ; 
Should  never  gamc^lbwl  hatch  her  eggs  again. 
Nor  baited  hook  deceive  the  fish's  eye ; 
Could  pageantry  and  dance,  and  ftast  and  song. 
Be  qiidl'd  in  aU  our  smnmcr-^nonths'  retreats  ; 
How  many  self-dehided  nymphs  and  swains. 
Who  dream  they  have  a  taste  for  fields  and  groves 
Would  find  them  hideous  nurs'ries  of  the  q£en. 
And  crowd  the  roads,  impatient  for  the  town ! 
They  love  the  oountiy,  and  none  else,  who  seek 
For  their  own  sake  its  silence,  and  its  shade. 
Delights  whidi  who  would  leave,  that  has  a  heart 
Susceptible  of  i^,  or  a  mind 
Cultur'd  and  aqpable  of  sober  thought. 
For  all  the  savage  din  of  the  swift  pack. 
And  clamours  of  the  field  ? — Detested  sport, 
That  owes  its  pleasures  to  another's  pain ; 
That  feeds'  upon  the  sobs  and  dying  shrieks 
Of  harmless  nature,  dumb,  but  yet  endued 
With  eloquence,  that  agonies  insfire. 
Of  silent  tears  and  heart-distending  sighs  ? 
Vain  tears,  alas,  and  sighs  that  never  find 
A  oocreqKmding  ttme  in  jovial  souk ! 
Well— one  at  least  is  safe.    One  sheiter'd  hare 
Has  never  heard  the  sanguinary  yell 
Of  cruel  man,  exulting  in  her  woes. 
Innocent  partner  of  my  peaceM  home, 
Whooat  ten  long  years  experience  of  my  care 
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Hm  made  at  lait  fiuniliair  ;  she  has  lost 
Much  of  her  vigilanl  ixudactive  dread. 
Not  needfkd  here,  bawalfa  a  voof  like  mine. 
Yes— thou  mayst  cat  <hy  Ixeead,  and  lick  the  hand 
That  feeds  thee;  thoa  vaajst  finlic  on  the  floor 
At  ev'ning,  and  at  night  redie  secure 
To  thy  straw  ooudi,  and  shimber  una]ann*d ; 
For  I  have  gain'd  thy  oonfidenoe,  have  pledg'd 
AU  that  is  human  in  m^  to  proteot 
Thine  unsoqpeeting  gratitude  and  love. 
If  I  sunriTe  thee,  I  will  dig  thy  gnve ; 
And,  when  I  pkHce  thee  in  it,  si^bJng  say, 
I  knew  at  least  one  hare  that  had  a  friend*. 

Hov  various  his  enjoyments,  whom  the  world 
Calls  idle;  and  who  justly  in  return 
Esteems  that  busy  world  an  idler  too ! 
Friends,  books,  a  garden,  and  peihaps  his  pent 
Ddij^tfiil  industry  enjoy'd  at  home. 
And  Natmre  in  her  cultivated  trim 
Dressed  to  his  taste,  inviting  him  abroad— 
Can  he  want  occcqpation,  who  has  these  ? 
Will  he  be  idle,  who  has  much  t'  enjoy  ? 
Me  therefioe  stodioas  of  laborious  eaa^ 
Not  slothful,  hnpy  to  deceive  the  tune. 
Not  waste  it,  and  aware  that  human  life 
Is  but  a  loan  to  be  repaid  with  use. 
When  he  shall  call  his  debtors  to  account. 
From  whom  are  all  our  blessings,  business  finds 
E*en  here :  while  sedulous  I  sedc  t*  improve. 
At  least  neig^  not,  or  leave  unemployed. 
The  mind  hie  gave  me;  driving  it,  though  slacliL 
Too  of^  and  much  impeded  in  its  work 
By  causes  not  to  be  divulg'd  ip  vain. 
To  its  just  point— the  service  of  mankind. 
He,  that  attoMb  to  his  interior  self. 
That  has  a  heart,  and  keeps  it ;  has  a  mind 
That  hungers,  and  supplies  it ;  and  who  seek* 
A  social,  not  a  disnpated  life. 
Has  business ;  feels  himself  engag*d  t*  achieve 
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No  uimnportant,  though  a  aSUmt,  tasb 
A  life  all  turbuknce  and  noiBe  maj  naa 
To  him  that  leads  it  wise,  and  to  be  pndsM  ; 
But  insdozn  is  a  pead  with  most  tnceeia 
8ofu§^t  in  still  water,  and  bcneadi  dear  skies^ 
He  that  is  ever  oecnpied  in  stoims. 
Or  dives  not  for  it,  or  brings  up  instead. 
Vainly  industrioiis,  a  disgnoeful  prize. 

The  morning  finds  the  setf-acquester'd  mao 
Fresh  for  his  taisk,  intend  what  task  he  Duqr. 
Whether  inclement  seasons  recommend 
His  warm  but  simj^e  home,  where  he  enjojrs 
With  her,  who  Aares  his  pleasures  and  his  heart,. 
Sweet  converse,  sipping  cahn  the  fragrant  lymph* 
Which  neatly  she  prepares ;  then  to  his  book 
Well  chosen,  and  not  sullenly  pems'd 
In  selfidi  sflenoe,  but  imparted  oft. 
As  aught  occurs,  that  she  may  smile  to  hear. 
Or  turn  to  nourishment,  digested  wdL 
Or  if  the  garden  wiih  its  many  cares. 
All  well  repaid,  demand  him,  he  attends 
The  welcome  call,  consdous  how  much  the  hand 
Of  lubbard  labour  needs  his  watchfbl  eye. 
Oft  loit'ring  lazily,  if  not  o'erseen. 
Or  misapplying  ms  unskflftil  strength* 
Nor  does  he  govern  <Hdy  or  direct. 
But  mudi  perfbnns  Imnsd^    No  works  indeed^ 
That  ask  robust,  tou^  sinews,  bred  to  toil. 
Servile  employ ;  but  sudi  as  may  amuse. 
Not  tire,  demanding  rather  skill  than  force. 
Proud  of  his  wdl-spread  walls,  he  views  hk  trees* 
That  meet,  no  barren  interval  between. 
With  pleasure  more  than  e'en  their  fhiits  aflbid ; 
Which,  save  himsdf  who  trains  them,  none  can  feeL 
These  therefore  are  his  own  peculiar  diaige  ; 
No  meaner  hand  may  disdpHne  the  shoots. 
None  but  his  sted  approadi  them*    What  is  weak* 
Distemper*d,  or  has  lost  prolific  powers. 
Impaired  by  age,  his  unrelenting  hand 
Dooms  to  thelcnife :  nor  does  he  spare  the  soft 
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And  succulent,  that  feeds  its  g^t  growdi^ 
But  barren,  at  th'  expense  of  neighb'ring  twigs 
Less  ostentatious,  and  yet  studded  thick 
With  hopeful  gems.    The  rest,  no  portian  leh 
That  nuqr  dis^aoe  his  art,  or  disappoint 
Large  expectation,  he  disposes  neat 
At  measured  distances,  that  air  and  sun. 
Admitted  fredy,  may  afibrd  their  aid. 
And  ventilate  and  warm  the  swelling  Inids. 
Hence  Summer  has  her  riches.  Autumn  hence. 
And  hence  e*en  Winter  fills  his  witfaerM  hand 
With  bhu^ung  fiiiits,  and  plenty  not  his  own*. 
Fair  reooii^)en8e  of  labour  well  bestow'd, 
And  wise  precaution ;  which  a  dime  so  rude 
Makes  needful  still,  whose  Spring  is  but  the  diild 
Of  drarlish  Winter,  in  her  howsad  moods 
Discovering  mudi  the  temper  of  her  are. 
For  oft,  as  if  in  her  the  stream  of  mild 
Maternal  nature  had  reversed  its  course. 
She  brings  her  infiEints  forth  with  many  smiles ; 
But  once  delivered  kills  them  with  a  nown. 
He  therefore,  timely  wam*d,  himself  supplies 
Her  want  of  care,  screening  and  keeping  warm 
The  plenteous  bloom,  that  no  rough  blast  may  sweg» 
His  garlands  irom  the  boughs.     Again,  as  mt 
As  the  sun  peeps  and  vernal  airs  breathe  mild. 
The  fence  withdrawn,  he  gives  them  ev'ry  beam. 
And  spreads  his  hopes  before  the  blaze  of  day. 
To  raise  the  prickly  and  green>ooated  gourd. 
So  grateful  to  the  palate,  and  when  rare 
So  coveted,  else  base  and  disesteem'd^- 
Food  for  the  vulgar  merely — ^is  an  art 
That  tmling  ages  have  but  just  matur'd. 
And  at  this  moment  unessay^d  in  son^. 
Yet  gnats  have  had,  and  frogs  and  mice,  long  since. 
Their  eulognr ;  those  sang  the  Mantuan  bard. 
And  these  the  Grecian,  in  ennobling  strains; 
And  in  thy  numbers.  Philips,  shines  for  aye 
The  solitary  shilling.     Pardon  then, 

*  <  mntiuqae  ium»  fiructut  et  non  mu  poena.' — Vu|> 
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Ye  sage  dispensers  of  poetic  feme, 
Th'  ambidon  of  one  meaner  ftr,  whose  powers, 
Presuming  an  attempt  not  less  sublime, 
Pant  for  me  praise  m  dressing  to  die  taste 
Of  critic  appetite,  no  sordid  fare, 
A  cucumte,  while  costly  yet  and  scarce. 
The  stable  yields  a  stercoraceous  heap, 
Impr^;nated  with  quick  fermefltmg  salts, 
And  potent  to  resist  the  freezing  blast : 
For,  ere  the  beech  and  ehn  have  cast  their  leaf 
Deddnous,  when  now  Noyember  dark 
Checks  vegetation  in  the  torpid  plant 
ExposM  to  his  cold  breath,  die  task  begins. 
Warily  therefore,  and  with  prudent  heai. 
He  seeks  a  &vour*d  spot ;  that  where  he  builds 
Th'  agglomerated  pile  his  frame  may  hoot 
The  sun*s  meridian  disk,  and  at  the  back 
Enjoy  dose  shelter,  wall,  or  reeds,  or  hedge 
Impervious  to  the  wind.    Fust  he  bids  spread 
Dry  fern  or  littered  hay,  that  may  imbibe 
Th  ascending  damps ;  then  leisiudy  impose. 
And  lightly,  shaking  it  with  agile  hand 
From  tne  fiiU  fork,  the  saturated  straw. 
What  longest  binds  the  dosest  forms  secure 
The  shapdy  side,  that  as  it  rises  takes. 
By  just  degrees,  an  overhanging  breadth, 
Shdt*rinff  the  base  with  its  projected  eaves ; 
Th'  uplifred  frame,  compact  at  ev'ry  joint. 
And  overlaid  with  dear  translucent  ^ass. 
He  setdes  next  upon  the  dopii^  mount. 
Whose  sharp  decuvity  shoots  on  secure 
From  the  dash'd  pane  the  dduge  as  it  falls. 
He  shuts  it  dose,  and  the  first  kbour  ends. 
Thrice  must  the  voluble  and  resdess  Earth 
Spin  round  upon  her  axle,  ere  the  warmth. 
Slow  gadi'rin^  in  the  midst,  through  the  souare  mast 
Difius'd,  attam  the  sur&ce :  when,  behold ! 
A  pestilent  and  most  corrosive  steam. 
Like  a  gross  fog  Boeotian,  rising  hat, 
And  flEist  condensed  upon  the  dewy  sash, 
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Asks  egress ;  which  obtainM,  the  overdai^A 

And  clrench'd  oonservMofry  hresthes  abroad. 

In  yohuDes  wfaeeUng  slow,  the  vapour  dank ; 

And,  purified,  rojoioes  to  have  lost 

Its  foul  inhabitant     But  to  assuage 

Th'  impatieiit  fervour,  which  it  fint  conceives 

Within  its  reeking  bosom,  threatening  death 

To  his  young  hopes,  requires  discreet  delay. 

Experience,  slow  preceptress,  teaching  oft 

The  way  to  gloiy  by  miscarria|e  fbul. 

Must  prompt  him,  and  admonish  how  to  catch 

Th'  auspicious  moment,  when  tlie  tempered  heat. 

Friendly  to  vital  motion*  may  afibrd 

Soft  fomentation,  and  invite  the  seed. 

The  seed,  selected  wisdy,  plump,  and  smooth, 

And  glossy,  he  commits  to  pots  of  size 

Dimmutive,  well  fill'd  with  well-prepar'd 

And  fhiitftd  soil,  that  has  been  treasured  long. 

And  drunk  no  moisture  ftom  the  dripping  cbuds. 

These  on  the  wann  and  genial  earth,  that  hides 

The  smoking  manure,  md.  overspreads  it  all. 

He  places  lightly,  and,  as  time  subdues 

The  rage  of  fermentation,  plunges  deep 

In  the  soft  medium,  tiU  ihey  stand  immers'd. 

Then  rise  the  tender  germs,  upstarting  quick. 

And  spreading  wide  &eur  spongy  lobes ;  at  first 

Pale,  wan,  and  livid ;  but  assuming  soon. 

If  fann'd  by  balmy  and  nutritious  air. 

Strained  through  the  friendly  mats,  a  vivid  green. 

Two  leaves  produced,  two  rough  indented  leaves. 

Cautious  he  pinches  from  the  second  stalk 

A  pnnple,  that  portends  a  future  sprout. 

And  interdicts  its  growth.    Thence  straight  succeed 

The  branches,  study  to  his  utmost  wish ; 

Prolific  all,  and  harbingers  of  mor& 

The  crowded  roots  demand  enlargement  now. 

And  transplantation  in  an  ampler  space. 

Indulged  in  what  they  wish,  th^  soon  supply 

Large  foliage,  overshadowing  golden  flow'rs. 

Blown  on  tilie  summit  of  th'  apparent  fruit. 
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These  l^tve  thw  sexm !  and.  whoa  inmnMr  ihiiiss,' 
The  bee  transports  the  feartjliziDg  meal  ' 

From  flower  to  flow'r,  and  e^en  the  bfoalhiBg  air 
Wafis  the  rich  prize  to  its  appointed  us& 
Not  so  when  winter  scowhk    Assistant  Art 
Then  acts  in  Nature's  office^  brings  to  pass 
The  glad  espousals,  and  ensures  ^  crop. 

Grudge  not,  ye  rich  (since  Luxury  mvst  have 
His  dainties,  and  the  World's  more  nurn'rous  half  ' 
Lives  by  contriving  deUcates  for  you), 
Grudge  not  the  cost.    Ye  little  linow  the  cares, 
The  vigilance,  the  labour,  and  the  skill. 
That  day  and  night  are  exeros'd,  and  hang 
Upon  the  ticklish  balance  of  suspense. 
That  ye  may  garnish  your  profuse  regales 
With  summer  fruits  brought  forth  by  wintry  suns. 
Ten  thousand  dangers  lie  in  wait  to  thwart 
The  process.    Heat  and  cold,  and  wind,  and  steam. 
Moisture  and  drought,  mice,  worms,  and  swarming 

flies, 
Minute  as  dust,  and  numberless,  oil  work 
Dire  disappointment,  that  admits  no  cure. 
And  which  no  care  can  obviate.    It  were  long, 
Too  long,  to  tell  th'  expedients  and  the  shifb, 
Which  he  that  fights  a  season  so  severe 
Devises,  while  he  guards  his  tender  trust ; 
And  oft  at  last  in  vain.    The  leam'd  and  wise 
Sarcastic  would  exclaim,  and  judge  the  song 
Cold  as  its  theme,  and  like  its  theme  the  fnat 
Of  too  much  labour,  worthless  when  produc'd. 

Who  loves  a  garden  loves  a  green-house  too. 
Unconscious  of  a  less  propitious  dime. 
There  blooms  exotic  beauty,  warm  and  snug. 
While  the  winds  whistle,  and  the  snows  dewend. 
The  spiry  myrtle  with  unwith'ring  leaf 
Shines  there,  and  flourishes.     The  golden  boast 
Of  Portugal  and  western  India  there. 
The  rud£er  oran^,  and  the  paler  lime. 
Peep  through  theur  pdlish'd  foliage  at  the  storm. 
And  seem  to  smile  at  what  they  need  not  ftax. 
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Th*  imowmm  there  with  intenningling  flov'is 

And  cherries  hangs  her  twigs.    Geramum  boasts 

Her  aimsan  honours ;  and  the  spangled  beau, 

Fiooides,  glitters  br^t  the  winter  long. 

AU  ^ants,  of  ev*ry  leaf,  that  can  endure 

The  winter^s  frown,  if  screened  from  his  shrewd  bite, 

Live  there,  and  picker.    Those  Ausonia  daims, 

Levantine  le^ns  these ;  th'  Azores  send 

Their  jessamine^  her  jessamine  remote 

Cafiraria:  foreigners  from  many  lands. 

They  form  one  social  shade,  as  if  convened 

By  magie  summons  of  th*  Orphean  lyre. 

Yet  just  arrangement,  rarely  brought  to  pass 

But  by  a  master's  hand,  disposing  well 

The  gay  diversities  of  1^  and  flow'r, 

Must  lend  its  aid  t*  illustrate  all  their  charms. 

And  dress  the  regular  yet  various  scene. 

Plant  behind  plant  aspiring,  in  the  van 

The  dwaj^sh,  in  the  rear  retired,  but  still 

Sublime  above  the  rest,  the  statelier  stand. 

So  once  were  ranged  the  sons  of  ancient  Rome, 

A  noble  show !  while  Rosdus  trod  the  stage. 

And  80,  while  Gaxrick,  as  renowned  as  he. 

The  sons  of  Albion ;  fearing  each  to  lose 

Some  note  of  Nature's  music  from  his  Ufs, 

And  covetous  of  Shakspeare's  beauty,  seen 

In  ev'ry  flash  of  his  far-beaming  eye. 

Nor  taste  alone  and  well-oontriv'd  display 

Suffice  to  give  the  marshall'd  ranks  the  grace 

(K  their  complete  effect.    Much  yet  remains 

Unsung,  and  many  cares  are  yet  behind. 

And  more  laborious ;  cares  on  which  depends 

Their  vigour,  injured  soon,  not  soon  restored. 

The  soil  must  be  renewed,  which  often  washed 

Loses  its  treasure  oi  salubrious  salts. 

And  disappoints  the  roots ;  the  slender  roots 

Close  interwoven,  where  they  meet  the  vase 

Must  smooth  be  shorn  away  ;  the  sapless  branch 

Must  fly  before  the  knife ;  the  withered  leaf 

Must  be  detach'd,  and  where  it  strews  the  floor 
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Swept  wjdi  A  woouBi^s  ttefttneM,  bfeeding  die 
Contagioii,  and  dkwTninaring  deadw 
DtKhnge  bat  these  kind  cflfees,  (and  who 
Would  ipare,  that  loves  them,  offioea  like  these  ?) 
Wdl  they  lewaid  the  toiL    The  sight  is  pleas'd. 
The  seent  r^*d,  each  odorirxoiis  kaf, 
Eadi  op'mag  blosKim,  freely  bieatlies  abmad 
Its  gratitude,  and  thanks  him  with  its  tweets. 

So  manifold,  all  pleasing  in  their  kind, 
AH  healthful,  are  tfa'  empk;^  of  mval  Ufo, 
Reiterated  as  the  wheel  A  tone 
Runs  round ;  still  ending,  and  beginning  still. 


Nor  are  thaw  alL    To  deck  the  shapely 

That  softly  swdi'd  and  gaily  diessM  appeals 

A  flow'ry  island,  ftom  tne  dark  green  «wn 

Emerging,  must  be  deem'd  a  labour  due 

To  no  mean  hand,  and  asks  the  touch  of  taste. 

Here  also  grateful  mixture  of  well-match'd 

And  sorted  hues  (each  giving  each  relief. 

And  by  contrasted  beaiUy  shinins  more) 

IsneedfiiL  Streotfth  may  wield  we  pond*ioa8  spad^ 

May  turn  the  ck>a,  and  wheel  the  compost  home ; 

But  eleganoe,  chief  grace  the  garden  shows. 

And  most  attractive,  is  the  fiur  result 

Of  thousfat,  the  creature  of  a  polish'd  mind. 

Without  it  all  is  gothic  as  the  scene. 

To  which  th'  insipid  citizen  resorts 

Near  yonder  heaUi ;  where  Industry  misapent. 

But  jnoud  of  his  imoouth  iU-diosen  task. 

Has  made  a  heav'n  on  earth ;  with  suns  and  moons 

Ofdose-nanm'dstaneshaschaigMth^encumberMsoil, 

And  fairly  laid  the  zodiac  in  the  dust 

He  therefore,  who  would  see  his  flowers  disposed 

Sightly  and  in  just  order,  ere  he  gives 

The  beds  the  trusted  treasure  of  their  seeds, 

forecasts  the  fiituie  whole ;  that  when  the  scene 

Shall  break  into  its  preconoeiv*d  display, 

Eadi  tor  itself,  and  all  as  with  one  voice 

Conspiring,  may  attest  his  bright  design. 

Nor  even  then,  dismissing  as  yafytoyd 
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His  pleasant  work,  mxy  he  Buppose  it  done. 

Few  self-supportad  flowers  enwiure  the  wind 

Uninjured,  bat  expect  th*  upholding  aid 

Of  the  8mootfa-8ha.Ten  prop,  and^  neatly  tied. 

Art  wedded  thus,  like  beauty  to  old  age, 

For  int'rest  sake,  the  living  to  the  dead. 

Some  dotfae  the  soil  that  feeds  them,  fiir  difiiisM 

And  lowly  creeping,  modest  and  yet  fair. 

Like  virtue,  thriving  most  where  little  seen : 

Some  more  aspiring  catch  the  neighbour  shrub 

With  daroing  ten&k,  and  invest  his  brandi. 

Else  unadcmrd,  with  many  a  gay  festoon 

And  ftagrant  cfaaplet,  recompensing  well 

The  str^gth  they  borrow  with  the  grace  they  leaiL 

All  hate  the  rank  society  of  weeds. 

Noisome,  and  ever  greedy  to  exhinist* 

Th*  impov*rish*d  eeith ;  an  overbearing  race. 

That,  Hke  the  multitude  made  factJon-mad, 

Disturb  good  order,  and  degrade  true  worth. 

O  blest  seclusion  from  a  jarring  world, 
Whidi  he,  thus  occimied,  enjoys  t  Retreat 
Cannot  indeed  to  guilty  man  restore 
Lost  innocence,  or  cancel  follies  past ; 
But  it  has  peace,  and  nmch  secures  the  mind 
From  all  assaults  of  evil ;  proving  stall 
A  faithful  barrier,  not  o*eiieap*d  with  ease 
By  vicious  Custom,  raging  uncontroUM 
Abroad,  and  desolating  public  life. 
When  fierce  Temptation,  seconded  within 
By  traitor  Appetite,  and  arm*d  with  darts 
Tempered  in  hell,  invades  the  tlvobbii^  breast. 
To  combat  may  be  glorious,  and  success 
Perhaps  may  crown  us ;  but  to  fly  is  safe. 
Had  I  the  choice  of  sublunary  good. 
What  could  I  wish,  that  I  possess  not  here  ? 
Health,  leisure,  means  t*  improve  it,  fiiend^p,peaoe. 
No  loose  or  wanton,  &ough  a  wand*rii^,  muse. 
And  constant  occupation  without  care. 
Thus  blest  I  drew  a  picture  of  that  bliss  ; 
Hopeless,  indeed,  that  disspated  minds. 
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And  profl]0ile  abuMif  of  a  worid 

Created  £ur  so  much  in  vain  ix  them. 

Should  seek  the  giuldeit  jojw,  that  I  doiciibe» 

AUur*dbf  my  report:  biHk  sure  na  lets* 

That  flelf-OQodemn'd  they  must  neg^  the  piixe« 

And  what  they  wiH  not  tatte  miKt  yet  appeove. 

What  W8  adnuie  we  jmaao ;  and,  when  we  pvaiaey 

Advance  it  into  notice,  that,  its  worth 

Acknowledged,  othen  may  admire  it  tao^ 

I  therefore  recommend,  thou^  at  the  risk 

Of  popuhff  dis^iust,  yet  boldly  still. 

The  cause  of  piety,  and  sacred  truth. 

And  virtue,  and  those  scenes,  which  God  oidainM 

Should  best  secure  them,  and  piomote  than  most ; 

Scenes  that  I  love,  and  with  Tq;ret  perceive 

Forsaken,  or  through  MLj  not  enioy'd. 

Pure  is  the  nymph,  thou^  lib*ial  of  her  smiles. 

And  chaste,  though  unconfin'd,  whom  I  extoL 

Not  as  the  prince  in  Shushan,  when  he  callM, 

Vainglorious  of  her  charms,  his  Vashti  forth. 

To  grace  the  full  navilion.    His  design 

Was  but  to  boast  his  own  peculiar  good. 

Which  all  might  view  with  envy,  none  partake. 

My  chaimer  is  not  mine  alone ;  my  sweets. 

And  she  that  sweetens  all  my  bitters  too. 

Nature,  enchanting  Nature,  in  whose  finm 

And  lineaments  divine  I  trace  a  hand 

That  errs  not,  and  find  r^tures  still  renewM, 

Is  free  to  all  men— umvexsal  prize. 

Stranjge  that  so  £ur  a  creature  should  yet  want 

Admoers,  and  be  destined  to  divide 

With  meaner  objects  e*en  the  few  she  finds ! 

Stripped  of  her  ornaments,  her  leaves  and  flow*r8. 

She  loses  all  her  influence.    Cities  then 

Attract  us,  and  neglected  Nature  pines 

AbaM<an*d,  as  unworthy  of  our  love* 

But  are  not  wh(desome  airs,  though  unperfum*d 

By  roses ;  and  dear  suns,  though  scarcely  felt ; 

And  groves,'if  unharmonious,  yet  secure 

From  clamour,  and  whose  very  silence  chaimsf     • 
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That  metropolilMi  folooiotoiaika* 

Whose  Stygian  tinwtetonilM^hafcofe»aa4A3rlBi«l 

And  ta  the  allr  ofCmuiMtosvdzhdiig  «iov» 

AnA-^tnaA^^Bigland^  wHb  kb  im  thowmd  wheefef 

They  ^i»»ttid  be,  irete  Bofe  wrtnrio  in  ithe  bead. 

And  folly  inHie  hent ;  was  Bngkad  junr. 

What  finn^andwa^,  plain*  hoifntabk,  Idnd, 

And  iindeboudiU    Bat  w  have  bid  fivmrdl 

To  an  the  n^Mttes  of  tfanse  betlw  dasfs. 

And  all  theb  hoMst  pkaame*.    MaaMbs  onoe 

Knew  tkcnr  own  maeteti  (  and  Jabonona  binds. 

Who  bad  mmrir'Sdthe  ftilker,  senr'd  the  son* 

Tfowthe  leg^timale  and  lig^tfiil  loid 

Is  but  a  transient  guest,  newly  airiv^d. 

As  soon  to  be  sapt^aated.    He,  ifaat  tav 

His  patrimonial  tnnber  cast  its  leaf. 

Sells  the  last  scsailing,  and  tzansfien  the  prioc 

To  some  shrewd  diaiper,  eie  it  buds  again. 

Estates  aie  landscapes,  gaz'd  upon  a  wIhIo, 

Then  advertlsM,  and  aiictioneer'd  away. 

The  country  starves,  and  they,  that  leed  th'  o*er- 

diaig*d 
And  surfdtra  lewd  town  with  her  fidr  dues, 
Bv  a  just  judgment  strip  and  starve  tiiemselvis. 
The  wings,  that  waft  oar  tidies  oak  of  sights 
Grow  on  the  gamester's  elbows ;  and  th'  wlmt 
And  nhnble  motion  of  those  lestless  joints. 
That  never  tire,  soon  fkns  them  aU  sway. 
Improvement  too,  the  idol  of  the  age. 
Is  fed  with  many  a  victim.    Lo,  he  oomea  I 
Th'  omnmotent  magidan.  Brown,  appean  i 
Down  fUls  the  venerable  pile,  lb*  abode 
Of  our  forefathers— «  grave  whiskered  moe, 
Buttastdess;    Springs  a  palace  in  Haataad, 
But  in  a  distant  spot ;  where  more  exposM  ^ 

It  may  enjoy  th*  advantage  of  the  nortb. 
And  aguish  east,  tffl  lime  shidl  have  tnoatmn"^ 
Those  naked  acres  to  a  sheZtVing  glove. 
He  speaks.    The  lake  in  ftonC  becnmes  « laMm  i  * 
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Woods  iraiiiib,  lifiHi  tobride.  wmk  mSky^  A^i 
And  streams,  as  if  created  fbr  hk  me^ 
i^nMia  tfie  tnudc  of  fais  difoodBg  wandt 
Siniious  or  straig^  bow  Eapid  aAd  no*  alow* 
Now  munn^ring  strfk,  now  rearing  in  cMcades-* 
E*en  as  he  bids  1  Th'  cnfaptw^d  owner  aniks. 
'Tis  finidi'd,  and  yet«  finished  as  h  semai, 
StiU  wants  a  grace,  tbe  loTotUcst  h  couU  showt 
A  mine  to  satisfy  th'  enomieus  cost 
DrainM  to  the  last  poor  item  of  his  wealth. 
He  snghs,  departs,  and  leaves  th*  aocomplish*d  pIaB» 
That  he  has  toodb'd,  retouch'd,  many  a  long  day 
LabourM,  and  numy  a  nig^t  pmsuM  in  dreams, 
Just  when  it  meets  his  hopes»  and  proves  the  heav*n 
He  wanted,  for  a  wealthier  to  ei^y  1 
And  now  perhaps^e  glozious  hour  is  come. 
When,  having  no  stake  left,  no  pledge  t*  endear 
Her  interests,  or  that  gives  her  sacnd  cause 
A  moment's  operation  on  his  love. 
He  bums  with  most  intense  and  flagrant  seal 
To  serve  his  country.    Ministexial  ^race 
Deals  liim  out  money  &om.  the  pubUc  chest ; 
Or,  if  that  mine  be  shut,  some  private  purse 
Supplies  his  need  with  a  usurious  loan* 
To  be  refunded  duly,  when  his  vote 
Well-manag*d  shaU  have  eaxn*d  its  worthy  price. 
O  innocent,  compared  with  arts  like  these. 
Crape,  and  oock'd  ]M8tol,  and  the  whistlii^  ball 
Sent  through  the  trav'ller's  tempks  t  He,  that  finds 
One  drop  S  HeavVs  sweet  mercy  in  his  cup. 
Can  dig,  b^,  rot,  and  poiah,  wdl  content. 
So  he  may  wrap  himseu  in  honest  rags 
At  his  last  gasp ;  but  could  not  for  a  world 
Fisb  up  his  dirty  and  dependent  bread 
From  pocris  and  ditches  of  the  eommonwealth. 
Sordid  and  aick'ning  at  his  own  success. 

Ambition,  avarice,  penury  incurred 
By  endkss  liot,  vanity,  the  hist 
Of  pleasure  and  variety,  deqMtch, 
As  duly  as  the  swallows  disappear, 
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The  woild  of  inmd'riiig  kni^ts  and  8<]piTe8  to  town. 
London  ingulfs  them  all  1  The  shark  is  there. 
And  the  shark's  prey ;  the  spendthrift,  and  &e  leech 
That  sucks  him :  there  the  sycophant,  and  he 
Who,  with  hardieaded  and  obsequious  bows. 
Begs  a  warm  office,  doom*d  to  a  cold  jaU 
And  groat  per  diem,  if  hit  patron  fiown* 
The  wvee  swarms,  as  if  in  golden  pomp 
Woe  duoBetcr'd  on  cnr'ry  statesman's  door, 
*  Batter'^d  and  Itonkrupt  fortunes  mended  here** 
These  are  &e  charms,  that  suDy  and  edipse 
The  cfaaims  of  nature.    *T1s  the  cmd  gripe. 
That  leui,  hard-handed  Poverty  infficts. 
The  hope  of  better  things,  the  chance  to  win. 
The  widi  to  shine,  the  thirst  to  be  amns'd. 
That  at  the  sound  of  Winter^s  hoary  wing 
Unpeople  all  our  counties  of  such  herds 
Of  nutt*ring,  loit*ring,  cringing,  begeing,  loose. 
And  wanton  vagrants,  as  nuke  London,  vast 
And  boundless  as  it  is,  a  crowded  coop. 

O  thou,  resort  and  mart  of  all  the  earth, 
Ched[er'd  with  all  complexions  of  mankind. 
And  spotted  with  all  cnmes ;  in  whom  I  see 
Much  that  I  love,  and  more  that  I  admire. 
And  all  that  I  abhor;  thou  freckled  £ur. 
That  pleasest  and  yet  shock'st  me,  I  can  laugh. 
And  I  can  weqp,  can  hope,  and  can  despond. 
Feel  wrath  and  pity,  when  I  think  on  wee  ! 
TVn  rig^iteons  would  have  sav'd  a  dty  onoe. 
And  thou  hast  many  righteous.«>Well  for  thee— 
That  salt  preserves  thee ;  more  oorrupted  else. 
And  therdhre  more  obnoxious,  at  this  hour. 
Than  Sodom  in  her  day  had  pow'r  to  be. 
For  whom  God  heard  his  Abrliam  plead  in  vain 
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BOOK  IV. 

THE  WINTER  EVENING. 

Argwmtud  ofihe  Fourth  Book. 

TbB  port  comet  in.— The  mwipaff  k  read.— Th*  world  oontemplalsl 
at  a  fUtitnnm..  AiMnm  to  Winter.— The amuiementt  rt  a  rani  winter 
•venlng  conoparad  with  the  ftahkmable  onet.'— Addrait  to  B«enfaig.«» 
A  tNtown  itudy.— Fan  of  mow  in  the  ereniog.— The  wafprner^^A 
poor  fiunlly-pieoe.— The  raral  thief.— Public  houses.— The  multitods 
of  them  censoxed.— The  flamert  daughter:  what  die  waa  what  dN 
is.— The  ainipUci^  of  country  nannera  almost  loat.— Causes  of  the 
change. — ^Desertion  of  the  country  by  the  rich.^Negleet  of  macia* 
tratea.— The  miMtla  principally  in  fault.— The  new  recruit  and  nlf 


transformation.— Beflection  on  bodies  onporate.— The  lore  of  ruxvl 
objects  natural  to  all,  and  never  to  be  totally  extinguished. 

Habk  !  'tis  the  twanging  ham  o'er  ytmder  bridge* 
That  with  its  wearisome  but  needftil  length 
Bestrides  the  wintry  flood,  in  which  the  moon 
Sees  her  imwiinkled  &ce  reflected  bright  ;— 
He  comes,  the  hendd  of  a  noisy  woda. 
With  enpatter'd  boots,  stiapp'd  waist,  and  £rozen  locks; 
News  nom  all  nations  hunb'ring  at  his  back. 
True  to  his  charge,  the  dose-fMidL'd  load  behind* 
Yet  careless  what  he  brings,  his  one  coDcem 
Is  to  conduct  it  to  the  destin'd  inn ; 
And,  having  dropp'd  th'  expected  bag,  pass  on. 
He  whistles  as  he  goes,  li£^t>hearted  wretch, 
Cold  and  yet  cheei^U :  messenger  of  grief 
Perhaps  to  thousands,  and  of  joy  to  some ; 
To  him  indifferent  whether  srief  or  joy. 
Houses  in  ashes,  and  the  fidl  of  stocks. 
Births,  deaths,  and  marriages,  enistLes  wet 
With  tears,  that  trickled  down  me  writer's  cheeks 
Fast  as  the  podods  from  his  fluent  quill. 
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Or<hai^*d  wHfa  m*ioai  ngiis  <»f  abBcnt  nrams. 
Or  nymphs  regpontrre,  e^ully  at^tt 
Hit  hone  nd  turn,  tmcoosciotis  of  tfaem  alL 
But  O  di' important  bvidget  I  luherMin 
Widi  such  heart-ahj^dng  nraac,  who  can  ta^ 
What  are  itt  tidings  ?  have  our  troops  awakVl  f 
Or  do  they  still,  as  if  with  ofnum  dragg'd. 
Snore  to  ttie  murmurs  of  th*  Atlantic  wave  ? 
Is  India  i^  ?  and  does  she  wear  her  plumM 
And  jewell*d  turban  with  a  smile  of  peace. 
Or  do  we  grind  her  stm  ?  The  grand  ddMite» 
The  po^ubir  harangue,  the  tart  reply. 
The  loffCt  and  the  wisdom,  and  tbs  wit. 
And  the  loud  hojtfjti — I  long  to  know  them  all ; 
I  bum  to  set  di'  mipiiaon'd  wranglers  free. 
And  give  them  voice  and  utt'rance  once  again. 
Now  stir  tke  fire,  and  dose  the  shutters  ftst. 
Let  &I1  the  curtains,  wheel  the  so&  round. 
And,  while  the  bubbling  and  loud  hissing  um 
Throws  up  a  steam]^  column,  and  the  cups. 
That  cheer  but  not  indbriate,  wait  on  eaoi. 
So  let  us  welcome  peaoeAil  evening  in. 
Not  such  hk  ev*ning,  who  with  shining  hoe 
Sweats  in  the  crowded  theatre,  and,  squeezed 
And  bor*d  with  elbow-points  through  both  his  adn, 
Outsoolds  the  ranting  actor  on  the  stage : 
Nor  his,  who  patient  stands  till  his  feet  throb. 
And  his  head  thumps,  to  feed  upon  the  braadi 
Of  patriots,  bursting  with  heroic  rage. 
Or  placemen,  all  tranqmUity  and  smiles. 
This  folio  of  four  pages,  happy  work ! 
Whidi  not  e*en  critics  criticise ;  that  holdfl 
Inquisitive  Attentiurai,  while  I  read. 
Fast  bound  in  chains  of  silence^  which  the  fiur. 
Though  eloquent  themselves,  yet  fear  to  break  $ 
What  is  it,  but  a  map  of  busy  lift. 
Its  fluctuations,  and  its  vast  eonccfns  ' 
Here  runs  the  mountaiaoBS  and  craggy  ridge. 
That  tempts  Ambition.    On  the  summit  aee 
The  seals  of  office  g^litter  in  his  eyes ; 
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He  cBmbt,  he pKiti,  he gEMpt  Owm I  At iMihedi, 

Close  at  his  heds,  a  demagogue  ascends. 

And  widi  a  dcK'tious  jeik,  soon  tvitta  hhn  dowa,'  • 

And  wins  tkem,  hut  to  lose  them  hi  hit  tun. 

Here  rifls  of  oily  eloquence  in  soft 

Meanden  lubricate  the  ooone  they  take  ; 

The  modest  speaker  is  aduMi*d  and  griev'd» 

T'  engross  a  moment*s  nodoe ;  and  3ret  bega. 

Begs  a  projpitious  ear  lor  his  poor  dioughtt. 

However  tnvial  all  that  he  conccires* 

Sweet  basfaflilness  I  it  cUdms  at  least  thk  praise; 

The  dearth  of  infimnation  and  good  sense. 

That  it  finretdls  us*  always  comes  to  pass. 

Cat*iacti  of  dedamation  thunder  here ; 

There  forests  of  no  meaning  qnead  the  page. 

In  which  all  comprehension  WEmdeoB  lost ; 

While  fields  of  pleasantry  amuse  us  there 

With  merry'descants  on  a  nation*s  woes. 

The  rest  appears  a  wfldemess  of  stianfle 

But  gay  confusion ;  roses  for  the  eheou. 

And  lilies  fw  the  Inrows  of  fikled  age. 

Teeth  for  the  toodiless,  ringlett  for  the  bald, 

Heav*n,  earth,  and  ocean,  plundered  of  tiieir  sweetie 

Nectareous  essences,  Olympian  dews, 

SecBMms,  and  dty  feasts,  and  fiiv*rite  aiis» 

Ethereal  journeys,  submarine  exploits. 

And  Katofelto,  with  his  hair  on-end 

At  his  own  wonders,  wondering  for  his  bread. 

'Tis  pleasant,  through  the  loopholes  of  retreat, 
To  peep  at  such  a  world ;  to  see  the  sdr 
Of  me  great  Babd,  and  not  fod  the  crowd ; 
To  hear  the  roar  she  sends  tfiroug^  all  her  gates 
At  a  safe  distance,  where  the  dying  sound 
Falls  a  soft  murmur  on  tfa*  tminjur'd  eaSi. 
Thus  sitting,  and  surveying  thus  at  ease 
The  globe  and  its  concerns,  I  seem  advancM 
To  some  secure  and  more  than  mortal  hei^t» 
That  lib'iates  and  exempts  me  fiom  them  alL 
It  turns  lubmitted  to  my  view,  turns  round 
With  all  its  genentioDB ;  I  bebdd 
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Thetumidt«  iMtl«ni«tiB^    TbeMiiti4<ifintf 
Has  lost  its  'teitoun  ere  k  Kadies  me ; 
Grieves,  bat  fdarms  me  not    I  moctni  the' pride 
And  av*rice,  that  make  nmn  a  welf  to  maa ; 
Hear  the  faoH  edio  of  those  brazen  throats. 
By  which  he  speaks  the  kngoage  of  hi»  heart. 
And  sig^,  bat  never  tiemble  at  the  sound. 
He  travels  and  expatiaies,  as  the  bee 
Pram  fiow'r  to  flow*r,  so  he  from  hmd  to  land  ; 
The  manners,  customs,  poficj,  of  all 
Pay  contribution  to  the  store  he  gleani ; 
He  sacka  Sntelligenoe  in  ev*ry  dime. 
And  spreads  the  honey  of  his  deep  reseerdi 
At  his  retuiii>— «  rich  repast  for  me. 
He  travels,  md  I  toow     I  tread  his  deck. 
Ascend  his  topmast,  through  his  peering  eyti 
Discover  countries,  with  a  kindred  heart 
Suffer  his  woes,  and  share  in  his  esomes ; 
While  fancy,  hke  the  finger  of  a  dock. 
Buns  the  great  circuit,  and  is  still  at  home. 

O  Winter,  ruler  of  th*  inverted  jrear. 
Thy  scattered  hair  with  sleet  like  ashes  fill'd. 
Thy  breath  congealed  upon  thy  lipe,  thy  cheeks 
Fringed  with  a  beard  made  white  with  other  snows 
Than  those  of  age,  thy  forehead  wrapped  in  doodsy 
A  leafless  branch  ^y  sceptre,  and  thy  throne 
A  sliding  car,  indebted  to  no  wheels, 
But  urg'd  by  storms  along  its  slippery  way, 
I  love  Uiee,  all  unlovely  as  thou  seem*st. 
And  dreaded  as  thou  art !    Thou  hold'st  the  sun 
A  pris'ner  in  the  yet  undawning  east, 
Shoit*ning  his  journey  between  mom  and  noon. 
And  hurrying  him,  impatient  of  his  stay, 
Down  to  the  roi^  west ;  but  kindly  still 
Compensating  his  loss  with  added  oouib 
Of  iodal  converse,  and  instructive  case, 
And  gath^nns,  at  short  notice,  in  one  gnup 
The  family  dispeised,  and  fixing  thou^ 
Not  less  dispersed  by  daylight  and  its  ca — 
I  crown  diee  king  of  intimate  delighisy 
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Fire-side  eiiiofmmUp  homelHun  .hnKWieih  i 

And  mil  the  com£9its>  tb«t  tiie  hv\j  roof 

Of  undiflturb^d  Aetiremeot*  and  ths  boms 

Of  long  munteiruptod  evening,  know* 

No  rattling  wheels  stM»  short  beforo  IhMB  gates  ; 

No  powder M,  pert  proncient  in  the  art 

Of  sounding  an  alann  assaultB  these  doom 

Till  the  street  rin^B ;  no  stadonaiY  steeds 

Cough  their  own  knell,  while,  heedless  of  the  souBd^ 

The  silent  drde  fan  tbemsdves,  and  quake  s 

But  here  the  needle  plies  its  bu^  task. 

The  pattern  grows,  me  wdl  depicted  flowV, 

Wrought  patiently  into  the  snowy  lawn, 

Unfol£  its  bosom ;  buds,  and  leaves,  and  sprigs. 

And  cuiUng  tendrils,  gracefully  disposed. 

Follow  the  nimble  ingier  of  the  fair  ; 

A  wreath,  that  cannot  fade,  of  flow'rs,  that  blow 

With  most  success  when  all  besides  decay. 

The  poet*8  or  histoiian*s  page  by  one 

Made  vocal  for  th*  amusement  of  the  rest ; 

The  spriffhtly  lyre,  whose  treasure  of  sweet  sounds 

The  toudi  mxa  many  a  trembling  chord  shakes  out ; 

And  the  dear  voice  sym^honious,  yet  disdnct. 

And  in  the  charming  stnfe  triumphant  still ; 

Beguile  the  night,  and  set  a  keener  edge 

On  female  industry :  the  threaded  steel 

Flies  swiftty,  and  unfelt  the  task  proceeds. 

The  volume  clos*d,  the  customary  rites 

Of  the  last  meal  commence.    A  Roman  meal  { 

Such  as  the  mistress  of  the  world  once  found 

Delicious,,  when  her  pUziots  of  hi^  note. 

Perhaps,  by  moonli^t,  at  their  Immble  doors. 

And  under  an  old  oak*s  domestic  diade, 

Enjoy*d,  spare  feast !  a  radish  and  an  egg. 

Discourse  ensues,  not  trivial,  yet  not  dim. 

Nor  such  as  with  a  fiown  finbids  the  ^y 

Of  &ncy,  or  ptoeaibes  the  sound  of  nurth : 

Nor  do  we  nudly,  Uke  an  impious  world. 

Who  deem  veligion  frenzy,  end  the  God 

That  made  tluni>  an  intmder  on  their  jojrs. 
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Start  at  his  awfiil  name,  or  deem  hk  praise 

A.  jariing  note.    Themes  of  a  graver  tone. 

Exciting  oft  otxr  gratitude  and  love. 

While  we  retrace  with  Memory's  pointing  wand, 

llhat  calls  the  past  to  ava  exact  review. 

The  dangers  we  have  'sc^'d,  the  broken  snaie» 

The  disappointed  foe,  deliverance  fbmid 

UnlookM  for,  life  i»eserv*d,  and  peace  restored. 

Fruits  of  omnipotent  eternal  love. 

O  ev*nin^  worthy  of  the  i^kIs  !  exdaimM 

The  Sabme  bard.    O  ev*nings,  I  repty. 

More  to  be  prized  and  coveted  than  yours. 

As  more  iUumin^d,  and  with  nobler  truths. 

That  I,  and  mine,  and  those  we  love,  enjoy. 

Is  Winter  hideous  in  a  garb  like  this  ? 
Needs  he  the  tragic  fur,  the  smoke  of  lamps. 
The  pent-up  breath  of  an  unsavory  tiuong. 
To  thaw  him  into  feeling ;  or  the  smart 
And  snappish  dialogue,  that  flmiant  wits 
Call  oom^y,  to  piomf^  him  wim  a  smile  ? 
The  self-complacent  actor,  when  he  views 
(Stealing  a  sidelong  glance  at  a  full  house) 
The  slope  of  faces  frmn  the  floor  to  th*  roof 
(As  if  one  master-spring  controlled  them  all) 
Relax'd  into  a  universal  grin. 
Sees  not  a  countenance  there  that  speaks  of  joy 
Half  so  refin*d  or  so  sincere  as  ours. 
Cards  were  superfluous  here,  with  all  the  tzicka^ 
That  idleness  has  ever  yet  contrived 
To  fill  the  void  of  an  unfiimish'd  brain. 
To  palliate  dullness,  and  give  time  a  shove. 
Time,  as  he  passes  us,  has  a  dove's  wing, 
Unsoil'd,  and  swifl,  and  of  a  silken  sound  ; 
But  the  world's  Time  is  Time  in  masquerade  f 
Theirs,  should  I  paint  him,  has  his  pinions  fledg*d 
With  motley  plumes ;  and,  where  the  peacock  show* 
His  azure  eyes,  is  dnctur'd  black  and  red 
With  spots  quadrangular  <tf  dianoond  form, 
Ensanguin'd  hearts,  dubs  typical  of  strife. 
And  «pade8,  the  emblem  of  untimely  graves. 
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What  should  be  and  what  was  an  hourglass  (mce, 
Becomes  a  dice-box,  and  a  billiard-mace 
Wdl  does  the  work  of  his  destructiTe  scjrthe. 
Thus  decked,  he  charms  a  world  whom  fashion  blinds 
To  his  true  worth,  most  pleased  when  idle  most ; 
Whose  only  happy  are  their  wasted  hours. 
E*en  misses,  at  whose  age  their  mothers  wore 
The  backstring  and  the  bib,  assume  the  dress 
Of  womanhood,  sit  pupils  in  the  school 
Of  cacd-devoted  Time,  and  night  by  night 
Plac*d  at  some  vacant  comer  of  the  boud, 
Leam  ev'ry  trick,  and  soon  play  all  the  game» 
But  truce  with  censure.     Roving  as  I  rove. 
Where  shall  I  find  an  end,  or  how  proceed  ? 
As  he  that  travels  far  oft  turns  aside. 
To  view  some  rugged  rock  or  mould'iing  tow*r. 
Which  seen  delights  him  not ;  then  coming  home 
Describes  and  prints  it,  that  die  world  may  know 
How  fiff  he  went  for  what  was  nothing  worth ; 
So  I,  with  brush  in  hand,  and  palette  spread* 
With  colours  mix*d  for  a  far  different  use. 
Paint  cards,  and  dolls,  and  ev^rjr  idle  thing. 
That  Fancy  finds  in  her  excursive  flights. 

Come,  Evening,  once  again,  season  of  peace  ; 
Return,  sweet  Evening,  and  continue  long ! 
Methinks  I  see  thee  in  the  streaky  west. 
With  matron  step  slow  moving,  while  the  Night 
Treads  on  thy  sweepm^  train ;  one  hand  employed 
In  letting  fall  the  curtam  of  repose 
On  bird  and  beast,  the  other  charged  for  man 
With  sweet  oblivion  of  the  cares  of  day : 
Not  sumptuously  adom'd,  nor  needing  aid. 
Like  homely-featur*d  Night,  of  clustering  gems ; 
A  star  or  two,  just  twinkling  on  thy  brow. 
Suffices  thee ;  save  that  the  moon  is  thine 
No  less  than  hers,  not  worn  indeed  on  high 
With  ostentatious  pageantry,  but  set 
With  modest  grandeur  in  &y  purple  zone. 
Resplendent  less,  but  of  an  ampler  round. 
Come  then,  and  thou  shalt  find  thy  votr*y  calm. 
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Or  make  me  80.    Con^posmeis  thTgift: 
And,  whether  I  devote  thy  gentle  noun 
To  books,  to  music,  or  the  poet's  toil ; 
To  weaving  nets  for  bird-aliiiring  fruit ; 
Or  twining  silken  threads  round  iv'ry  reels. 
When  they  command  whom  man  was  bom  to  pkaae, 
I  sli^ft  thiee  not,  but  make  Ifaee  welcome  stiU. 
Just  when  our  drawing-rooms  be;^  to  Uaxe 
With  lights,  by  dear  reflection  multiplied 
Prom  man^  a  micEor,  in  which  he  of  Gath, 
Goliath,  nu^t  have  seen  his  ^ant  bulk 
Whole  without  stooping,  towering  crest  and  all» 
My  pleasures  too  b%in.    But  me  periiapa 
The  glowing  hearth  may  satisfy  a  while 
With  fiunt  illumination,  that  iqdifts 
The  shadows  to  the  ceilhig,  there  by  fits 
Dancing  uncouth!^  to  the  quiv'ring  flame. 
Not  unddightflil  is  an  hour  to  me 
So  spent  in  parlour-twilight :  suchagkxmi 
Suits  well  the  thoughtful  or  unthinking  mind* 
The  mind  contemplative,  with  some  new  theme 
Pregnant,  or  indisposed  alike  to  alL 
Laugh  ye,  who  boast  your  more  mercurial  powers* 
That  never  feel  a  stupor,  know  no  pause. 
Nor  need  one ;  I  am  conscious,  and  confess 
Fearless,  a  soul  that  does  not  always  think. 
Me  oft  has  Fancy  ludicrous  and  wild 
Sooth*d  with  a  waking  dream  of  houses,  tow^ru^ 
Trees,  churdies,  and  Strang  visa^,  expressed 
In  the  red  cinders,  while  with  ponng  eye 
I  gaz*d,  myself  creating  what  I  saw. 
Nor  less  amus*d  have  I  quiescent  watch*d 
The  sooty  films,  that  play  upon  the  bars 
Pendulous,  and  foreboding  in  the  view 
Of  superstition,  ]>rophesying  still. 
Though  StiU  deceived,  some  stranger's  near  approsck. 
'Tis  tnus  the  understanding  takes  rqpose 
In  indolent  vacuity  of  thou^it. 
And  sleeps,  and  is  refresh'd.     Meanwhile  the  €aot 
Conceals  the  mood  lethargic  with  a  mask 
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Of  deep  delibemtioi],  as  llie  man 
Were  tasked  to  his  fuU  strength,  absorhM  and  lost 
Thus  oft,  redin'd  at  ease,  I  lose  an  hour 
At  evening,  till  at  length  the  freezing  hlast. 
That  sweeps  the  bolted  shutter,  summons  home 
The  recollected  powers ;  and  snamnng  short 
The  glassy  threads,  widi  which  the  rancy  weaves 
Her  brittle  toils,  restores  me  to  mysdf. 
How  calm  is  my  recess ;  and  how  the  frost, 
Rag^  abroad,  and  the  roug^  wind  endear 
The  suence  and  the  warmth  enjoy*d  within ! 
I  saw  the  woods  and  fields  at  ckise  of  day 
A  variegated  show ;  the  meadows  green. 
Though  faded ;  and  the  lands,  where  hrtdy  wavM 
The  ^ilden  harvest,  of  a  meUow  brown, 
UptumM  so  lately  by  the  forceful  share. 
I  saw  far  off  the  weedy  fallows  smile 
With  verdure  not  unjnofitable,  grazed 
B]^  flocks,  &st  feeding,  and  selecting  each 
His  favorite  herb ;  while  all  the  leafless  groves 
That  skirt  th*  horizon,  wore  a  sable  hue. 
Scarce  noticed  in  the  kindred  dusk  of  eve. 
To-monow  brings  a  change,  a  total  change ! 
Which  even  now,  though  silently  perfbrm*d. 
And  sbwly,  and  by  most  unfelt,  the  face 
Of  univenud  nature  undergoes. 
Fast  fiills  a  fleenr  show*r :  the  downy  flakes 
Descending,  ancU  with  never-ceasing  lapse, 
SofUy  alighting  upon  all  below. 
Assimilate  all  objects.    Earth  receives 
Gladly  the  thick'ning  mantle ;  and  the  green 
And  tender  blade,  that  fearM  the  chilling  bkist. 
Escapes  imhurt  beneath  so  warm  a  veiL 

In  such  a  world,  so  thorny,  and  where  none 
Finds  happiness  unblighted,  or,  if  found. 
Without  some  thistly  sorrow  at  its  side. 
It  seems  the  part  of  wisdom,  and  no  sin 
Against  the  law  of  love,  to  measure  lots 
mdi  less  distinguish'd  than  ourselves ;  that  thus 
We  may  with  patience  bear  our  moderate  ills. 
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And  symwithlie  wkh  otiien  tnflTriiM^  name. 

in  tuna  me  traT*lIfir  now,  and  be  &t  stalks 

In  poiulhnMW  boots  beside  his  reeking  team. 

The  wain  goes  heavily,  impeded  sore 

By  eongn^ated  loads  adhering  dose 

To  the  doggM  idieds ;  and  in  its  sluggish  pace 

Noiseless  appears  a  moving  hiU  of  snow. 

The  toiling  steeds  emnd  the  nostril  wide. 

While  ev*^  breath,  by  ren>uation  strong 

Forc*d  downward,  is  consolidated  soon 

Upon  thdr  jutting  chests.     He,  fozmM  to  bear 

The  pdting  brunt  of  the  tempestuous  night. 

With  half-diut  eyes,  and  pudcer*d  cheeks,  and  teet^ 

Presented  bare  against  Ibe  storm,  plods  on. 

One  hand  secures  his  hat,  save  when  with  both 

He  brandishes  his  pliant  length  of  whip. 

Resounding  oft,  and  never  heard  in  vain. 

O  happy ;  and  in  my  account  denied 

The  sensibiUty  of  pain,  with  which 

Refinement  is  endued,  thrice  happy  thou  I 

Thy  frame,  robust  and  hardy,  feds  indeed 

The  piercing  cold,  but  feds  it  unimpair*d- 

The  learned  finger  never  need  explore 

Thy  vigorous  pmse ;  and  the  unhealtbful  east. 

That  breathes  the  spleen,  and  searches  ev*iy  bone 

Of  the  infirm,  is  wholesome  air  to  thee. 

Thy  days  roll  on  exempt  firom  household  care  ; 

Thy  waggon  is  thy  wife ;  and  the  poor  beasts. 

That  drag  the  dull  companion  to  and  firo. 

Thine  hdpless  charge,  dependent  on  thy  care. 

Ah  treat  them  kindly  !  rude  as  thou  appear^st. 

Yet  show  that  thou  hast  mercv !  which  the  gcesA^ 

With  needless  hurry  whirFd  nom  place  to  {^aoe» 

Humane  as  they  would  seem,  not  always  show. 

Poor,  yet  industrious,  modest,  quiet,  neat. 
Such  daim  compassion  in  a  night  like  this. 
And  have  a  friend  in  ev'ry  feeUng  heart 
Warm*d,  while  it  lasts,  by  labour,  all  day  long 
They  brave  tfie  season,  and  yet  find  at  eve, 
lU  dad  and  fed  but  s^mrdy,  time  to  cooL 
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The  fhi^hoiiaewifb  trembles  when  she' fights  ' 
Her  scanty  stock  of  brushwood,  blazing  deir. 
But  dying  soon,  like  all  terrestiial  jojrs. 
The  iiBW  small  embers  left  she  nurses  well ; 
And,  while  her  in&nt  race,  with  outspread  hands. 
And  dowded  knees  sit  cowering  o*er  the  sparks. 
Retires,  content  to  quake,  so  they  be  warmed. 
The  man  feels  least,  as  more  inur*d  than  she 
To  winter,  and  the  current  in  his  veins 
More  brisUk  mov*d  by  his  severer  toil ; 
Yet  he  too  finds  his  own  distress  in  theirs. 
The  taper  soon  extinginsh*d,  which  I  saw 
Dangled  along  at  the  cold  finger's  end 
Just  when  the  day  dedin'd ;  and  the  brown  loaf 
LodgM  on  the  shelf,  half-eaten  without  sauce 
Of  sav'ry  cheese,  or  butter,  costlier  still ; 
Sleep  seems  their  only  refiige :  fbr,  alas. 
Where  penuxr  is  fdt  the  thought  is  chain*d, 
And  sweet  colloquial  pleasures  are  but  few. 
With  all  this  thrift  they  thrive  not    All  the  care 
Ingenious  Parsimony  takes,  but  just 
Saves  the  small  inventory,  bed,  and  stool. 
Skillet  and  old  carv*d  chest,  from  public  sale. 
They  live,  and  live  without  extorted  alms 
From  gmdging  hands ;  but  other  boast  have  none* 
To  ao(wi  their  nonest  pride,  that  scorns  to  beg. 
Nor  comfort  else,  but  m  their  mutual  love. 
I  praise  you  mudi,  ye  meek  and  patient  pair. 
For  ye  are  worthy ;  choosing  rather  fiir 
A  dry  hut  independent  crust,  hard  eamM, 
And  eaten  with  a  sigh,  than  to  endive 
The  rugged  frowns  and  insolent  rebuffs 
Of  knaves  in  office,  partial  in  the  work 
Of  distribution ;  hb  ral  of  their  aid 
To  damVous  Importunity  in  rags. 
But  ofttimes  deaf  to  suppliants,  who  would  blush 
To  wear  a  tatter'd  garb  however  coarse, 
Whom  famine  cannot  reconcile  to  filth : 
Tlicae  ask  with  painful  shyness,  and,  refusM 
Because  deserving,  olently  retire  [ 
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But  be  ye  of  good  courage!    Time  itself 
Shan  much  befiiend  you.    Time  shall  give  increase  %, 
And  all  your  numerous  progeny,  wdl-train*d 
But  hel]^eas»  in  few  years  shall  find  their  hands. 
And  labour  too.    Meanwhile  ye  shall  not  want 
Whaty  conscious  of  3rour  -virtues,  we  can  spare, 
Kor  what  a  wealthier  than  ourselves  may  send. 
I  mean  the  man,  who,  when  the  distant  poor 
Need  hdp,  denies  them  nothing  but  his  name. 

But  poverty  with  most,  who  whimper  forth 
Their  long  complaints,  is  self-inflicted  wo ; 
The  effect  of  laziness  or  sottish  waste. 
Now  goes  the  nightly  thief  prowling  abroad 
For  phmder ;  much  solicitous  how  best 
He  may  compensate  for  a  day  of  sloth 
By  works  of  darkness  and  nocturnal  wrong. 
Wo  to  the  gard*ner*s  pale,  the  farmer^s  hedge, 
Plash'd  neady,  and  secured  with  driven  stakes 
Dec^  in  the  loamy  bank.     Uptom  by  strengtli. 
Resistless  in  so  bad  a  cause,  but  lame 
To  better  deeds,  he  bundles  up  the  spoil. 
An  as8*s  burthen,  and,  when  laden  most 
And  heaviest,  light  of  foot  steals  fiist  away. 
Nor  does  the  boarded  hovel  better  guard 
The  weU-stalk*d  pile  of  riven  logs  and  roots 
From  his  pernicious  force.    Nor  wiU  he  leave 
UnwrenchM  the  door,  however  well  secur'd. 
Where  Chantideer  amidst  his  haram  sleeps 
In  unsuspecting  pomp.    'Twitdi*d  from  the  perdi. 
He  g^ves  the  princely  bird,  with  all  his  wives. 
To  ms  voracious  bag,  strugg*linff  in  vain. 
And  loudly  wond*ring  at  mt  sudden  change. 
Nor  this  to  feed  his  own.    'Twere  some  excuse. 
Did  pity  of  their  suff'*rings  warp  aside 
His  principle,  and  tempt  him  into  sin 
For  their  support,  so  destitute.    But  they 
Neglected  pine  at  home ;  themselves,  as  more 
Expos'd  than  others,  with  less  scruple  made 
His  victims,  robb*d  of  their  dejfkiceless  alL 
Crud  is  an  he  docs.     »Ti8  quendiless  Aiise 
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Of  ruinous  abricty,  that  prompts 

His  ev^nr  action,  and  imbrutes  the  man. 

O  for  a  law  to  noose  the  villain's  neck, 

Who  starves  his  own ;  who  persecutes  the  blood 

He  gave  them  in  his  children's  veins,  and  hates 

And  wrongs  the  woman  he  has  sworn  to  love  t 

Pass  where  we  may,  through  city  or  throu^  town. 
Village,  or  hamlet,  of  this  merry  land. 
Though  lean  and  beggar'd,  ev*ry  twentieth  pace 
Conducts  th'  unguarded  nose  to  such  a  whiff 
Of  stale  dehaudi,  forth  issuins  ftom  the  styes 
That  Law  has  Ucens'd,  as  makes  Temp'rance  reeL 
There  sit,  involv'd  and  lost  in  curling  douds 
Of  Indian  fume,  and  guzzling  deep,  the  boor. 
The  lackey,  and  the  groom :  The  craftsman  there 
Takes  a  Lethean  leave  of  all  his  toQ ; 
Smith,  oohler,  joiner,  he  that  plies  the  shears. 
And  he  that  kneads  the  dough ;  all  loud  alfte. 
All  learned,  and  all  drunk !  the  fiddle  screams 
Plaintive  and  piteous,  as  it  wept  and  wail'd 
Its  wasted  tones  and  harmomr  unheard  t 
Fierce  the  dispute  whatever  tne  theme ;  while  she. 
Fell  Discord,  arbitress  of  such  debate, 
Perch'd  on  the  signpost,  holds  with  even  hand 
Her  undecisive  S4»les.    In  this  die  lays 
A  weight  of  ignorance ;  in  that,  of  pnde ; 
And  smiles  delighted  with  th*  eternal  jpoise. 
Dire  is  the  frequent  curse,  and  its  twm  sound. 
The  cheek-distending  oath,  not  to  be  pnus'd 
As  ornamental,  musical,  polite. 
Like  those,  which  modem  senators  employ. 
Whose  oath  is  rhetoric,  and  who  swear  for  ftune ! 
Behold  the  schools  in  whidi  plebeian  minds 
Once  simple  are  initiated  in  arts. 
Which  some  may  practise  with  politer  grace. 
But  none  with  readier  ddOll ! — ^*tis  here  they  learn 
The  road,  that  leads  ftom  compet^ce  and  peace 
To  indigence  and  rapine ;  till  at  last 
Society,  grown  weary  of  the  load. 
Shakes  her  encumbered  li^  and  casts  them  out 
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But  cenMre  piofittB  liMie  t  von  th^  attdmpt 

To  adverdse  in  vene  a  pnldic  pest. 

That,  like  the  fOth  with  which  the  peasant  feed* 

His  hungry  acres,  stinks,  and  is  of  use. 

Th*  ezdse  is  fattened  with  the  rich  result 

Of  an  tfaid  riot ;  and  ten  thousand  casks. 

Far  erer  dribbling  out  their  base  contents, 

Touch*d  by  the  Midas  finger  of  the  state. 

Bleed  gold  finr  ministers  to  sport  away. 

Drink,  and  be  mad  dien ;  'tis  your  country  bids ! 

Gloriously  dnmk  obey  th'  important  call ! 

Her  cause  demands  th'  assistance  of  your  throats  v— 

Ye  all  can  swallow,  and  she  asks  no  more. 

Wocdd  I  had  fall'n  upon  those  ha|ipier  days. 
That  poets  celebrate ;  those  golden  tunes. 
And  those  Arcadian  scenes  that  Maro  sings. 
And  Sidney,  warbler  of  poetic  prose. 
Nymphs  were  Dianas  then,  and  swains  had  hearts, 
That  fdt  their  virtues :  Innocence,  it  seems. 
Prom  courts  dismiss'd,  found  shelter  in  the  groves; 
The  footsteps  of  Simplicity,  impress'd 
Upon  the  yielding  herbage,  (so  they  sing) 
Then  were  not  aU  efiac'd :  then  speech  piofime. 
And  manners  profligate,  were  nurely  found, 
Observ'd  as  prodigies,  and  soon  redaim'd. 
Vain  wish  !  those  days  were  never  t  aiiy  dreams 
Sat  for  the  picture :  and  the  poet's  hand. 
Impacting  substance  to  an  empty  shade. 
Imposed  a  gay  delirium  for  a  truth. 
Grant  it :  I  still  must  envy  them  an  age. 
That  favoured  such  a  dream ;  in  days  like  these 
Impossible,  when  Virtue  is  so  scarce. 
That  to  suppose  a  scene  where  she  presides. 
Is  tramontane,  and  stumbles  all  beuef. 
No :  we  are  pohsh'd  now.    The  rural  lass. 
Whom  once  her  vii^  modesty  and  grace. 
Her  artless  manness,  and  hter  neat  attiie. 
So  dignified,  that  she  was  hardly  less 
Than  the  fair  shepherdess  of  old  romance. 
Is  seen  no  more.    The  character  is  lost  1 
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Her  head,  a&ni*d  mtk  JappeHpiim'd.  «M, 
And  ribands  streamiae  gay«  aupwUy  raia'd. 
And  magnified  bef9ncLalI  human  atse. 
Indebted  to  some  smart  wig-weaver*»hand 
For  more  than  half  the  tmses  it  suslaioa  ; 
Her  elbows  Aiffled,  and  ha  tott*iing  fona 
m-propp^d  upon  Fianeh  hcela  i  she  mighl  he  deanM 
(But  that  the  basket  daaglmg  en  her  aim 
Intetprets  her  mere  tndy)  of  a^iank 
Toa  pioud  for  dair^-work,  or  sale  of  eggi» 
Expect  her  soon  vith  fi)oC*boy  at  her  heda. 
No  longer  bhuhing  for  her  avkwavd  load. 
Her  train  and  her  umbrella  aU  her  cazel 

The  town  has  ting'd  dm  countrj ;  and  the  stain 
Appears  a  spot  upon  a  ¥estal*8  robe, 
The  worse  for  what  it  soils..    The  £uhion  runs 
Down  into  scenes  still  rural ;  but,  alas. 
Scenes  rarely  graced  with  rural  manners  now  I 
Time  was  when  in  the  pasttval  retreat 
Th'  unguavded  door  was  safe ;  men  did  not  watch 
T*  invade  another*s  rig^t,  or  guard  their  own* 
Then  sleep  was  undismrb'd  by  fear,  imscarM 
By  drunken  howlings  $  and  &e  ch'Tl^rig  tale 
Of  wiiHn^ght  murder  was  a  wonder  heard 
With  doubt&d  credit,  told  to  frighten  babes. 
But  fiurcweE  now  to  unsu^ncious  nights. 
And  slumbers  unalaim'd !  Now,  eie  you  deep, 
See  that  your  poMdi'd  aims  be  prim'd  with  can, 
And  drop  the  ni^itibQlt ;  rufiBans  are  abroad; 
And  the  first  larum  of  the  oock*s  shrill  throat 
Mar  prove  &  trumpet,  summoning  ywu  ear 
To  horrid  sounds  m  hostile  Hwt  within. 
£*en  davlig^  haa  its  dangers  ;  and  Iht  walk 
Through  pathless  wastes  and  woods,  unoooacious  once 
Of  other  tenants  than  melodious  bbds. 
Or  harmless  flocks,  it  haxardous  and  bold* 
Lamented  4!haBge !  to  which  fiiM  many  a  causei 
Inveterate,  hc^idesaof  a  eure,  oenqwies* 
The  course  of  faumali  thinga  fenn  good  to  ill. 
From  ill  to  worse^  ia&tal^  never  fiuls. 
«e2 
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Increase  «f^w^  hege^  koMMe  of  wedlh  ; 

Wealth  Ituunry*  and  luxury  excess ; 

Excess  the  samlotB  and  itehy  plague. 

That  seises  fint'the  opolsnt,  desoeods 

To  the  next  rank  contagioiis,  and  in  time 

Taints  downwazd  all  the-gradoated  scale 

Of  order,  fioom  the  chaaot  to  the  plough. 

The  rich,  and  they  that  fasve  an  aim  to  dieck 

The  liosnse  of  the  losrest  in  degree. 

Desert  their  office  |  and  themsdves,  intent 

On  pteasoie,  hsant  the  capital,  and  thus 

To  all  the  violence  of  kwkss  hands 

Resign  the  scenes  their  presence  mi^t  protect 

Authority  herself  not  seldom  sleeps. 

Though  resident,  and  witness  of  the  wrong. 

The  phmip  convinal  parson  often  bears 

The  magistrakl  sword  in  vain,  and  lays 

His  rev'rence  and  his  wotrship  both  to  rest 

On  the  same  cushion  of  habitaal  sloth. 

Periiaps  timidity  restrains  his  arm ; 

When  he  should  strike  he  trembles,  and  sets  free. 

Himself  enslav'd  by  tenour  of  the  band, 

Th*  audacious  convict  whom  he  dares  not  Mod. 

Periiaps,  though  by  profession  gfaosdy  pure. 

He  too  may  have  his  vice,  and  somemnes  prove 

Less  dainty  than  becomes  his  grave  outside 

In  lucrative  eoncems.    Examine  well 

His  milkwhite  hand ;  the  pahn  is  hardly  dean    ■ 

But  here  and  there  an  ugly  smutch  appears. 

Fob !  *twas  a  bribe  tiiat  kft  it :  he  has  toudi^d 

CorruptioB.    Whoso  sedu  an  audit  here 

Propitious,  pays  his  tribute,  ^ame  or  fish, 

Wi£l  fiywl  or  ven*son ;  and  his  errand  wpeeda. 

But  faster  &r,  and  more  dian  all  die  rest, 
A  noble  cause,  which  none,  who  beam  a  spaik 
Of  public  vhrtue,  ever  wish'd  vemov'd. 
Works  the  deplored  and  mischievous  eflfect 
'Tis  universal  soldienhip  has  stabbed 
The  heart  of  merit  in  the  meaner  dass. 
Arms,  through  the  vanity  and  bnunless  rage 
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Of  those  thAt  bear  (Imbn  'm  wAuMver^omOB, 
Seem  most  at  vwdanoe  wkh.  all  moral  good*    ' 
And  iuoompatiUe  with  aeaous  thoo^tt* 
The  down,  the  child  of  natare^  witfannt  gnilc^ 
Blest  with  an  infantas  ignonnce  of  aU 
But  his  own  simple  pkasures ;  ttow  and  fhaa 
A  wrestling  match,  a  footsacc*  or  a  fidr  ; 
Is  hallotted^  and  trembles  at  the  news  t 
Sheqilsh  he  dofis  his  hat,  and  mnmUing  swcaiw 
A  bible  oaith  to  be  whatever  tliej  please. 
To  do  he  knows  not  wImL    The  task  pctlbnnM« 
That  instant  he  beoomes  the  sergeant's  oare. 
His  puml,  and  his  torment,  and  his  jest 
His  awkward  gait,  his  intiovevtad  toes. 
Bent  knees,  vwnd  shoiddcn,  and  dejected  looks, 
Procure  him  many  a  curse.    Bj  skiw  degreei. 
Unapt  to  learn,  and  form'd  of  stubborn  stuff. 
He  yet  by  slow  degrees  puts  off  himself. 
Grows  conscious  ofa  cbanee,  and  likes  it  well : 
He  stands  erect ;  his  slouch  becomes  a  walk ; 
He  st^  right  onmod,  martial  in  his  air, 
His  form,  and  movement ;  is  as  smart  above 
As  meal  and  larded  locks  can  make  him;  wears 
His  hat,  or  his  phmi*d  hdmet,  with  a  sraoe  i 
And,  big  three  jrears  of  herodup  exmr*a. 
Returns  indignant  to  &e  slighted  plou^ 
He  hates  the  fidd,  in  which  no  fife  or  drum 
Attends  bun ;  drives  his  cattle  to  a  march ; 
And  sighs  for  the  smart  comrades  he  has  left. 
'Twere  well  if  his  exterior  change  were  alU- 
But  with  his  dumsy  port  the  wretch  has  lost 
His  ignorance  and  fiannless  mannen  too. 
To  swear,  to  game,  to  driidc;  to  show  at  home 
Br  lewdness,  idleness,  and  Sabbath-breai^, 
The  groat  pofioiency  he  made  abroad ; 
T?  astonish  and  to  grieve  his  aazing/fii^ds. 
To  break  some  mi&enV  and  his  mothor's  heart ; 
To  be  a  pest  where  he  was  useftd  once; 
Are  his  sole  aim,  and  all  his  gilory,  now. 
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Man  in  iO^ieto  iftUkte  »fl9w1r 
Blown  in  its  native  bed :  'tis  Aen  alone 
His  &cultafls»  e^jnnded  in  fuU  hktom. 
Shine  out ;  there  aaij  xeach  theb  paper  use. 
But  man,  associated  and  leagued  witb  man 
J^.  ng^  warzant,  or  self-join'd  by  bond 
For  int'resMake^  or  swaiming  into  dans 
Beneath  one  head,  ism  puzposes  of  war. 
Like  flow'n  selected  irom  the  rest,  aad  bound 
And  bundled  dose  to  fiU  some  crowded  vase. 
Fades  rajHdly,  and,  by  ONnpression  man'd. 
Contracts  defilement  not  to  be  endured. 
Hence  chartered  borou^  are  sudi  public  pli^ues; 
And  burghers,  men  immfu'^^k*'^  periiaps 
In  all  their  private  functions,  once  cambin'd» 
BeoMoe  a  k^thsome  body,  only  fit 
For  dissolution,  hurtM  to  the  main. 
Hence  merdianta,  unimpeadnble  of  sin 
Against  the  charities  of  domestie  life. 
Incorporated,  seem  at  once  to  lose 
Their  nature ;  and,  disdaiming  all  regard 
For  mercy  and  the  common  ri^ts  of  man. 
Build  ^Mtorica  widi  blood,  condnrting  trade 
At  the  sword's  point,  and  dyeing  the  white  robe 
Of  innocent  commercial  Justice  red. 
Hence  too  the  fidd  of  g^,  as  the  world 
Misdeems  it,  dazzled  by  its  bright  array. 
With  all  its  majesty  of  thund'ring  pomp, 
Endianting  music  and  immortal  wreaths* 
Is  but  asduxd,  where  thoughtlei 
On  prindple,  where  foppery  atones 
For  folly,  gallantry  fi»  ev'ry  vice. 

But  d^ted  as  it  is,  and  by  the  great 
Abandoned,  and,  wfaidi  still  I  more  regret. 
Infected  with  the  manners  and  the  modes 
It  Imew  not  once,  the  country  wins  me  atilL 
I  never  finm'd  ft  wish,  or  form'd  a  plan, 
That  flattered  me  wkh  hopes  of  earthly  bliss, 
But  there  I  laid  the  scene.    There  early  Stray*d 
My  fancy,  ere  yet  liberty  of  choice 
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Had  found  me,  or  the  hope  of  being  ftee. 

Mj  very  dreams  were  mral ;  rural  too 

The  first-bom  efforts  of  my  youthftd  muse, 

Sportive  and  jingling  her  poetie  bells, 

Ere  yet  her  ear  was  mistress  of  their  powers. 

No  bard  could  please  me  but  whose  fyre  was  tan*d 

To  Nature's  praises.    Heroes  and  their  feats 

Fatig[u*d  me,  never  weary  of  the  pipe 

Of  Tityrus,  assembling,  as  he  sang. 

The  rustic  throne  beneath  his  fiiyMte  beedu 

Then  Milton  had  indeed  a  poet*s  charms : 

New  to  my  taste  his  Paradise  surpassed 

The  struggling  efforts  of  my  boyish  toi^e. 

To  speak  its  excellence.    I  danc*d  for  joy. 

I  marvell*d  much,  that,  at  so  ripe  an  age 

As  twice  seven  years,  his  beauties  had  Sien  ftrst 

Engaged  my  wonder ;  and  admiring  still. 

And  still  admiring,  wi&  regret  supposM 

The  joy  half  lost,  because  not  sooner  found. 

Thee  too  enamourM  of  the  lifb  I  ]ov*d. 

Pathetic  in  its  praise,  in  its  pursuit 

Determined,  and  possessiiK;  it  at  last 

With  transports,  such  as  £vour'd  lovers  fed, 

I  studied,  priz'd,  and  wished  that  I  had  known 

Ingenious  Cowley  !  and,  though  now  redaimM 

By  modem  lights  from  an  erroneous  taste, 

I  cannot  but  lament  thy  splendid  wit 

Entangled  in  the  cobwebs  of  the  sdiodk. 

I  still  revere  thee,  courtly  though  retirM  ! 

Though  stretched  at  ease  in  Chertsey*s  silent  bowers. 

Not  unempby'd ;  and  finding  rich  amends 

For  a  lost  world  in  solitude  and  verse. 

*Tis  bom  with  all :  the  love  of  Nature's  works 

Is  an  ingredient  in  the  compound  man 

Infus'd  at  the  creation  of  the  kind. 

And,  though  th*  Almighty  Maker  has  throughout 

Disoriminated  each  frcmi  each,  by  strokes 

And  touches  of  his  hand,  with  so  much  art 

Diversified,  that  two  were  never  found 

Twins  at  all  points— yet  this  obtains  in  all. 
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That  all  discern  a  beauty  in  his  works. 

And  all  can  taste  them :  minds,  that  have  been  fonnM 

And  tutored,  with  a  relish  more  exact. 

But  none  without  some  relish,  none  umnoY*d. 

It  is  a  flame,  that  dies  not  even  there. 

Where  nothing  feeds  it:  neither  business,  crowds, 

Nor  habits  of  luxurious  dty-life. 

Whatever  else  they  smother  of  true  worth 

In  human  bosoms,  quench  it  or  abate. 

The  villas  with  whim  London  stands  b^irt. 

Like  a  swarth  Indian,  with  his  belt  of  b^ds. 

Prove  it    A  breath  of  unadult*rate  air. 

The  g^Tpse  of  a  green  pasture,  how  they  dieer 

The  citizen,  and  brace  his  languid  firame  ! 

£*en  in  the  stifling  bosom  of  me  town 

A  garden,  in  whidi  notliing  thrives,  has  charms. 

That  sooth  the  rich  possessor ;  mudi  consoled. 

That  here  and  there  some  sprigs  of  mournful  mint, 

Of  nightshade,  or  valerian,  grace  the  well 

He  cvdtivates.    These  serve  him  with  a  hint. 

That  Nature  lives ;  that  sight-refreshing  green 

Is  stiU  the  liv*ry  she  delights  to  wear. 

Though  sickly  samples  of  th*  exuberant  whole. 

What  are  the  casements  lin'd  with  creeping  herbs. 

The  prouder  sashes  fronted  with  a  range 

Of  orange,  myrtle,  or  the  firagrant  weed. 

The  Frenchman's  darling*  ?  are  they  not  all  {oooft, 

That  man,  immur'd  in  aties,  still  retains 

His  inborn  inextinguishable  thirst 

Of  rural  scenes,  compensating  his  loss 

By  supplemental  shins,  the  t^  he  may  ? 

Tne  most  unfurmsh'd  with  the  means  of  life. 

And  Ihey,  that  never  pass  their  brick-wall  bounds. 

To  range  the  fields,  and  treat  their  lungs  with  air. 

Yet  fed  the  burning  instinct :  overhead 

Suspend  their  crazy  boxes,  planted  thick 

And  water'd  duly.    There  the  pitdier  stands 

A  fragpent,  and  the  spoutless  tea-pot  there  ; 

Sad  witnesses  how  do«&-pent  man  regrets 
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The  oountiY,  with  what  aidour  he  contrives 
A  peep  at  pfature,  when  he  can  no  more. 

Hau,  therefore,  patroness  of  health  and  ease, 
And  contemplation,  heart-consoling  jop. 
And  harmless  pleasures,  in  the  throng*d  ahode 
Of  multitudes  unknown ;  hail,  rural  life  ! 
Address  himself  who  will  to  the  pursuit 
Of  honours,  or  emolument,  or  fame ; 
I  shall  not  add  myself  to  such  a  chase. 
Thwart  his  attempts,  or  envy  his  success. 
Some  must  he  great    Great  offices  will  have 
Great  talents.    And  God  gives  to  ev^ry  man 
The  virtue,  temper,  understanding,  taste. 
That  li^  him  into  life,  and  lets  him  fall 
Just  in  the  niche  he  was  ordain'd  to  fill. 
To  the  deliverer  of  an  injured  land 
He  gives  a  tongue  t*  enlarge  upon,  a  heart 
To  ted,  and  courage  to  re£ress  her  wrongs ; 
To  monarchs  dignity ;  to  judges  sense ; 
To  artists  ingenuity  and  skill ; 
To  me,  an  unambitious  mind,  content 
In  the  low^  vale  of  lifb,  that  earlv  felt 
A  wish  for  ease  and  leisure,  and  ere  long 
Found  here  that  leisure,  and  that  ease  I  wish'd. 
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BOOK  V. 

THE  WINTER  MORNING  WALK. 

Argument  of  the  Fifth  Book, 

A  ftoBtf  mamtog— The  Ifaddering  of  cattie^The  woodmn  vd  1hi« 

KmncH  of  RoMia't  palace  of  joa^Amnwrnenti  of  monaicha —Wat^ 
nuafthem^Wan,  irhence.-rAnd  whence  monarchy— The  wrflirf 
It— English  and  Frendi  loyalty  oonttaMd— The  Bartilia.  and  a  pdi- 
oner  tS«e— Uberty  the  chief  «e«»inmendation  of  ^,<»«^-3>£^ 
dem  patriotism  qaestionaMe,  and  why.— The  perishable  natme  offta 
beat  human  Institotiona.— Spiritual  Ubetty  not  perisfaable—ThadaiM 

•tate  of  man  by  nataic—DeUwr  him.  Deist,  if  you  can GooeoMl 

do  it—The  lespacUve  merits  of  pattlott  and  martyr*  atated^-IWr 
difflnent  treatment.— Hiqppy  fiwedom  of  ^eman  ^hoinmn  nab« 
fkee.— His  relish  of  the  works  of  God — Address  to  the  Craator. 

*Ti8  monung ;  and  the  siuiy  with  niddf  otb 
Ascending,  &ea  th*  hcnizon ;  vlule  the  douds. 
That  crowd  away  hcfore  the  drivmg  wmd. 
More  ardent  as  the  disk  emerges  more. 
Resemble  most  some  dty  in  a  blaze. 
Seen  through  the  leafiess  wood.    His  slanting  ray 
Slides  ineffectual  down  the  snowy  vale. 
And,  tingeing  all  with  his  own  ro^  hue. 
From  ev'ry  herb  and  ov'ry  spiiy  blade 
Stretches  a  length  of  shadow  o'er  the  field. 
Mine,  s^nndling  into  longitude  immense. 
In  sjritc  of  gravity,  and  sage  remark 
That  I  myself  am  but  a  fleeting  shade. 
Provokes  me  to  a  smile.    With  eye  askance 
I  view  the  muscular  proportbn'd  limb 
Transformed  to  a  lean  shank.    The  shmeless  pur, 
As  they  design'd  to  mode  me,  at  my  siflb 
Take  step  lior  step;  and,  as  I  near  approach 
The  cottage,  walk  along  the  plarter'd  w»ll» 
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Pnpo8t*ioui  mAt !  die  legs  without  the  nMUi. 
Tbi  vadiire  of  the  plain  lies  buried  deep 
Beneath  the  dazsling  dxtage ;  and  the  bents. 
And  ooaner  grass,  upspearing  o*er  the  rest. 
Of  late  unsightly  and  unsacn,  now  shine 
Con^Hcntyus,  and  in  bright  apputeL  dad. 
And,  fledg*d  with  icy  fesdien,  nod  superb. 
The  cattle  mourn  in  comers,  where  the  fenee 
Soeans  ttiem,  and  seem  half  petrified  to  sleep 
In  unrecumbent  sadness.    There  they  wait 
Their  wonted  fodder ;  not  like  himg^ring  man. 
Fretful  if  unsopnlied ;  but  silent,  meek, 
'  And  patient  of  the  slow-pac*d  swain's  delay. 
He  warn  die  stadc  carves  out  th'  accustomed  load, 
Deep-pluncing,  and  again  deep-phmging  oft. 
His  oroad  keen  laah  into  the  soud  mass : 
Smooth  as  a  wall  the  upright  remnant  stands, 
With  audi  undeviating  and  even  force 
He  aevem  it  away :  no  needless  care. 
Lest  storms  should  overset  the  leanine  pile 
Deckhious,  or  its  own  unbalance  weight 
Forth  goes  the  woodman,  leaving  imooncemM 
The  cheaiul  haunts  of  man ;  to  widd  the  axe, 
And  drive  the  wedge,  in  yonder  fbrest  drear. 
From  mom  to.  eve  his  aoUtaiy  task. 
StMggy  and  lean,  and  shrewd,  with  pcnnted  ears, 
Aodtiul  CNfp^d  short,  halflordier  and  half  cur, 
His  dog  attends  him.    dose  behind  his  hed 
Now  creeps  he  alow ;  and  now,  with  many  a  frisk 
Wide-acamp*ring«  snatdies  u^  the  drifted  snow 
With  iv'iT  tselh,  or  ploiu^  it  with  his  snout ; 
Then  diakes  his  powdar*d  ooat,  and  barks  for  joy. 
Heedkae  of  all  his  pnnfcs,  the  sturdy  drarl 
Moves  rig^  toward  the  niaxk ;  nor  stopt  for  aught, 
B|ii  DOW  and  then  with  pressure  of  his  thumb 
T*  adjust  the  firagBant  diaige  of  a  short  tube. 
That  ftmics  beneath  his  nose :  the  trailing  dood 
Streams  ^  behmd  hoa,  aoenring  all  the  air. 
Now  from  the  «ooit«  er  horn  the  ndg^b'riag  pale, 
Where,  diligent  to  artdi  the  fitBt  fiust  gleam 
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Of  aniling  diy,  they  ms^M  ride  hj  ride. 

Come  tiooinng  at  the  hoasewife's  wal-knawn  c&B 

The  feathcr'd  tribes  clomestic.     Half  on  wing. 

And  half  on  foot,  they  brush  the  fleeey  flood, 

Goii8ck)as  and  fbaifiil  of  too  deep  a  plange. 

The  sparrows  ^eep,  and  quit  the  shdtMng  eaves. 

To  seize  the  £ur  obcarion ;  weQ  they  eye 

The  acatterM  pain,  and  thievishly  resolvM 

T*  escape  th*  Snpending  ftmine,  often  scarM 

As  oft  return,  a  pert  voracious  kind. 

Clean  riddance  qiuddy  made,  one  only  cate 

Remains  to  each,  the  search  of  sunny  naok. 

Or  riled  impervious  to  the  bhist    Rerign*d 

To  sad  necessity,  the  oodL  foregoes 

His  wonted  strut ;  and,  wading  at  (heir  head 

With  well-ocmsider'd  steps,  seems  to  resent 

His  altered  gait  and  stateliness  retrendi*d* 

How  find  the  myriads,  that  in  summer  cheer 

The  hills  and  valleys  with  (heir  ceaseless  aongs. 

Due  sustenance,  or  where  subsist  (hey  now  ? 

Earth  yiekls  (hem  nought;  th'im|nison*dwonn  is  saf^ 

Beneath  the  frozen  dod ;  all  seeds  of  herbs 

Lie  cover*d  dose ;  and  beny-bearing  ihoniB, 

That  foed  the  thrush  (whatever  some  suppose), 

AflSird  the  smaller  tioinstrds  no  supply. 

The  long  protracted  rigour  of  the  year 

Thins  aU  thdr  num*Ams  flockB.  In  chinks  and  holes 

Ten  tiiouBand  seek  an  unmolested  end. 

As  instinct  prompts ;  sdf>buried  ere  thef  die. 

The  very  rooks  and  daws  finsake  the  fiefds. 

Where  neither  grub,  nor  root,  nor  eaidi-&ut«  now 

Repays  their  labour  more ;  and  perch'd  akft 

By  die  wayride,  €it  stalking  in  t^  path. 

Lean  pensioners  upon  (he  trav*Iler*s  track. 

Pick  up  (heir  nauseous  dde,  tiiou^  sweet  lo  UMnt 

Of  voided  pulse  or  half'^igested  grain. 

The  streams  are  lost  amid  the  spfenfid  bLmk, 

0*erwheIming  all  distinction.    On  the  flood. 

Indurated  and  flx'd,  the  snoWy  weight 

Lies  undissdlV*d ;  while  iQeniiy  beneath^ 
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And  imperoeiv'dt  the  cnmnft  ttealt  awaj. 

Noit  so  where,  soomAil  of  a  check,  U  letups 

Thd  miUdam,  dashes  on  the  restless  wheel. 

And  wantons  in  the  pebbly  gulf  below  t 

No  ftost  can  bind  it  there ;  its  utmost  force 

Can  but  arrest  the  light  and  smoky  mist. 

That  in  its  &U  the  Uquid  sheet  throws  wide. 

And  see  where  it  has  nung  th*  embroider*d  banks 

With  farms  so  various,  that  no  pow*r8  of  art. 

The  pencil  or  the  pen,  may  trace  the  scene ! 

Here  glittering  turrets  rise,  upbearing  hish 

(Fantastic  misarrangement !)  on  the  roof 

Larse  growth  of  what  may  seem  the  sparkling  treei 

And  shrubs  of  £ury  land.    The  erjrstal  drops. 

That  trickle  down  the  branches,  fast  congealed. 

Shoot  into  pillarB  of  pelhidd  length. 

And  prop  ike  pile  they  but  adom*d  before. 

Here  grotto  within  grotto  safe  defies 

The  sunbeam ;  there,  embossM  and  fretted  wild. 

The  growing  wonder  takes  a  thousand  shapes 

Capnaom,  m  which  fbncy  seeks  in  vain 

The  likeness  of  some  object  seen  before. 

Thus  Nature  works  as  if  to  mock  at  Art, 

And  in  defkmce  of  her  rival  pow*rs ; 

By  these  fortuitous  and  random  sUrakes 

Performing  such  inimitable  feati» 

Am  she  wim  all  her  rules  can  never  reach* 

Less  worthy  of  applause,  though  more  admired. 

Because  a  novelty,  the  work  of  man, 

Imperial  mistress  of  the  ftir-dad  Ruas, 

Thy  most  magnificent  and  mighty  freak. 

The  wonder  cf  the  North.    No  forest  foil. 

When  thou  wouldst  build ;  no  auarry  sent  its  stores 

T' enrich  thv  walls  t  but  thou  didst  hew  the  floods^ 

And  make  toy  marble  of  the  glassy  wa\ie. 

In  such  a  palace  Aristaeus  foimd 

Cjrrene,  when  he  bore  the  plaintive  tale 

Of  his  lost  bees  to  her  matonal  ear: 

In  such  a  palace  Poetry  might  place 

The  armoxy  of  Winter;  n^ieeenis  troops. 
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The  gkionxy  diraAt^  €b4  weapo«tt>  aMovy  flkei> 
Skin-pittic^Da^infley,  bloBBOtn-bruisiiig  hul. 
And  snow,  &ft>oftcii  blinds  the  tniT^Iler^s  eoune* 
And  wraps  him  in  an  nnexj^eded  tomb. 
Silently  as  a  dicam  the  fabric  rose ; 
Na  aonnd  of  hammer  or  of  saw  was  there  s 
Ice  upon  ioe,  the  weU-adjusted  parts 
Woe  loon  oonjoin^d,  nor  other  eement  ask*d 
Than  water  intetftis^d  to  make  them  one* 
Lamps  giaceftilljr  disposed,  and  of  all  fanes, 
muminM  er'iy  side :  awat*rylight 
Gleamed  through  the  deur  transparencv*  that  seemM 
Another  moon  new  iis*n,  or  meteor  fiul*n 
From  Heav*n  to  Earth,  (ai  lambent  flame  serene. 
So  stood  the  brittle  prodigy ;  though  smoodi 
And  slippery  the  materials,  yet  frostboimd 
Firm  as  a  rock.     Nor  wanted  aught  within, 
Tliat  royal  residence  mig^t  wdl  befit. 
For  grandeur  or  for  use.    Long  wary  wreadis 
Of  flow'rs,  that  fear*d  no  enemy  but  warmth. 
Blushed  on  the  pannels.    Mirror  needed  none 
Where  all  was  vitreous ;  but  in  order  due 
Convivial  table  and  commodious  seat 
(WhatseemM  at  least  commodious  seat)  were  Acve; 
Sofa,  and  couch,  and  high-built  throne  augusL 
The  same  lubricity  was  found  in  all. 
And  all  was  moist  to  the  warm  toudi ;  a  scene 
Of  evanescent  ^kny,  once  a  stream. 
And  soon  to  slide  mto  a  stream  acain. 
Alas !  'twas  but  a  mortifying  str&e 
Of  undesigned  severity,  that  glanc*d 
(Made  by  a  monarch)  on  her  own  estate. 
On  human  ^itandeur  and  the  courts  of  kinga. 
^was  transient  in  its  nature,  as  in  show 
'Twas  durable ;  as  worthless,  as  it  8eem*d 
Intrinsically  predous ;  to  the  foot 
Treadi*rous  and  fake ;  it  smilM,  and  it  was  eoldL 
Great  princes  have  great  playthings.     Some  have 

At  hewing  mountains  into  men,  and  some 
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At  biUMing  honmA  weoAttmmoitgMiAii^h* 
Some  hftve  ainiift*d  the  duJli  sad  ^tart  «l  Itfo* 
<Li£B  ipent  in  ixidolence«  and  thawoM  sad)* 
With  schemes  of  monumental  fiime  (  and  sou^ 
By  pyramids  and  mausolean  pomp, 
8horUiv*d  themseLvea,  t*  immortahie  tlwit  bones. 
Some  seek  diveraion  in  the  tented  idd« 
And  malce  the  sonows  of  mankind  thdr  sport 
But  war*s  a  game,  which,  wete  their  suhjecto  wise. 
Kings  should  not  plav  at.    Nations  would  do  wdl 
T*  extort  their  truncheons  ttam  the  puny  hands 
Of  heroes,  whose  infirm  a^d  babr  nunds 
Are  gratified  with  mischief;  and  who  spoils 
Because  men  suffer  it,  their  toy  the  Woild. 

When  Babel  was  confounded,  and  the  great 
Confederacy  of  prelectors,  wild  and  Tain, 
Was  split  mio  diversity  of  tongues. 
Then,  as  a  8hq>herd  separates  his  flock, 
These  to  the  upland,  to  the  valley  those, 
God  drove  asunder,  and  assigned  their  lot 
To  an  the  nations.    Ample  was  the  boon 
He  gave  them,  in  its  dismbutioii  fair 
And  equal ;  and  he  bade  them  dweU  in  peace. 
Peace  was  awhile  thehr  care:  diey  ploughed  and  sow^d. 
And  reaped  their  plenty  without  grudge  or  soife. 
But  violence  can  never  longer  sleep. 
Than  human  passions  please.    In  ev*iy  hcaxt 
Are  sown  the  sparks  mat  kindle  fiery  war; 
Occasion  needs  but  fan  them,  and  they  blase. 
Cain  had  alreadv  shed  a  brother's  Wood  t 
The  dduge  wash*d  it  out ;  but  left  unquenchM 
The  seeds  of  murder  in  the  breast  of  man. 
Soon  by  a  r^hteous  judgment  in  the  line 
Of  his  descending  progeny  was  fbund 
The  first  artificer  of  death;  the  shrewd 
Contriver,  who  first  sweated  at  the  forp^ 
And  tnc*d  the  blunt  and  yet  unbloodied  steel 
Tq  a  keen  edge,  and  made  it  bright  fiir  war. 
Him,  Tubal  nam'd,  the  Vulcan  of  old  times. 
The  swcnd  and  fidcbion  their  inventot  olaim ; 
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And  the  fint  Anijkb  wastbe  tint  n]«d*rer*s  atm. 

His  art  sumv*d  ihe  wateis ;  and  «ie  long. 

When  man  was  inuUi{died  and  qxiead  abroad 

In  tribes  and  dans,  and  bad  begun  to  call 

These  meadows  and  that  range  of  hills  his  own» 

The  tasfe^  sweets  of  psopertj  begat 

Desire  of  more,  and  industry  in  some, 

T*  improve  and  cultivate  their  just  dqncane. 

Made  others  covet  what  they  saw  so  fair. 

Thus  wars  began  on  eatth  t  these  fou^^t  for  spoilt 

And  those  in  self-defence.    Savage  at  first 

The  onset,  and  irregular.    At  length 

One  eminent  above  the  rest  for  stx^ngth, 

For  stratagem,  for  courage,  or  for  all. 

Was  chosen  l^er ;  him  they  served  in  war. 

And  him  in  peace,  for  sake  of  warlike  deeds 

Reverenc*d  no  less.  Who  could  with  him  compare .' 

Or  who  so  worthy  to  control  themselves. 

As  he,  whose  prowess  had  subdu'd  their  Iocs  ? 

Thus  war,  afibrding  fiekl  for  the  display 

Of  virtue,  made  one  diief,  whom  times  of  peace. 

Which  have  their  exigencies  too,  and  call 

For  skill  in  government,  at  length  made  king. 

King  was  a  name  too  proud  for  man  to  wear 

Wim  modesty  and  meekness ;  and  the  crown* 

So  dazzling  in  their  eyes,  who  set  it  on. 

Was  sure  t*  intoxicate  the  brows  it  bound* 

It  is  the  abject  property  of  most. 

That,  being  parcel  of  the  oonunon  mass^ 

And  destitute  of  means  to  raise  themselves. 

They  sink,  and  settle  lower  than  thev  need. 

They  know  not  what  it  is  to  feel  within 

A  comptehensive  faculty,  that  grasps 

Great  purposes  with  ease,  that  turns  and  wields 

Almost  without  an  effort,  plans  too  vast 

For  their  conception,  whioi  they  cazmot  move. 

Conscious  of  impotence  they  soon  grow  drunk 

With  gaaing,  when  they  see  an  able  man 

Step  forth  to  notice :  and,  besotted  thus. 

Build  iiim  a  pedestal,  and  say,  *  Stand  there* 
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*  And  be  oat  tAtrAttOkm  and  tmr  ptSsd,* 
They  Toill  tliettisdves  before  him  in  the  dtttt. 
Then  most  deserving  in  their  own  aoeount. 
When  most  extravagant  in  his  applatise. 
As  if  exaMng  him  th^  tbisM  themsehes. 
Thus  by  degrees,  sdfocfaeaCed  ttf  thrir  soioid 
And  sober  judgment,  that  he  is  but  man, 
They  denndeify  and  fixme  him  so. 
That  in  due  season  he  forgets  it  too. 
Inflated  and  astnit  with  sdf-oonoeit. 
He  gidps  tiie  windy  diet ;  and  ere  lon^f. 
Adopting  their  mistake,  profoundly  tinnks 
The  World  was  made  in  vain,  if  not  for  him. 
Thenceforth  they  are  his  catde :  drudges,  bom 
To  bear  his  burthens,  drawing  in  his  gears. 
And  sweating  in  his  service,  his  caprice 
Becomes  the  soul  that  animates  them  aU. 
He  deems  a  thousand,  or  ten  thousand  lives. 
Spent  in  &e  purchase  Of  renown  for  him. 
An  easy  reckoning ;  and  they  think  the  same. 
Thus  longs  were  first  invented,  and  thus  kings 
Were  burnished  into  heroes,  and  became 
The  arbiters  of  this  terraqueous  swamp ; 
Storks  atoong  frogs,  that  have  but  crmik'd  and  died* 
Strange,  that  such  folly,  as  lifls  bloated  man 
To  eminence  fit  only  ror  a  god, 
Should  ever  drivel  out  of  human  lips, 
£*en  in  the  cradled  weakness  of  the  Worid ! 
Still  stranger  much,  that  when  at  length  mankind 
Had  reachM  the  sinewy  firmness  of  their  youth. 
And  could  discriminate  and  areue  well 
On  subjects  more  mysterious,  mey  were  yet 
Babes  in  the  cause  of  freedom,  and  should  fear 
And  quake  before  the  gods  themsdves  had  made  t 
But  above  measme  strange,  that  neither  proof 
Of  sad  experience,  not  examples  set 
By  some,  whose  patriot  virtue  has  prevailed. 
Can  even  ndw,  when  they  are  grown  mature 
In  wisdom,  and  with  philosopMc  deeds 
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Such  dnpet  wx  men  to  costom,  and  to  protic 

To  lev'rence  what  n  andent,  imd  can  plead 

A  coune  «f  long  observance  for  its  use, 

That  erea  aerVhude,  the  wont  of  ills. 

Because  delivered  down  from  sh^  to  son. 

Is  kept  and  guarded  as  a  sacred  thing. 

But  is  it  fit,  or  can  it  bear  ^e  shock 

Of  rational  discussion,  that  a  man. 

Compounded  an4  made  up  like  other  men 

Of  elements  tumultuous,  m  whom  hist 

And  folly  in  as  ample  measure  meet. 

As  in  the  bosoms  m  the  slaves  he  rules, 

Shoidd  be  a  despot  absolute,  and  boast 

Himself  Uie  only  freeman  of  his  land  ? 

Should,  when  he  pleases,  and  on  whom  he  wiU, 

Wage  war,  with  any  or  with  no  pretence 

Of  proTOcation  giY*n,  or  wron^  sustain'd. 

And  force  Hie  beg^iy  last  dmt  by  means. 

That  his  own  humour  dictates,  mm  the  dutdi 

Of  PoTcity,  tiiat  thus  he  may  procure 

His  thousands,  wear^  of  penurious  life, 

A  splendid  opportumty  to  die  ? 

Say  ft,  who  (wi&  less  prudence  dum  of  old 

Jotham  aseribM  to  his  assembled  trees 

In  politic  convention)  put  your  trust 

I'  &*  shadow  of  a  bramble,  and  recHnM 

In  fimded  peace  beneath  his  dangerous  br^ch. 

Rejoice  in  him,  and  celebrate  his  inroy, 

Wheie  find  ye  pasdve  fbrtitude  ?  Whence  springs 

Your  self-denying  zeal,  that  holds  it  good. 

To  stn^e  the  nriddy  grievance,  and  m  hang 

His  Iboms  with  streamers  of  contmual  praise  ? 

We  too  are  fHends  to  loyalty.    We  love 

The  khig,  who  loves  the  law,  respects  his  bounds, 

And  reigns  content  within  them :  him  we  serve 

Freely  and  with  ddight,  who  leaves  us  f^ : 

But  recoBeeting  stQl  that  he  is  man. 

We  trust  him  not  too  to.     King  though  ha  be. 
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And  vaim  enough  to  be  ambitioiu  M^IXli  .  . 

May  ex«rdse  amiss  his  piopex  powers* 
Or  covet  more  than  fre^oen  choose  to  grvita 
Beyond  that  mark  is  treason.     He  is  ours, 
T*  administer,  to  guard,  t*  adorn,  the  state. 
But  not  to  waip  or  change  it.    We  an  his. 
To  serve  him  nobly  in  the  conmion  cause. 
True  to  the  death,  but  not  to  be  his  slaves. 
Mark  now  the  difTrence,  ye  that  boast  your  lovt 
Of  kings,  between  your  loyalty  and  ours. 
We  love  the  man,  the  paltry  pageant  you : 
We  the  chief  patron  or  the  commonwealth. 
You  the  regardless  author  of  its  wo«s : 
We  for  the  sake  of  liberty  a  king. 
You  chains  and  bondage  for  a  tyrant*8  sake. 
Our  love  is  principle,  and  has  its  root 
In  reason,  is  judicious,  manly,  free ; 
Yours,  a  blind  instinct,  crouches  to  the  rod. 
And  licks  the  foot  that  treads  it  in  the  dust. 
Were  kingship  as  true  treasure  as  it  seems* 
Sterling,  and  worthy  of  a  wise  man*s  wish* 
I  would  not  be  a  kmg  to  be  beloved 
Causeless,  and  daubed  with  undisceming  ptaisey 
Where  love  is  mere  attachment  to  the  throne, 
>('ot  to  the  man,  who  fills  it  as  he  ought 

Whose  freedom  is  by  suflTrance,  and  at  will 
Of  a  superbr,  he  is  never  free. 
Who  lives,  and  is  not  weaiy  of  a  life 
Eliqpo6*d  to  manacles,  deserves  them  weU. 
The  state,  that  strives  for  liberty,  though  foiled. 
And  forced  to  abandon  what  she  bravely  soug^ 
Deserves  at  least  applause  for  her  attempt. 
And  pity  for  her  low.     But  that*s  a  cause 
Not  often  unsuccessful :  pow*r  U8uip*d 
Is  weakness  when  opposed  ;  conscious  of  wrong, 
'Tis  pusillanimous  and  prone  to  flight. 
But  slaves,  that  once  conceive  the  glowing  thouglit 
Of  freedom,  in  that  hope  itself  possess 
All  that  tlie  contest  calls  for ;  spirit,  strength. 
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Th*  «pn  itf  daagtr,  and  united  heuctt ; 
The  suxeet  pxcatge  of  liie  good  they  aedb* 

Then  shaitne  to  manhood,  and  tmpiobaoiu  moit 
To  Fnowe  than  all  her  loeses  and  defeats. 
Old  or  of  latef  date,  by  tea  or  land. 
Her  hoiue  of  bondage,  irorse  than  that  of  old 
Which  God  avenged  on  Phaiaoh*— the  Bastille. 
Ye  horrid  tow'rs,  th*  abode  of  broken  hearts ; 
Ye  dnngeoDs  and  ye  cages  of  despair. 
That  monarchs  hare  sujppUed  firom  age  to  age 
Wiik  araab,  such  as  suits  their  sovereign  ears. 
The  si^  and  groans  of  miserable  men  1 
There*s  not  an  En^ish  heart  that  would  not  ksp 
To  hear  that  ye  were  £idl*n  at  last;  to  know 
That  e*en  our  enemies,  so  oft  employ*d 
In  forging  diains  for  us,' themselves  were  free. 
For  he,  who  mhies  liberty,  confines 
His  zeal  for  her  predominance  within 
No  narrow  bounds ;  her  cause  engages  him 
Whererer  pleaded.    *Tis  the  cause  of  man. 
There  dwell  the  most  forlorn  of  humankind, 
Immur*d  though  unaccused,  condemn*d  untried. 
Cruelly  spared,  and  hopeless  of  escape. 
There,  like  the  visionary  emblem  seen 
By  him  of  Babylon,  life  stands  a  stump. 
And,  filletted  about  with  hoops  of  brass. 
Still  lives,  though  all  its  pleasant  boughs  are  gone. 
To  count  the  hour-bell  and  expect  no  change  ; 
And  ever,  as  the  sullen  sound  is  heard, 
8tin  to  reflect,  that,  though  a  joyless  note 
To  him,  whose  moments  all  have  one  dull  pace. 
Ten  thousand  rovers  in  the  world  at  large 
Account  it  muric ;  that  it  summons  some 
To  theatre,  or  jocund  feast,  or  ball ; 
The  wearied  hireling  finds  it  a  release 
From  labour ;  and  the  lover,  who  has  diid 
Its  long  delay,  feds  ev'ry  welcome  stroke 

*  The  nitiwr  hopes  that  he  thaO  not  be  oetwored  fbr  iiitlj 

!l"!5?iL"P?"  »  toteiwtfaig  •  subject.  He  is  wware,  th«tU  I*  t»ctmm 
■linast  ftshkmeble  to  stigmatize  sudi  sentiinaente  as  no  better  than  emth 
tfdaciainatioa;  but  it  is  an  IB  sgrCbptom,  and  {wcaliv  to  lBaa«tt  «a»> 
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Upon  his  hwtUttAa^i  tremldiiig  ^rith  delighkb-^ 

To  fly  for  reftigd  dnm  ditttaotmg  tlifl«i^t 

lb«Eich  viMiBanentsM  ingetiiout  wo 

Contrives,  haid-ihiftinff,  and  witbout  h«r  toob>- 

To  read  engraven  on  £e  mouldy  walls. 

In  8tagg*iing  types,  his  predecessor's  tale» 

A  sad  memorial,  and  sabjoin  his  owfr^ 

To  turn  piirve3ror  to  an  orergorgM 

And  bloated  s^der,  till  the  pampered  pest 

Is  made  ^miliar,  watches  his  approach. 

Comes  at  his  call,  and  serves  hun  for  a  fisei\d^-« 

To  wear  out  time  in  numbering  to  and  fio 

Th0  studs,  that  thick  emboss  ms  iron  door ; 

Then  downward  and  then  upward,  then  aslant 

And  then  alternate ;  with  a  sickly  hope 

By  dint  of  diange  to  give  his  tasteless  task 

Some  relish  (  tiU  the  sum,  eu^y  found 

In  an  directions,  he  begins  again-^ 

Oh  comfortless  existence !  hanm*d  around 

With  woes,  which  who  that  su£^  would  not  kneel 

And  beg  for  adle,  or  the  pangs  of  death  ? 

That  man  should  thus  encroach  on  fdlow  man. 

Abridge  him  of  his  just  and  native  rights. 

Eradicate  hhn,  tear  him  from  his  hold 

Upon  th*  endeaiments  of  domestic  life 

And  sodal,  nip  his  fruitftilness  and  use. 

And  doom  hint  for  perhaps  a  heedless  word 

To  barrenness,  and  scditude,  and  tears. 

Moves  indignation,  makes  the  name  of  king 

(Of  king  whom  such  pren^ative  can  please) 

As  dreadful  as  the  Manichean  god 

Ador*d  through  fear,  strong  onhr  to  destroy. 

*Ti8  liberty  alone  that  gives  the  flow'r 
Of  fleeting  life  its  lustre  and  perftmie ; 
And  we  are  weeds  without  it    All  ODBstiaiint» 
£xcq)t  lAitA  wisdom  lajrs  on  evil  men. 
Is  evil :  hurts  the  faculties,  impedes 
Their  progress  in  the  road  of  sdencp ;  blinds 
The  eyes^t  of  Discovery ;  and  begets. 
In  those  £at  suffer  it,  a  s(»didmind».  . 
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Besdal,  a  meagce  mteUect,  unfit 

To  be  the  tenant  of  man*s  noble  fbnn. 

Thee  therefore  still,  blameworthy  as  iboa  art. 

With  all  ^y  loss  of  empire,  and  though  squee7*d 

By  public  exigence,  till  annual  food 

Fails  for  the  craving  hunger  of  the  state. 

Thee  I  account  still  happy,  and  the  chief 

Among  the  nations,  seemg  thou  art  free ; 

My  native  nook  of  eartii !  Thy  dime  is  rude, 

Rqdete  with  viuxmrs,  and  disposes  mndi 

All  hearts  to  saoness,  and  none  xsuae  than  minet 

Thine  unadult*rate  manners  are  less  soft 

And  plausible  than  social  life  requires. 

And  thou  hast  need  of  disd^Jine  and  art. 

To  give  thee  what  politer  France  receives 

From  nature's  bounty:— that  humane  address 

And  sweetness,  without  whidi  no  pleasure  is 

In  converse,  either  starv'd  by  cold  reserve. 

Or  flushM  with  fierce  dispute,  a  senseless  btawL 

Yet  being  ftee  I  love  thee  s  for  the  sake 

Of  that  one  feature  can  be  wdl  content. 

Disgraced  as  tiion  hast  been,  poor  as  thou  ait. 

To  seek  no  sublunary  rest  boide. 

But,  once  enslaVd,  &reweU !  I  could  endure 

Chitins  no  where  patiently ;  and  diains  at  home. 

Where  I  am  free  bv  birthright,  not  at  aU. 

Then  what  were  left  of  roughness  in  the  grain 

Of  British  natures,  wanting  its  excuse 

That  it  bek)ngs  to  freemen,  would  dittust 

Andshock.me.    I  should  then  with  £nible  pain 

Fed  aU  the  rigour  of  thy  fickle  dime ; 

And,  if  I  must  bewail  the  Messing  lost. 

For  whidi  our  Hampdens  and  our  Sidneys  Ued, 

I  would  at  least  bewail  it  under  skies 

Milder,  among  a  people  less  austere ; 

In  scenes,  whidi,  having  never  known  me  free. 

Would  not  reproadi  me  with  the  loss  I  frit. 

Do  I  forebode  impossible  events. 

And  tremble  at  vain  dreams  ?  Heav*n  grant  I  may  I 

But  the  age  of  virtuous  pdUtics  is  past. 
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And  we  ai»  dfiep  in  that  of  eold  yteuoee. 
Patriots  are  grown  too  thiewd  to  be  finoeie. 
And  we  too  wise  to  trust  them.    He  that  takes 
De^  in  his  soft  credulity  the  stamp 
Design*d  bj  loud  dedaimers  on  the  part 
Of  liberty,  themsdves  the  slaves  of  lust. 
Incurs  derision  for  his  easy  faith. 
And  lack  of  knowledge,  and  widi  cause  enough  t 
For  when  was  public  virtue  to  be  found. 
Where  private  was  not  ?  Can  he  love  the  whole. 
Who  loves  no  part  ?  He  be  a  nation*s  £ciend. 
Who  is  in  truth  the  friend  of  no  man  there  ? 
Can  he  be  strenuous  in  his  country's  cause. 
Who  slights  the  diarities,  for  whose  dear  sake 
That  country,  if  at  all,  must  be  bdov*d  ? 

*Tis  therdbre  sober  and  good  men  are  sad 
For  Ene]and*s  ^ory,  seeing  it  wax  pak 
And  si^y,  while  her  champwins  wear  their  hearts 
So  loose  to  inivate  duty,  diait  no  bnun. 
Healthful  and  undisturbed  by  fiM^us  fiunes. 
Can  dream  them  trusty  to  the  general  weaL 
Such  were  not  they  of  old,  wh(we  tempered  Uades 
Dispersed  the  shaddes  of  usmrp'd  control. 
And  hew*d  them  link  from  link ;  then  Albion's  sons 
Were  sons  indeed ;  they  felt  a  filial  heart 
Beat  hi^  within  diem  at  a  mother's  wrongs ; 
And,  shining  each  in  his  domestic  sf^ere. 
Shone  brighter  still,  once  call'd  to  public  view. 
Tis  dierefore  many,  whose  sequestered  lot 
Forbids  their  interference,  loolung  on, 
Antidpate  perfbroe  some  dire  event ; 
And,  seeing  the  old  castle  of  the  state. 
That  promised  once  more  firmness,  so  assailM, 
That  all  its  tempest-beaten  turrets  shake, 
Stand  motionless  expectants  of  its  faU. 
All  has  its  date  bek>w ;  the  fiiital  hour 
Was  register'd  in  Heav'n  eie  time  began. 
We  turn  to  dust,  and  all  our  mightiest  worlu 
Die  too :  die  deep  foundatkms  that  we  lay. 
Time  pkwghs  diem  up,  and  not  a  trace  remains. 
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We  build  wkh  ^8t  "We  deem  cftemal  rock  9 
A  distant  age  asks  where  the  fabric  Mod  t ; 
And  in  the  dust,  lifted  and  searchM  in  Vain, 
The  undisooverable  secret  deepe. 

But  there  is  yet  a  liberty,  unsung 
By  |>oet8,  and  by  senators  anprais*d, 
Which  monarchs  cannot  grant,  nor  all  the  po\r*i8 
Of  earth  and  heD  oonfed*rate,  take  away : 
A  liberty,  which  persecution,  fraud. 
Oppression,  prisons,  have  no  pow*r  to  bind ; 
Which  whoso  tastes  can  be  enslavM  no  more. 
'Tis  liberty  of  heart  derived  from  Heaven, 
Bought  with  His  blood,  who  gave  it  to  mankind. 
And  seal*d  with  the  same  token.     It  is  held 
By  charter,  and  that  charter  sanedonM  sure 
By  th*  unimpeadiaUe  and  awful  oath 
And  promise  of  a  God.     His  other  gifts 
AH  bear  the  royal  stamp,  that  speaks  them  his, 
And  are  august ;  but  this  transcends  them  alL 
His  other  works,  the  visible  dis^y 
Of  all-creating  energy  and  might. 
Are  grand  no  doubt,  and  wor&y  of  die  woid. 
That,  finding  an  interminable  space 
Unoccupied,  nas  filled  the  vmd  so  well. 
And  made  so  sparkling  what  was  daric  befbre* 
But  these  are  not  his  glory.     Man,  *tis  true, 
Smit  with  the  beauty  of  so  fair  a  scene, 
Mig^t  well  suppose  th*  artificer  divine 
Meant  it  eternal,  had  he  not  himsdf 
PronouncM  it  transient,  glcmous  as  it  is. 
And,  still  designing  a  more  ^orious  £u:, 
Doom*d  it  as  insufficient  ft»r  his  prajse. 
These  therefore  are  occasional,  and  pass  $ 
FormM  for  ^e  confutation  of  the  Ibd, 
Whose  lying  heart  disputes  against  a  God ; 
That  office  serv*d,  they  must  be  swept  »way< 

Not  so  the  labours  of  his  love ;  they  shme     

In  other  heav'ns  than  these  that  we  b^iokl,  " 
And  fade  not    There  is  Paradise  Hutfeom  "  ' 
No  ibrft&itui«,  and  i>f  its  fruits  he  tendft^        *>    ^ 
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Larse  prelibafckm  oft  to  wints  bdow* 
Of  wese  the  fifst  in  asdor,  and  the  pledge* 
And  confident  Assurance  of  the  rest. 
Is  liberty  ;  a  flight  into  his  arms. 
Ere  yet  mortality's  fine  threads  give  way* 
A  dear  escape  from  tyrannizing  lu8t» 
And  full  immtmity  from  penal  wo. 

Chains  are  the  pcnrtion  of  revolted  man. 
Stripes,  and  a  dimgeon ;  and  his  bo^  serves 
The  triple  puipot(\    In  that  sickly,  foul. 
Opprobrious  residence  he  finds  them  aU. 
Propense  his  heart  to  idols,  he  is  held 
In  ally  dotage  on  created  things. 
Careless  ef  their  Creator.    And  that  low 
And  sordid  gmvitadon  of  his  pow*rs 
To  a  vile  dA  so  draws  him,  with  such  force 
Resistless  from  the  centre  he  should  seek. 
That  he  at  last  forgets  it.    All  his  hopes 
Tend  downward ;  his  ambition  is  to  smk. 
To  reach  a  depth  profounder  still,  and  still 
Profounder,  in  the  fathomless  abvss 
Of  folly,  plunging  in  pursuit  of  death. 
But  ere  he  gain  we  oomfiutless  repose 
He  seeks,  and  acquiescence  of  his  soul 
In  Heav*n<»Eenouncing  exile,  he  endures— 
What  does  he  not,  mm  lusts  opposed  in  vain. 
And  self-reproaching  oonsdence  ?  He  foresees 
The  fotal  issue  to  his  heal^  fame,  peace. 
Fortune,  and  digiuty ;  the  loss  of  all 
That  can  ennoble  man,  and  make  frail  lifo. 
Short  as  it  is,  sumiortahle.    Still  worse. 
Far  worse  than  aU  the  plagues,  with  wfaidi  his  sins  • 
Iiidfect  his  hapfucet  moments,  he  forebodes 
Ages  of  hopeless  misery.    Future  death. 
And  death  still  future.    Not  a  hasty  stroke. 
Like  that  which  sends  him  to  the  dusty  grave ; 
But  unrepeakUe  ettduring  dea^ 
Scripture  is  still  a  trumpet  to  his  foars : 
What  none  can.  prove  a  ^otg'ry  UMy  be  true  i 
What  none  but  had  men  wuih  exploded  must 


d  by  Google 


ThattmnledieclttMm.    Rkit  ivnM kMid  < 
Nor  dnmK  enough,  to  droim  it    la  Ae  midtt 
Of  lau^ter  his  compunctions  are  sfflcete » 
And  he  abhon  the  jest  by  iddch  he  tA^et, 
Remorse  begets  reform.    His  master-lust 
Falls  first  bdbre  his  resolute  rebuke. 
And  seems  dethronM  and  vanqmsh'd.    Peace  ensues. 
But  nxuious  and  short-KvM ;  the  puny  diild 
Of  sdUT-eongratulating  Pride,  begot 
On  ftncied  Innocence.    Again  he  fkHs, 
And  fights  again ;  but  finds  his  bert  essay 
A  presage  ominous,  portending  still 
Its  own  dishonour  by  a  worse  rdapse. 
Till  Nature,  unavailing  Nature,  foiled 
So  oft,  and  wearied  in  the  vain  attempt. 
Scoffs  at  her  own  penormance.    Reason  now 
Takes  part  with  appetite,  and  pleads  the  cause 
Perversely,  which  of  late  she  so  condenmM  $ 
With  duJlow  shifts  and  old  devices,  worn 
And  tatter*d  in  the  service  of  debauch. 
Covering  his  shame  horn  his  offended  sight 
Hadi  God  indeed  givM  appetites  to  man, 
And  storM  the  earth  so  plenteously  with  means. 
To  gratify  the  hunger  <n  his  wish ; 

*  And  doth  he  reprobate,  and  will  he  dsmn 

*  The  use  of  his  own  bounty  ?  making  first 

*  So  frail  a  kind,  and  then  enacting  laws 

*  So  strict,  that  less  than  perf(^  must  despair  ? 

*  Falsehood  !  which  whoso  but  suspects  of  trutii 

*  Dishonours  God,  and  makes  a  slave  of  man. 

*  Do  they  themsdves,  who  undertake  for  hire 

*  The  teacher^s  office,  and  dispense  at  large 

*  Their  weekly  dole  of  edifying  strains, 

'*  Attend  to  their  own  music  ?  have  tiiey  taSth 

*  In  what  with  such  solemnity  of  tone 

*  And  gesture  they  propound  to  our  belief  ? 

*  Nay— conduct  ham  the  loudest  tongue.    The  rotcd 

*  Is  but  an  instrument,  on  which  tiie  priest 

*  May  play  what  tuue  he  pleases^    In  the  deed. 
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*  The  unequivoca]*  authentic  (lfed» 

•  Wefind  sound  argument*  we  read  the  heart'  '     , 

Such  reasonings  (if  that  name  must  needs  belong 
T*  excuses  in  which  reason  has  no  part) 
Serve  to  compose  a  qpirift  well  inclined. 
To  live  on  terms  ot'  amity  with  vice. 
And  sin  without  disturbaince.    Often  uigM» 
(As  often  as  libidinous  discourse 
Exhausted,  he  resorts  to  solemn  themes 
Of  theological  and  grave  import) 
They  gain  at  last  hu  unreserved  assent ; 
Till,  hardenM  his  heart's  temper  in  the  forge 
Of  lust,  and  on  the  anvil  of  despair, 
H  e  slights  the  strokes  of  conscience.   Nothing  moves* 
Or  noSiing  much,  his  constancy  in  ill ; 
Vain  tampering  has  but  fostered  his  disease ; 
'l^is  desp'jate,  and  he  sleeps  the  deep  of  death. 
Haste  now,  philosopher,  and  set  him  free. 
Charm  the  deaf  serpent  wisely.    Make  him  hear 
Of  rectitude  and  fitness,  mcHral  truth 
How  lovely,  and  the  moral  sense  how  sure. 
Consulted  and  obey'd,  to  guide  his  steps 
Directly  to  the^rrf  and  only  fair. 
Spare  not  in  such  a  cause.     Spend  all  the  pow'rs 
Of  rant  and  rh£q>sody  in  virtue's  praise : 
Be  most  sublimely  good,  verbosdy  grand. 
And  with  poetic  trappings  grace  thy  prose. 
Till  it  outmantle  all  the  pride  of  verse.—. 
Ah,  tinkling  cymbal,  and  hi^-sounding  brass. 
Smitten  in  vain  !  such  music  cannot  charm 
The  eclipse,  that  intercepts  truth's  heavenly  beam. 
And  chiUs  and  darkens  a  wide-wand'ring  souL 
The  still  tmaU  voice  is  wanted.     He  must  speak. 
Whose  word  leaps  forth  at  once  to  its  efiea ; 
Who  calls  for  tlungs  that  are  not,  and  they  come. 

Grace  makes  the  slave  a  freeman.    'Tis  a  change^. 
That  turns  to  ridicule  the  turgid  speech 
And  stately  tone  of  moralists,  who  boast, 
As  if^  like  him  of  fabulous  renown, 
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They  had  faideed  abflilyto  smdoth 
The  shfig  of  tevage  nature,  and  were  eadi 
An  Oipheus,  and  omnipotent  in  song ; 
But  transformation  of  apostate  man 
From  fool  to  wise,  ftom  earthly  to  divine. 
Is  work  for  Him  that  made  him.     He  alone, 
And  he  by  means  in  philosophic  eyes 
Trivial  and  worthy  of  disdain,  adiieves 
The  wonder ;  humanizing  what  is  brute 
In  the  lost  kind,  extracting  firom  the  lips 
Of  asps  their  venom,  overpowering  strength 
By  weakness,  and  hostility  by  love. 

Patriots  have  toilM,  and  in  their  country*s  cause 
Bled  nobly ;  and  their  deeds,  as  they  deserve. 
Receive  proud  recompense.     We  give  in  charge 
Their  names  to  the  sweet  lyre.     Th*  historic  muse. 
Proud  of  the  treasure,  marches  with  it  down 
To  ktest  times ;  and  Sculpture,  in  her  turn* 
Gives  bond  in  stone  and  ever>during  brass 
To  guard  them,  and  t'  immortalize  her  trust : 
But  fiurer  wreaths  are  due,  though  never  paid. 
To  those,  who,  posted  at  the  shnne  of  Truth, 
Have  falTn  in  her  defence.    A  patriot^s  blood. 
Well  spent  in  such  a  strife,  may  earn  indeed. 
And  for  a  time  ensure,  to  his  lov^d  land 
The  sweets  of  liberty  and  equal  laws  ; 
But  martyrs  struggle  for  a  brighter  pxize. 
And  win  it  with  more  pain.     Their  blood  is  shed 
In  confirmation  of  the  noblest  dahn. 
Our  daim  to  feed  upon  immortal  truth. 
To  walk  with  God,  to  be  divmdy  free. 
To  soar,  and  to  antidpate  the  skies. 
Yet  few  remember  them.    They  liv'd  imknown. 
Till  Persecution  draggM  them  into  &me, 
And  chas'd  them  up  to  Heav'n.     Their  ashes  flew 
—No  marble  tdls  us  whitiier.     With  their  names 
No  bard  embalms  and  sanctifies  his  song : 
And  history,  so  wann  on  meaner  themes. 
Is  cold  on  this.    She  execrates  indeed 
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The  tyranar,  that  doom'd  than  Co  <b*  Ihe^ 
But  gives  the  ^orious  safTten  little  praiiek* 

He  is  the  freeman,  whom  the  truth  makes  fipee^ 
And  an  are  slaves  besides.    There's  not  a  chain. 
That  hellish  foes,  confederate  for  his  hann» 
Can  wind  around  him,  but  he  casts  it  oflT, 
With  as  much  ease  as  Sampson  his  green  withes. 
He  looks  abroad  into  the  varied  field 
Of  nature,  and  though  poor  porhqis,  compared 
Widi  those  whose  manaons  gUtter  in  his  sight. 
Calls  the  delightful  scen'ry  sSi  his  own. 
His  are  the  mountains,  and  the  yBHays  his. 
And  the  resplendent  rivers :  his  t*  enjoy 
With  a  propriety  that  none  can  fed. 
But  who,  with  filial  confidence  inspired. 
Can  lift  to  Heav*n  an  unpresumptuous  eye. 
And  smiling  saj— *  My  nther  made  them  aU  !* 
Are  they  not  his  bjr  a  peculiar  right. 
And  by  an  emphasis  of  interest  his. 
Whose  eye  they  fill  with  tears  of  holy  joy. 
Whose  heart  with  praise,  and  whose  exalted  mind 
With  worthy  thoughts  of  that  unwearied  love. 
That  planned,  and  built,  and  still  upholds,  a  world 
So  do&M  with  beauty  for  rebellious  man  ? 
Yes — ^ye  may  fiU  your  gamers,  ye  that  reap 
The  loaded  soil,  and  ye  may  waste  much  good 
In  senseless  riot ;  but  ye  will  not  find 
In  feast,  or  in  the  chase,  in  song  or  danoe, 
A  liberty  Uke  his,  who,  unimp«tch*d 
Of  usurpation,  and  to  no  mairs  wrong. 
Appropriates  ^ture  as  his  Father^s  work. 
And  has  a  richer  use  of  yours  than  you. 
He  is  indeed  a  fireman.     Free  by  birth 
Of  no  mean  dty ;  planned  or  ere  the  hills 
Were  built,  the  fountains  open*d,  or  the  saa 
Wi£h  all  his  roaring  multitude  of  waves. 
His  freedom  is  the  same  in  ev*ry  state ; 
And  no  condition  of  this  changefiil  life. 
So  manifold  in  cares,  whose  ev'ry  day 
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For  he  has  wio^B,  that  neither  tieknesst  paaoi 
Nor  penury,  dm  cripple  or  confine. 
No  nook  80  mtrrow  but  he  spreads  them  there 
With  aut^  and  is  at  large.    Th'  cfppteaaor  holds 
His  bo^  bound,  but  knows  not  what  a  range 
His  ejpmi  takes  unconscious  of  a  chain  ; 
And  that  to  bind  him  is  a  vain  attempt. 
Whom  €od  delights  in,  and  in  whom  be  dweDs. 

Acquaint  thyself  with  God,  if  thou  wouldst  taste' 
His  works.    Admitted  once  to  his  embrace. 
Thou  shalt  perceive  that  thou  wast  blind  before : 
Thme  eye  shall  be  instructed ;  and  thine  heart 
Made  pure  shall  rdish,  with  divine  ddig^ 
'Till  then  unflelt,  what  hands  divine  have  wrought 
Brutes  graze  the  mountain*top,  with  fiioes  prone>  ! 
And  eyes  intent  upon  the  scanty  herb 
It  pelds  them ;  or,  recmnbent  on  its  brow. 
Ruminate  heedless  of  the  scene  outspread 
Beneath,  bmnd,  and  stretching  &r  away 
Fr6m  inland  regions  to  the  distant  main. 
Man  views  it,  imd  admires ;  but  rests  content 
With  what  he  views.     The  landso^  has  his  maise. 
But  not  its  Author.    Unconcerned  who  form*a 
The  Paradise  he  sees,  he  finds  it  such, 
And,  such  well-pleas*d  to  find  it,  asks  no  more. 
Not  so  the  mind,  that  has  been  touched  from  Heav*!)* 
And  in  the  school  of  sacred  wisdom  taug^ 
To  read  his  wtmders,  in  whose  thou^t  the  Wodd, 
Fair  as  it  is,  existed  ere  it  was. 
Not  for  its  pwn  sake  merely,  but  for  his 
Much  more,  who  fashioned  it,  he  gives  it  praise  ; 
Praise  that  item  Earth  resulting,  as  it  ou^t. 
To  Earth^s  acknowledged  Sovereign,  finds  at  once 
It^  only  just  proprietor  in  Him. 
The  soul  that  sees  him,  or  receives  sublimM 
New  faculties,  or  learns  at  least  t*  employ  < 

More  worthily  the  powers  she  own'd  befwe. 
Discerns  in  all  things  what,  with  stupid  gase 
Of  ignorance,  till  then  shft  oyedook'd,  j 
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A  ray  of  henv^  Ug^t,  dUHsf^  aO  Aamt 
TerresCiUI  in  the  rant  and  the  mfinute  ; 
The  unambiguous  ibotstepa  of  tiie  God, 
Who  fdva  its  histie  to  an  insect's  ning^ 
And  ^wheels  his  tlurone  upon  the  idHng  wuridi. 
Much  eonvttsant  with  HeaT'n,  she  oran  hidda 
With  those  fiiir  mimsten  of  li^  to  man. 
That  fin  the  skies  nightly  with  siknt  pomp. 
Sweet  conference.    Inquires  what  stnuns  were  they 
With  whidi  Heav*n  nmg,  when  eT*fy  star,  in  haste 
To  gratulate  the  new-craited  Eaidi, 
Sent  forth  a  voice,  and  all  the  aooi  of  God 
Shouted  lor  joy. — *  Tell  me,  ye  shining  hosts, 

*  That  nai^te  a  sea  that  knows  no  stonna, 

*  Beneath  a  vault  unsnUifd  with  a  doud, 

*  If  fiom  yonr  elevation,  whence  ye  view 

*  Distinctly  scenes  invisible  to  man, 

*  And  sjrstems,  of  whose  birth  no  tidings  yet 

*  Have  readiM  this  nether  world,  ye  apy  a  race 

*  Favour'd  as  ours ;  transgressors  from  the  womb, 

*  And  hasting  to  a  grave,  yet  doom*d  to  rise, 

*  And  to  possess  a  bri^ter  heav*n  than  yours  ? 

*  As  one,  who,  long  detain*d  on  foreign  shores, 

*  Pants  to  retorn,  and  when  he  sees  alar 

*  His  country's  weatber-bleach*d  and  batter'd  tooka^ 

*  From  the  preen  wave  emerging,  darts  an  eye 

*  RadiBnt  with  joy  towards  the  happy  Uud ; 

*  So  I  with  uiimafed  hopes  behda, 

*  And  many  an  adnng  wish,  your  beamy  fires, 

*  That  show  like  beacons  in  the  bhie  abyss, 

«  Ordain*d  to  guide  th'  embodied  spirit  home 

*  From  toilsome  life  to  never-ending  rest. 

*  Lnve  kindles  as  I  gaze.    I  fed  desires, 

*  That  give  assurance  of  their  own  success, 

*  And  that,  infusM  from  Heav*n,  must  thither  tend.* 

So  reads  he  nature,  whom  the  lamp  of  truth 
Illuminates.    Thy  lamp,  mysterious  Word ! 
Which  whoso  sees  no  longer  wanders  lost. 
With  intellects  bemazM  in  endless  doubt. 
But  runs  the  road  of  wisdom.    Thou  hast  buih 
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WHh  means,  that  were  not  tOl  by  thee  em^oy*d9   . 

WoddB,  that  had  never  been  hadst  thou  in  strengA 

Been  less,  or  less  benevolent  than  strong. 

They  are  thy  witnesses,  who  speak  thy  pow'r 

And  goodness  infinite,  but  sp^  in  ears 

That  hear  not,  or  receive  not  their  report 

In  vain  thy  oeatores  testify  of  thee. 

Till  thou  proclaim  thyself.    Theirs  is  indeed 

A  tfiarhing  voice ;  but  *tis  the  praise  of  tiiine. 

That  whom  it  teaches  it  makes  prompt  to  leam. 

And  with  the  boon  gives  talents  for  its  use. 

Till  thou  art  heard,  imaginations  vain 

Possess  the  heart,  and  &bles  false  as  Hell ; 

Yet,  deemM  oracular,  lure  down  to  death 

The  uninform'd  and  heedless  souls  of  men. 

We  give  to  chance,  blind  chance,  ourselves  as  blind* 

The  glory  of  thy  work ;  which  yet  appears 

Perfect  and  unimpeachable  of  blame. 

Challenging  human  scrutiny,  and  prov*d 

Then  s£M]1  most  when  most  severely  judged. 

But  chance  is  not ;  or  is  not  where  thou  reign*st : 

Thy  providence  fc^ids  that  fickle  pow'r 

(If  pow*r  she  be,  that  works  but  to  confound) 

To  mix  her  wild  vagaries  with  thy  laws. 

Yet  Uius  we  dote,  refusing  while  we  can 

Instruction,  and  inventing  to  ourselves 

Gods  such  as  guilt  makes  welcome ;  gods  that  sleep, 

Or  disregard  our  follies,  or  that  sit 

Amus*d  spectators  of  this  bustling  stages 

Thee  we  reject,  unaUe  to  abide 

Thy  purity,  till  pure  as  thou  art  pure. 

Made  such  by  thee,  we  love  tiiiee  for  that  cause. 

For  which  we  shunn'd  and  hated  thee  before. 

Then  we  are  free.    Then  liberty,  like  day, 

^Breaks  on  the  soul,  and  by  a  fiash  from  Heav*n 

Fires  all  the  faculties  with  glorious  joy. 

A  voice  is  heard,  that  mortal  ears  hear  not. 

Till  thou  hast  touch*d  them ;  'tis  the  voice  of  song, 

A  loud  Hosanna  sent  fiom  all  thy  works ; 

Whidi  he  that  hears  it  with  a  shout  repeats. 
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AncI  a4ds'  lus  raptuie  to  the  general  praise. 
In  that  blest  moment  Nature,  throwmg  wide 
Her  veil  opaque,  discloses  widi  a  smile 
The  author  or  her  beauties,  who,  retir'd 
Behind  his  own  creation,  works  unseen 
By  the  impure,  and  hears  his  pow'r  denied. 
Thou  art  tne  source  and  centre  of  all  minds. 
Their  only  point  of  rest,  eternal  Word  ! 
Tram  ^ee  departing  they  are  lost,  and  rove 
At  random  without  honour,  hope,  or  peace. 
From  thee  is  all,  that  soothes  the  life  of  man. 
His  high  endeavour,  and  his  glad  success. 
His  strength  to  suffer,  and  his  will  to  serve. 
But  O  thou  boimteous  Giver  of  all  good. 
Thou  art  of  all  thy  gifts  thyself  the  ciown ! 
Give  what  thou  canst,  without  thee  we  are  poor  ; 
And  with  thee  ndi,  take  what  thou  wilt  away. 
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THE  WINTER  WALK  AT  NOON- 


Argument  qf  ike  Sixth  Book, 


There  is  in  souls  a  sympathy  with  sounds. 
And  as  the  mind  is  pitch'd  the  ear  is  pleas*d 
With  melting  airs  or  martial,  brisk  or  grave  ; 
Some  chord  m  unison  with  what  we  hear 
Is  touch*d  within  us,  and  the  heart  repfies. 
How  soft  the  music  of  those  village  beDs, 
Falling  at  intervals  upon  the  ear 
In  cadence  sweet,  now  dying  all  away. 
Now  pealing  loud  again,  and  louder  still. 
Clear  and  sonorous,  as  the  gale  comes  on  t 
With  eaty  force  it  opens  all  the  cells 
Where  M em'rv  slept    Wherever  I  have  h€at€ 
A  kindred  melody,  the  scene  recurs, 
And  with  it  ail  its  pleasures  and  its  pains. 
Such  comprehensive  views  the  spuit  tak«s. 
That  in  a  few  short  momenu  F  rettnte^ 
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<  As  in  a  map  the  Toyager  hit  ooune) 
The  windings  of  my  way  through  many  yean. 
Short  as  in  retrospect  the  journey  seems. 
It  8eem*d  not  always  short ;  the  rugged  path* 
And  prospect  oft  so  dr^ry  and  forbm, 
Mov'd  many  a  sigh  at  its  disheartening  length. 
Yet  feeling  present  evils,  while  the  past 
Faintly  impress  the  mind,  or  not  at  all. 
How  readily  we  wish  time  spent  revoked, 
Thur  we  ndghit  try  te  grounfl  again,  where  oAc^ 
(Through  inexpenenoe,  as  we  now  perceive) 
We  miss*d  that  happiness  we  mig^t  have  found ! 
Some  friend  is  gone,  pertia^  his  son*s  best  friend, 
A  Ibdier,  irfxMe  authority,  in  ^bow 
When  most  severe,  and  mustering  all  its  fiwoe« 
Was  but  the  graver  countenance  of  iDve ; 
Whose  favour,  like  the  clouds  of  spring,  might  lowV« 
And  utter  now  and  then  an  awM  voice. 
But  had  a  Messing  in  its  daricest  frown. 
Threatening  at  once  and  nourishing  the  plant. 
We  lovM,  but  not  enough,  the  gentle  hand 
That  reared  us.    At  a  tnoughtlMs  age,  allur'd 
By  cv'ry  ^ded  folly,  we  renounc'd 
His  shdt'ring  side,  and  wilfully  forewent 
That  convecse,  whidi  we  now  m  vain  rsgret 
How  gladly  would  the  man  recall  to  life 
The  boy^s  neglected  sire  1  a  mother  too» 
That  soiter  fdend^  perhaps  more  gladly  stiU^ 
Mig^t  he  demand  mem  at  the  gates  oi  death. 
Sorrow  has,  since  they  went*  subdued  and  tiun*d 
The  playful  humour ;  he  could  now  endure^ 
(Hin^self  grown  sober  in  the  vale  of  tears) 
And  fed  a  parent's  presence  no  xestiraint. 
But  not  to  understand  a  treasure's  worth* 
Till  time  has  stol'n  away  (he  slighted  good. 
Is  cause  of  half  the  poverty  we  &1» 
And  makes  the  W(^  the  wilderness  it  is. 
The  few  that  pray  at  all  pray  ofi  amiss. 
And,  seekioggrace  t'  improve  the  pme  th^  hokji* 
Would  urge  a  wiseic  suit  than  lacing  move. 
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The  nig^  was  winter  in  his  loa^beBt  mood  9 
The  morning  ihaip  and  dear.    Bat  now  at  noon 
Upon  the  southetn  tide  of  the  slant  hSls, 
And  where  the  woods  ftoce  ofiFthe  noidiero  Uast* 
The  season  smiles,  resigning  all  its  rage, 
Andhasthe  warmth  of  May.    T1ie\aulti»bhie 
Without  a  doad,  and  while  without  a  speck 
The  dftyg^^ng  ^plendomr  of  the  scene  below. 
Again  the  harmony  comes  o*er  die  vale ; 
And  throof^  the  trees  I  view  tfa*  embatded  towV, 
Whence  all  the  music    I  again  perceive 
The  soothing  influence  of  the  waited  strains. 
And  settk  in  soft  mnsingB  as  I  tread 
The  walk,  still  verdant,  mider  oaks  and  dms, 
VHiose  ODt^nead  branches  ovenudi  the  g^bde. 
The  roof,  though  moveable  throogh  aU  its  length 
As  die  wind  sways  it,  has  yet  weU  snfficM, 
And,  intercepting  in  their  silent  fiJl 
The  frequent  fli£es,  has  kept  a  path  for  me. 
No  noise  is  here,  or  none  that  hmders  diou^it. 
The  redbreast  warbles  still,  but  is  contcat 
With  slender  notes,  and  more  than  h^  sappnssM ; 
FleasM  with  his  soihtade,  and  flitting  li^t 
From  spray  to  spray,  where'er  he  rests  he  shakes 
From  many  a  twig  the  pendent  drops  of  ice. 
That  tinkle  in  the  wither*d  leaves  bdow. 
Stillness,  accompanied  with  sonnds  so  soft. 
Charms  more  than  silence.    Meditation  here 
May  think  down  boors  to  moments.    Here  the  hcarl 
May  give  a  usefiil  lesson -to  die  head. 
And  Learning  wiser  erow  without  his  books. 
Knowledge  and  Wis£im,  fiff  from  being  one. 
Have  oftomes  no  conneziQO.    Knowledge  dwdls 
In  heads  rqdete  with  dioog^ts  of  edier  men  ; 
Wisdom  in  minds  attentive  to  their  own. 
Knowledge,  a  rude  unprofitable  mass. 
The  mere  materials  with  whidi  Wisdom  builds. 
Till  smoothed,  and  sqnax^  and  fitted  10  its  pbce. 
Does  but  encumber  whom  it  seems  t*  tmadkk 
Knowledge  is  pcaodtfaat'he  has  leamMsoim^Kii;    ' 
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Wisdom  is  hdirnUe  that  he  knows  no  mOit. 

Books  are  not  sddom  taMsmans  and  wptOa, 

By  which  the  magic  art  of  shrewder  wito 

Hoibds  an  ^FmhipVigg  miiltitiide  enthxalFd. 

Some  to  the  fiiscmatMn  of  a  name 

Surrender  judgment,  hoodwink'd.    Some  the  style 

Infatuates,  and  through  labyrinths  and  wilds 

Of  errour  leads  than,  by  a  tuns  entrsnc^d. 

WhOe  doth  seduces  more,  too  wesk  to  bear 

The  insnppertable  fatigue  of  thou^it. 

And  swallowing  therefore  wiihout  pause  or  choice 

The  total  gzist  imsifted,  husks  and  alL 

But  trees  and  rivulets,  idiose  rapid  course 

Defies  the  check  of  winter,  haunts  of  deer. 

And  sheep-widks  populous  with  Ueatmg  lamba» 

And  lanes  in  whim  ^  primrose  ere  her  time 

Peeps  thro'  Memoes,  that  dotfaes  the  hawdkom  roo^ 

Deceive  no  student    Wisdom  there,  and  trutfa» 

Not  shy,  as  in  &e  wodd,  and  to  be  won 

By  slow  8o1idtatk)n,  seize  at  onoe 

Tlie  roving  thoag^t,  and  fix  it  on  themielvet* 

What  prodi^es  can  pow'r  divine  peifbim 
More  grand  dum  it  pnxhioes  year  by  year» 
And  aU  in  sisht  of  inattentive  man  ? 
Familiar  with  th'  efl^  we  di^t  die  < 
And  in  die  constancy  of  nature's  course^ 
The  regular  return  of  genial  months. 
And  renovation  of  a  ftded  wodd, 
See  nou^t  to  wonder  at.    ^oidd  God  agam» 
As  once  in  Gibeon,  interrupt  the  race 
Of  the  undeviating  and  nunetusl  sun. 
How  would  die  irodd  admire !  but  qieaks  it  less 
An  agency  divine,  to  make  him  know 
His  moment  when  to  sink  and  when  to  rise. 
Age  after  age,  than  to  arrest  his  course  ? 
All  we  behold  is  mirade ;  but  seen 
So  didy^  an  is  mirade  in  vain. 
Where  now  the  vital  energy,  that  mov'd. 
While  summer  was,  the  pure  and  subde  lymph 
Throiq^  th'  imperceptible  mcand'ring  veins 
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OfleafandfioirV?  It  deeps;  aad  ^"ic^  totidi 

Of  impolific  winter  has  hnpreS8*d 

A  cold  stagnation  on  ih*  intestine  tiUte; 

But  let  the  numdis  go  round,  a  fbir  short  months. 

And  all  shall  he  restored.    These  naked  shdots. 

Barren  as  lances,  among  which  the  wind 

Makes  wintry  mnsie,  sighing  as  it  goes» 

Shall  put  their  p^racc^  foliage  on  again. 

And  more  aspirmg,  and  with  ampler  spread. 

Shall  boast  new  dmrms,  and  more  than  they  hatelo^ 

Then  eadi,  in  its  peculiar  honours  dad. 

Shall  publish  efen  to  the  distant  eye 

Its  &mily  and  tribe.    Labumtun,  xidi 

In  streaming  gold ;  s3rTinga,  iv*ry  pure ; 

The  scented  and  the  scentless  rose ;  this  red. 

And  of  an  humbler  growth,  the  other*  tall, 

Aiid  throwing  up  into  the  darkest  g^ootn 

Of  neidib^ring  cypress,  or  more  saUe  yvw. 

Her  Golver  gl&es,  light  as  the  foamy  surf 

That  the  wind  severs  ftom  the  broken  wate ; 

The  lilaci  tarious  in  array,  now  white. 

Now  sangtdne,  f|nd  her  beauteous  head  now  set 

With  purple  sjukes  pyramidal,  as  if 

Studious  of  ornament,  yet  unresolved 

Which  hue  die  most  approved,  she  diose  tiiem  afl ; 

Copious  of  flow'rs  the  woodbine,  pale  and  wan. 

But  well  compensating  her  dckly  looks 

With  never-doying  odours,  early  and  late  ; 

Hypericum  all  bloom,  so  thick  a  swarm 

Of  flow'rs,  like  flies  ctothing  her  dcnder  fods. 

That  scarce  a  leaf  appears ;  mezereon  too. 

Though  leafless,  wdl  attir*d,  aiid  thidc  besiet 

With  blushing  wreaths,  investing  ev*ry  spmy ; 

Althaea  with  Sie  purple  eye ;  the  broom, 

Ydk>w  and  bright,  as  bullion  unaHoy*d, 

Her  blossoms ;  and  luxuriant  above  all 

The  jasmine,  throwing  wide  her  degant  sweets. 

The  deep  daik  green  of  whose  unvamishM  leaf 

Makes  more  conspicuous,  and  illumines  more, 

♦  Ttw  CKMlder-row. 
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The<l?cii0^  pxofiifioD  of  Iter  SGatter'd  f 

These  have  been,  and  these  shall  be  in  their  day  ; 

And  all  this  uxHjfoim  uncoloar*d  scene 

Shall  be  disiuantled  of  its  fleecy  load» 

And  flash  into  variety  again. 

Prom  dearth  to  plenty,  and  from  death  to  life, 

Is  Nature*s  process,  when  she  lectures  man 

In  heay'nly  tzuUi ;  evincing,  as  she  makes 

The  grand  transition,  that  Siere  lives  and  works 

A  ao^  io  all  things,  and  that  soul  is  God. 

The  beauties  of  the  wilderness  are  his. 

That  makes  so  gay  the  solitary  place. 

Where  no  eye  sees  them.    And  the  fairer  forms. 

That  cultivation  glories  in,  axe  his. 

He  sets  the  blight  procession  on  its  way. 

And  marshals  all  the  order  of  the  year  ; 

He  marks  the  bounds,  which  Winter  may  not  pass* 

And  blunts  his  pointed  Any ;  in  its  case. 

Russet  and  rude,  folds  up  the  tender  genn. 

Uninjured,  with  inimitalde  art ; 

And,  ere  one  flowery  season  flstdes  and  dies, 

DedgDs  the  blooming  wonders  of  the  next 

Some  say  that  in  me  origin  of  things* 
When  all  creation  started  into  birth. 
The  in&at  elements  receiy'd  a  law. 
From  which  they  swerve  not  since.  That  under  force 
Of  that  controlling  ordinance  they  move, 
And  need  not  his  immediate  hand,  who  first 
Prescrib'd  their  course,  to  regulate  it  now. 
Thus  dream  they*  and  contrive  to  save  a  God 
Th'  encumbrance  of  his  own  concerns,  and  spare 
Hie  great  artificer  of  all  that  moves 
The  stress  of  a  continual  act,  the  pain 
Of  unremitted  vigilance  and  care. 
As  too  laborious  and  severe  a  task. 
So  man,  the  moth,  is  not  a&aid,  it  seems. 
To  spaa  omnipotence,  and  meastire  might. 
Thai  knows  no  measure,  by  the  scanty  rule 
And  stsw^Aid  of  his  own,  that  is  to-day. 
And  is  not  ere  to-morrow*s  sun  go  down. 
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But  how  dkNdd  mstter  ooou^  a  ehargte^ 

Ihdl  as  it  if,  and  satbfy  a  law 

So  vast  in  its  demands,  tmless  impdlM 

To  ceaseless  senrice  by  a  ceaseless  force. 

And  under  pessore  <«  some  conscious  caose  ? 

The  Lord  of  all,  himself  throus^  all  difihs'd, 

Surtams,  and  is  the  life  of  all  mat  lives. 

Nature  is  hut  a  name  for  an  effoct. 

Whose  cause  is  God.     He  feeds  the  sacred  fiie 

By  which  the  tnia^ty  process  is  maintain^. 

Who  sleeps  not,  is  not  weary ;  in  whose  si^ 

Slow  circling  ages  are  as  transient  days ; 

Whose  work  is  without  labour ;  whose  designs 

No  flaw  deforms,  no  difficulty  thwarts ; 

And  whose  beneficence  no  charge  exhausts. 

Him  blind  antiquity  profan*d,  not  served. 

With  self-taught  rites,  and  under  various  names. 

Female  and  male,  Pomona,  Pales,  Pan, 

And  Flora,  and  Vertumnus ;  peopling  earth 

With  tutelary  goddesses  and  gods. 

That  were  not ;  and  commending  as  they  would 

To  each  some  nrovince,  garden,  field,  or  grove. 

But  all  are  under  one.    One  spirit— His, 

Who  bore  the  platted  thorns  with  bleeding  brows. 

Rules  universal  nature.     Not  a  flower 

But  shows  some  touch,  in  fredde,  streak,  or  staia« 

Of  his  unrivaUM  pcncO.    He  inspires 

Their  balmy  odours,  and  imparts  their  hues. 

And  bathes  their  eyw  with  nectar,  and  indodes. 

In  grains  as  coundess  as  the  seaside  sands. 

The  forms  with  which  he  sprinkles  all  the  caHfa. 

Happy  who  walks  with  him  !  ifham  what  he  finds 

Of  flavour  or  of  soent  in  fruit  or  flow'r. 

Or  what  he  views  of  beautifid  or  grand 

In  nature,  from  the  broad  majestic  oak 

To  the  green  blade  that  twmkles  in  ihe  sun. 

Prompts  with  remembrance  of  a  jpresenft  Oed. 

His  presenee,  who  made  all  so  fair»  pereeiWd, 

Makes  aU  still  fohres.    As  with  him  no  seene 

Is  dreary,  so  with  him  all  seasons  please. 
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Though  winter  hud  bMoinonfl^  had  man  bseii  tnie« 

And  earth  be  punishM  for  its  tenant**  take. 

Yet  not  in  veneeance;  as  this  smiling  sky, 

So  soon  succeeooig  such  an  angry  n^t, 

And  these  disscdvin^  snows,  and  this  dear  stream 

Recovering  last  its  hquid  music,  prove. 

Who  then,  that  has  a  mind  wcul  strung  and  tun'd 
To  contemplation,  and  within  his  readi 
A  scene  so  friendly  to  his  favorite  task. 
Would  waste  attention  at  the  checker*d  board. 
His  host  of  wooden  warriors  to  and  fro 
Marching  and  oountermarchinff,  wi^  an  eye 
As  fixM  as  marble,  with  a  fordiead  ridgM 
And  furrowed  into  storms,  and  with  a  hand 
Trembling,  as  if  eternity  were  hung 
In  balance  on  his  conduct  of  a  pin  ? 
Nor  envies  he  aught  more  their  idle  sport. 
Who  pant  with  application  misapplied 
To  trivial  toys,  and,  pushing  iv*ry  baUs 
Across  the  velvet  level,  feel  a  jov 
Akin  to  rapture,  when  the  bauble  finds 
Its  destined  goal,  of  difficult  access. 
Nor  deems  hie  wiser  him,  who  eives  his  noon 
To.Misi,  the  mercer's  j^ue,  nam  shop  to  diop 
Wandering,  and  Utt'ring  with  unfolded  silks 
The  polish'd  counter,  and  approving  none; 
Or  promisinff  with  smiles  to  call  again* 
Nor  him,  who  by  his  vanity  seducM, 
And  seoth'd  into  a  dream  that  he  discerns 
The  difPrence  of  a  Guido  iram  a  daub, 
Frequents  the  crowded  auction  2  stationed  there 
Aa  duly  as  the  Langford  of  the  show. 
With  glass  at  e3re,  and  catalogue  in  hand. 
And  tongue  accomplished  in  we  fulsome  cant. 
And  pedantry,  diat  coxcombs  learn  with  ease ; 
Oft  as  the  pace-deciding  hammer  fSalls, 
He  notes  it  in  his  book,  then  raps  his  box. 
Swears  'tis  a  boipam,  rails  at  his  hard  fate» 
That  he  has  let  it  pas»«»biit  never  bids. 
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Here  unmolfisted,  tlupugU  wbateioer  «i^  . 
Tlie  sun  ^jpc^eds*  I  wander.    Neither  mist. 
Nor  freezing  sky  nor  sultry,  checking  me» 
Nor  stranger,  intermeddling  with  mv  joy. 
E*en  in  the  spring  and  plavtime  of  the  year. 
That  calls  th*  unwonted  villager  abroad 
With  all  her  little  ones,  a  sportive  train. 
To  gather  kingcups  in  the  yellow  mead. 
And  prink  their  hair  with  daisies,  or  to  pick 
A  cheap  but  wholesome  salad  from  the  brook. 
These  shades  are  all  my  own.    The  timorous  hare^ 
Grown  so  familiar  with  her  frequent  guest. 
Scarce  shuns  me ;  and  the  stockdove  unalarm^d 
Sits  ooomg  in  the  pine-tree,  nor  suspends 
His  long  k>ve-ditty  for  my  near  approach* 
Drawn  from  his  re^e  in  some  lonely  e]m» 
That  age  or  injury  has  hoUow'd  deep. 
Where,  on  his  bed  of  wool  and  matted  leaves^ 
He  has  outslqpt  the  winter,  ventures  forth 
To  frisk  a  while,  and  bask  in  the  warm  sun. 
The  squirrel,  flippant,  pert,  and  fuU  of  pUy  ; 
He  sees  me,  and  at  once,  swift  as  a  bird. 
Ascends  the  neighboring  beech ;  there  whi^hisbrush» 
And  perks  his  ears,  and  stamps,  and  scolds  aloud. 
With  all  the  prettiness  of  feigned  alarm* 
And  anger  insignificantly  fierce. 

The  heart  is  nard  in  nature,  and  imfit 
For  human  feUowship,  as  being  void 
Of  sympathy,  and  therefore  d^  alike 
To  love  and  friendship  both,  that  is  not  pleased 
With  sight  of  animals  enjoying  life. 
Nor  fec^  their  happiness  augment  his  own. 
The  bounding  fawn,  that  da^  across  the  glade 
When  none  pursues,  through  mere  delight  of  health 
And  spirits  buoyant  with  excess  of  glee ; 
The  horse  as  wanton,  and  almost  as  fleet. 
That  skims  the  spacious  meadow  at  fuU  speed. 
Then  stops,  and  snorts,  and,  throwing  high  his  hcvlst 
Starts  to  the  volimtary  race  again ; 
The  very  kuie,  that  gambol  at  hi^  noon, 
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The  total  n^iu  msctnYUi^  nrst  trotti  ohe, 
Tliat  leads  the  dance,  a  summons  to  be  gaj. 
Though  wfld  their  strange  vagaries,  and  uncouth 
Their  efforts,  yet  resolv'd  with  one  consent 
To  give  such  act  and  utterance,  as  they  may 
To  ecstacy  too  big  to  be  suppressM — 
These,  and  a  thousand  imag^  of  bliss, 
With  which  kind  Nature  graces  ev'ry  scen^, 
Where  cruel  man  defeats  not  her  design. 
Impart  to  the  benevolent,  who  wish 
All  that  are  capable  of  pleasure  pleasM, 
A  fajr  superior  happiness  to  theirs, 
The  comfort  of  a  reasonable  joy. 

Man  scarce  had  ris^n,  obedient  to  his  call 
Who  formM  him  fk)m  the  dust,  his  future  grave. 
When  he  was  crown'd  as  never  king  was  since. 
God  set  the  diadem  upon  his  head. 
And  angel  choirs  attended.    Wondering  stood 
The  new-made  monarch,  while  before  him  passM, 
All  happy,  and  all  perfect  in  theur  kind. 
The  creatures,  summoned  from  their  various  haunts* 
To  see  their  sovereign,  and  confess  his  sway. 
Vast  was  his  empire,  absolute  his  pow'r. 
Or  bounded  only  by  a  law,  whose  force 
'Twas  his  sublimest  privilege  to  feel 
And  own,  the  law  of  universal  love. 
He  rul*d  with  meekness,  they  obey*d  with  joy ; 
No  cruel  purpose  hirk'd  within  his  heart. 
And  no  distrust  of  his  intent  in  theirs. 
So  Eden  was  a  scene  of  harmless  sport. 
Where  kindness  on  his  part,  who  rul*d  the  whole, 
Begat  a  tranquil  confidence  in  all. 
And  fbar  as  yet  was  not,  nor  cause  for  fsar. 
But  sin  marrM  all ;  and  the  revolt  of  man. 
That  source  of  evils  not  exhausted  yet* 
Was  punished  with  revolt  of  his  from  him. 
Gardoi  of  God,  how  terrible  the  change 
Thy  groves  and  lawns  then  witnessed  T  £v*ry  hearti 
Each  animal,  of  ev^ty  nam6,  conceived 
A  jealousy,  and  an  instinetive  fear* 
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And,  oonsdoiis  of  some  danger^  dther  fled 
PredpitAte  the  loath'd  abode  of  man. 
Or  growrd  defiance  in  such  ai^iy  sort. 
As  taught  him  too  to  tremble  in  his  turn. 
Thus  harmony  and  fiunily  acoord 
Were  driven  from  Paradise ;  and  in  that  hour 
The  seeds  of  cruelty,  that  since  have  swelled 
To  such  gigantic  and  enormous  growth. 
Were  sown  in  hiunan  nature*s  fruitful  soiL 
Hence  date  the  persecution  and  the  nain. 
That  man  inflicts  on  all  inferior  kinds. 
Regardless  of  their  plaints.     To  make  him  spQct» 
To  gratify  the  frenzy  of  his  wrath. 
Or  his  base  gluttony,  are  causes  good 
And  just  in  his  account,  why  bird  and  beast 
Should  suf!er  torture,  and  the  streams  be  dyed 
With  blood  of  their  inhabitants  impaled. 
Earth  groans  beneath  the  burden  <n  a  war 
Wag*d  with  defenceless  innocence,  while  he» 
Not  satisfied  to  prey  on  all  around. 
Adds  tenfold  bitterness  to  death  by  pangs 
Needless,  and  first  torments  ere  he  devours. 
Now  happiest  they,  that  occupy  the  scenes 
The  most  remote  from  his  abhoriM  resort. 
Whom  once,  as  delegate  of  God  on  earth. 
They  fear*d,  and  as  his  perfect  image  lov*d. 
The  wilderness  is  theirs,  with  all  its  caves. 
Its  hoUow  glens,  its  thidcets,  and  its  plains, 
Unvisited  by  man.     There  they  are  nee. 
And  howl  and  roar  as  likes  them,  unccml3t>ll*d  ; 
Nor  ask  his  leave  to  slumber  or  to  play. 
Wo  to  the  tyrant,  if  he  dare  intrude 
Within  the  confines  of  their  wild  domain  : 
The  lion  tells  him — I  am  monarch  here— 
And,  if  he  spare  him,  spares  him  on  the  terms 
Of  royal  mercy,  and  through  generous  scorn 
To  rend  a  victim  trembling  at  his  foot. 
la  measure,  as  by  force  of  instinct  drawn. 
Or  by  necessity  constrainM,  they  live 
Dependent  upon  man ;  those  in  his  fields. 
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These  at  his  crib,  and  some  beneath  his  roof. 
Th^  prove  too  often  at  how  dear  a  rate 
He  sells  protection. — Witness  at  his  foot 
The  spaniel  dying  for  some  venial  fiiult 
Under  dissectum  of  the  knotted  scourge ; 
Witness  the  patient  ox,  with  stripes  and  yeUs 
Driven  to  the  slai^ter,  goaded,  as  he  runs, 
To  madness ;  vrhSe  the  savage  at  his  heels 
Laughs  at  the  frantic  snff*rer*s  fury,  spent 
Upon  the  guiltless  passenger  o'erthrown. 
He  too  is  witness,  noblest  of  the  train 
That  wait  on  man,  the  fli^t-performing  horse ; 
With  unsuspecting  readiness  he  takes 
His  murderer  on  Yob  back,  and  pushed  all  day 
With  bleeding  sides  and  flanks,  that  heave  for  life. 
To  the  far  distant  goal,  arrives  and  dies. 
So  little  mercy  shows  who  needs  so  much ! 
Does  law,  so  jealous  in  the  cause  of  man. 
Denounce  no  doom  on  the  delinquent  ?  None. 
He  lives,  and  o*er  his  brimming  beaker  boasts 
<  As  if  barbarity  were  high  desert) 
Th*  inglorious  feat,  and  clamorous  in  prtuse 
Of  the  poor  brute,  seems  wisely  to  suppose 
The  honours  of  his  matdiless  horse  his  own. 
But  many  a  crime,  deemM  innocent  on  earth. 
Is  registered  in  heav*n ;  and  these  no  doubt 
Have  each  their  record,  with  a  curse  annexed. 
Man  may  dismiss  compassion  from  his  heart. 
But  God  will  never,    ^¥hen  he  charged  the  Jew 
T*  assist  his  foe^s  down-fallen  beast  to  rise ; 
And  when  the  bush-exploiing  boy,  that  seized 
The  young,  to  let  the  parent  bird  go  free ; 
ProvM  he  not  plainly,  that  his  meaner  works 
Are  yet  his  care,  and  have  an  interest  all, 
AH,  in  the  universal  Father^s  love  ? 
On  Noah,  and  in  hun  on  all  mankind. 
The  charter  was  conferr*d,  by  which  we  hold 
The  fle^  of  animals  in  fee,  and  daim 
O'er  all  we  fbed  on  pow'r  of  life  and  death. 
But  read  the  instrument,  and  mark  it  welt : 
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Th*  opprwBum  of  a  t3rTaiiii0us  oontnd 
Can  find  no  mofaot  Ifaen^    Feed  then^  slid  "^M 
Thanki  for  ^y  food.    CanilvOMMis,  &ioc^  iAa, 
Feed  on  the  ilatn,  bm  spate  ihe  livkig  brute  1 

The  Governor  of  all,  bimsdf  ID  aQ 
So  bounlifol,  in  whofee  attentive  ear 
The  unfledg'd  raven  and  the  lion^s  whdp 
Plead  not  in  vain  for  jntj  on  the  pangs 
Of  hunger  unawuag'd,  hai  inteipos'd. 
Not  seldom,  his  avenging  ami,  to  smittt 
Th*  injurious  trampler  upon  nature's  hnr. 
That  daims  forbearance  even  for  a  brute. 
He  hates  the  hardness  of  a  Balaam's  heart  | 
And,  prophet  as  he  was,  he  tn%hc  not  siryte 
The  blameless  imimal,  without  rdbuke. 
On  wticti  he  rode.    Her  opportune  offinee 
Sav'd  him,  or  th'  unrdentui^  seer  had  died4 
He  sees  that  human  equity  is  siadc 
To  interfere,  though  in  so  just  a  cause  | 
And  makes  the  tadc  Mb  own.    Inspiring  damb 
And  hel^dess  victims  ifith  a  sense  so  ke^ 
Of  injury,  with  sudi  knowledge  of  th«t  sHengttii ' 
And  such  sagadtj  to  take  ievenge« 
That  oft  the  beast  has  seem*d  to  juc^  thft  VMiw 
An  ancient,  not  a  legendary  tale« 
By  one  of  sound  intdligence  rehean'd 
(If  such  who  plead  for  Providence  may  seem 
In  modem  eyes),  shall  make  the  doct^ie  dear; 

Where  Englsmd,  stretch'd  towards  the  setting  sia 
Narrow  and  long,  o'erlodn  the  western  wave, 
Dwdt  young  Misagathus ;  a  scomer  ho 
Of  God  and  goodness,  atheist  in  ostent, 
Vidous  in  act,  in  temper  savage-fierce. 
He  journey^ ;  and  his  chance  was,  as  he  went^ 
To  join  a  trav'Uer,  of  for  dififrent  note, 
Evander,  fam'd  for  piety,  for  years 
Deservinff  honour,  but  for  wisdom  mass. 
Fame  had  not  left  the  veneraMe  man 
A  stranffer  to  the  manners  of  the  yeudi, 
Whsse  ftoe  too  was  fomiHar  10  his  tiem 
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Thdv  loqr  was  OB  thfl  maigiB  «£  tlwlttifl, 
0*er  Ibe  OBMB  fimiinit  of  dbe  loeki,  vliOK  baae 
Beats  bade  the  loazitig  swige,  MBioe  heard  so  hifjkt 
The  chari^,  that  waim'd  hia  bMrt,  was  mov*d 
At  rifl^t  of  the  man-monster.    Withaamik 
Gentk,  and  tlKUe,  and  fiiU  of  gnoe. 
As  fearful  of  ofisnding  whom  he  wished 
Much  to  persuade,  he  plied  his  ear  with  (nifaa 
Not  hanhly  thnnder*d  forth,  or  rudely  preasM, 
But,  like  his  pozpoae,  gradous,  kind,  and  sweet, 

*  And  dost  thou  dream,*  th'  impenetiabk  man 
Exdaim*d,  *  that  me  the  lullabies  of  age, 

*  And  fimtasies  of  dotards  sudi  as  thou, 

*  Can  dieat,  or  move  a  moment's  fSear  in  me  ? 

*  Mark  now  the  ]^zoof  I  give  thee,  that  the  hnra- 

*  Need  no  sudi  aids^  as  aiperstition  lends 

<  To  sted  thdr  heuts  against  die  dmid  of  dea&** 
He  spoke,  and  to  the  precmioe  at  hand 
Pudrd  wHh  a  madman's  mry.    Fancy  shrinks 
And  the  blood  thrills  and  eurdks,  at  the  thm^ 
Of  sndi  ft  mlf  as  he  dedgn*d  his  gmve. 
But,  thou^  the  felon  on  his  bade  could  dare 
The  dreadful  lem,  more  rational,  his  steed 
Declined  the  deam,  and  wheding  swifttr  round. 
Or  e'er  his  hoof  had  pMsa'd  the  crumblmg  vnge. 
Baffled  hie  nder,  say'd  against  his  wilL 
The  frenzy  of  &e  brain  may  be  redress'd 
"Bj.  med'cine  wdl  applied,  Imt  without  gaee 
The  heart's  insanity  admits  no  core. 
Enrag'd  the  more,  by  wh«t  mig^t  have  reformed 
His  horrible  intent,  again  he  m^t 
destruction,  with  a  zeal  to  be  destroy'd. 
With  sounding  whip,  and  rowels  died  in  blood* 
But  stiU  in  yain*    The  Providence,  that  meant 
A  longer  date  to  the  &r  nobler  beast, 
Spar'd  yet  apain  th'  ignoble  for  his  sake, 
^d  now,  his  prowess  prov'd,  and  his  sincere 
Incurable  obduracy  evinced. 
His  rage  grew  eools  and,  pkna'd  perii^is  :i'  hatpr 
eam'd 
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So  dieaply  ^e  renown  of  that  attempt, 

Widi  looks  of  some  complacence  he  resmn'd 

Hit  road,  danding  modi  the  blank  amaze 

Of  good  Evander,  still  ixdiere  he  was  left 

Fix*d  motionless,  and  petrified  with  dread. 

So  on  they  far^d.    Discourse  on  other  themes 

Ensuing  seem'd  t'  obliterate  the  past ; 

And  tamer  &r  for  so  much  fViry  shown, 

(As  is  ihe  oonrse  of  rash  and  fiery  men) 

The  rude  companion  smil*d,  as  if  transformM. 

But  'twas  a  transient  calm.     A  storm  was  near. 

An  unsuspected  storm.     His  hour  was  come. 

The  impious  challenger  of  Pow'r  divine 

Was  now  to  learn,  that  Heaven,  tfao^  slow  to  wrath. 

Is  never  with  impunity  defied. 

His  horse,  as  he  had  caught  his  master's  mood. 

Snorting,  and  starting  into  sudden  rage, 

Unbidden,  and  not  now  to  be  controUM, 

Rush^  to  the  difi^,  and,  having  reached  it,  stood. 

At  once  the  shock  unseated  him :  he  fiew 

Sheer  o*er  the  cragry  baiiier ;  and,  immersM 

Deep  in  the  floodr%und,  when  he  sought  it  not. 

The  death  he  had  deservM,  and  died  alcme. 

So  God  wrought  double  justice ;  made  the  fool 

The  victim  oihis  ovm  tremendous  choice. 

And  taught  a  brute  the  way  to  safe  revenge. 

I  would  not  enter  on  my  list  of  friends 
(Though  gnicM  with  p(^h'd  manners  and  fine  senses 
Yet  wanting  senabili^)  die  man 
Who  needlessly  sets  foot  upon  a  worm. 
An  inadvertent  step  may  crush  the  snafl. 
That  crawls  at  ev'ning  m  the  public  path ; 
But  he  that  has  humanity,  fbrewamM, 
Win  tread  aride,  and  let  the  reptile  live. 
The  creeping  vermin,  loathsome  to  the  d^t. 
And  charged  perhaps  with  venom,  that  intrudes, 
A  visitor  unwelcome,  into  scenes 
Sacred  to  neatness  and  repose,  th'  alcove. 
The  chamber,  or  refectory,  may  die : 
A  necessary  act  incurs  no  blame. 
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Not  to  when,  hdd  wttfain  tlieir  pDoper  bgond^ 
And  giullkft  of  oflbnoe,  they  xaiige  die  air. 
Or  take  their  pasthne  in  the  sjpaatna  fidd  ; 
Tliere  they  are  privile^d :  and  he  that  hunts 
Or  harms  them  there  isffuilty  of  a  wrong. 
Disturbs  th*  coonamy  of  Nature's  reahn, 
Who,  when  she  form'd,  designed  them  an  abode. 
The  sum  is  this.    If  man's  canvenience,  health. 
Or  safety,  intcxfere,  his  ri^ts  and  daims 
Are  paamount,  and  must  extinguish  dieiis. 
Else  they  are  aU— the  meanest  £ingB  that  are, 
As  free  to  live,  and  to  cqjoy  that  li£. 
As  God  was  free  to  finm  them  at  the  first. 
Who  in  his  sor'rdgn  wisdom  made  them  aD. 
Ye,  therefore,  who  love  mevcy,  teach  your  sons 
To  love  it  toa    The  qxringtime  of  our  years 
Is  soon  dishonoured  and  d&'d  in  most 
By  budding  ills,  that  ask  a  prudent  hand 
To  check  mem.    But  alas  I  none  sooner  shoots. 
If  unrestrain'd,  into  hixuiiant  growth. 
Than  cruelty,  most  devlish  of  mem  alL 
Mercy  to  him,  that  shows  it,  is  the  rule 
And  riditeous  limitation  of  its  act. 
By  whu^  Heay'n  moves  in  pard'ninp  guilty  man  { 
And  he  that  shows  none,  bemg  ripe  m  years. 
And  conscious  of  the  outra^  he  oominits, 
Shan  seek  it,  and  not  find  it,  in  his  turn. 

Distinguish'd  much  by  reason,  and  still  more 
By  our  cqMcity  of  Grace  divine. 
From  creatures,  that  exist  but  for  our  sake, 
Whidi,  having  serv'd  us,  perish,  we  are  hdd 
Aooountahle ;  and  God  some  future  day 
Will  reckon  wUh  us  roundly  for  th'  abuse 
Of  what  he  deems  no  mean  or  trivial  trust. 
Superior  i^  we  are,  they  yet  depend 
Not  more  on  human  hdp  than  we  <m  theirs. 
Their  strength,  or  speed,  or  vigilnnoe,  were  glv'n 
In  aid  of  our  defects.    In  some  are  found 
Such  teachable  and  apprehensive  parts. 
That  man's  attainments  in  his  own  concerns. 


d  by  Google 


»7«  YHe  TABK.        '     ' 

Maftch*a  wilfa  th^  eoqittoiflMrordit  toutci  ftulhtni^ 
Are  oftthnet  Tenqottb^d^  «lid  (fatnni  fiuriMundi 
Some  show  tfatt  uiee  sagacdty  of  smdl. 
And  read  with  Mich  discernment^  in  die  ]H)it 
And  figure  of  the  Bnn,r  hn  secret  aim^        •  <  > 
That  oft  we  owe  ear  safety  to  a  skill 
We  ooold  not  teach,  and  musi  despeirtoiaDB.     * 
But  leam  we  mig^t,  if  not  too  phHid  to  stoofr 
To  quadruved  instructors,  many  a^goed 
AnduseAuquafiCy,  and  vktuetoo^      - 
Rardy  exemplified  among  oorsefti^es  ;     > 
Attachment  never  to  be  weaa^dv  or  chai^^d 
By  any  change  of  fbrtone  I  ineof  alike' 
Against  mikindnessv  abaence,  and  nc^ect;, 
Fidefity,  that  neithdr  bribe  nor  tfaveM  . 
Can  move  or  warp ;  and  gratitude  for^«iiatt  . 
And  trivial  favours,  lastmg  as  the  lifie»  t 

And  glist*ning  even  in  the  dying  «yeb  ' 

Man  praises  man.    Desert  fai  arts  or  airaas 
Wins  public  honour ;  and  ten  thoasand  sk 
Patiently  present  at  a  sacied  songv 
Commemorflition-irad ;  tonteni  to^  htsa 
(O  wonderfVQ  effect  of  music's  pow'r  !> 
Messiah's  eulogy  fbr  Handel's  eakoi 
But  less,  methmks,  than  sacrdege  moi^t  aaiv»A-». 
(For,  was  it  leas,  what  heatfien  wotdd  liaTodav'4 
To  strip  Jov^s  statue  of  his  OlakeB  wreath. 
And  hang  it  up  in  honour  of  a  man  ?) 
Much  less  mipnt  serve,  when  all  that  ww  denga 
Is  but  to  gratify  an  itching  ear. 
And  give  the  day  to  a  masician^'8  praise. 
Bemember  Hilndd  ?  Who,  tiait  was  not  ban 
Deaf  as  the  dead  CO  hirtrmony^  fingeis. 
Or  can,  the  mote  tiian  Homer  of  his  i^  3  i 

Yes — we  remember  him ;  and,  while  we  fniao 
A  talent  so  divine,  remember  too 
That  His  most  holy  book,  ftoea  wfasm  it  came^ 
Was  never  meant,  was  never  us^d  befisre^    .     »     - 
To  buckram  oat  the  mem'ry  of  amanb 
But  hush  !— Che  muse  perhaps  is  too  aoEveo^^  ■ 
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And  with  agnvitf  heytnd  the  tize 
And  meaiiure  of  th'  c&nce,  rebukes  a  deed 
Less  impious  thaa  absuid*  and  owing  inoze 
To  wantiif  iudgment  than  to  wioog  design. 
So  in  the  chapel  of  old  Ely  House, 
When  wand'ring  Chaxles,  who  meant  to  be  the  tbix^^ 
Had  ied  firam  William*  and  the  news  was  &esh» 
The  simple  denk,  but  Iqjral,  did  announce. 
And  eke  did-xear  right  merrily,  two  staves, 
Sung  to  the  praise  imd  g^ory  of  King  George  I 
——Man  praises  man  ;  and  Garridc*s  memory  next«  / 
When  time  had  somewhat  mellowed  it,  and  made 
The  idol  of  our  warship  while  he  liv'd 
The  God  of  our  idolat^  once  more. 
Shall  have  its  altar ;  and  the  world  shall  go  , 

In  pilgrfmige  to  bow  before  his  shrine. 
The  theatre  too  small  shall  sujBSxate 
Its  squeezed  contents,  and  more  than  it  admits 
Shan  s^  at  their  exdus' 
Ungratmed :  fat  there  sc 
Shall  stuff  his  shoulders 
Or  wrap  himself  in  Ham 
And  strut,  and  storm,  ai 
To  show  ^e  world  how  < 
For  Gairick  was  a  worsb 
He  drew  the  liturgy,  an( 
And  solemn  cercmonial  of  the  day. 
And  call*d  the  world  to  worship  on  the  banks 
Of  Avon»  &mM  in  song.    Ah,  pleasant  proof 
That  piety  has  still  in  human  hearts 
Some  place,  a  spark  or  two  not  vet  extinct 
The  mulb*rry-tree  was  hung  with  blooming  wreaths ; 
The  mulb*rry-tree  stood  centre  of  the  dance ; 
The  mulb'ny-tree  was  hymn'd  with  dulcet  airs ; 
And  ftom  his  touchwood  trunk  the  mulb'rry-tree 
Supplied  such  relics  as  devotion  holds 
Still  sacred,  and  preserves  with  pious  care. 
So  'twas  a  hallow'd  time :  decorum  reign'd, 
And  mirth  without  offence.     No  few  return  \1,      , 
Doubtless^  much  edified,  and  all  refreshed — 
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Man  fiMMs  man.    lite  laMde  ill  alifB> 
From  tmding  beo^eB,  <dlB»v  stalb^  and  4iMt^ 
Swami  m  the  atzvets^    Tbe  rtatiKBMn  oClfaB  diiff ' 
A  pompom  and  dovf^UMviug  pageant^  comai* 
Some  snout  him,  and  aome  hoig  mjpon  hm  eac^ 
To  sBze  in*k  ms^  and  faiae  hkn.    Maidaa  wame 
Their  kerdden,  and  old  women  waep  fta  joy  t 
While  others,  not  so  satisfied,  mihono 
The  gilded  equipage,  and,  tarnins  looaa 
His  steeds,  usurp  a  pboe  they  wdQ  deaerve. 
Whyf  what  has  diaim*d  them  P  Hath  ha  aurld  the 

state? 
No.    Doth  he  purpose  its  sahratioB  ?  Kow 
Endianting  novdty,  that  moon  at  ftdl. 
That  finds  out  er'ry  crevice  of  the  head 
That  is  not  sound  and  perfect,  hath  in  tiieiia 
Wroueht  this  distuibanoe.    But  the  wane  ianear^ 
And  his  own  cattle  must  suffice  him  aoon^ 
Thus  idly  do  we  waste  Ae  breath  of  podMy 
And  dedicate  a  tribute,  in  its  usa^ 
And  just  direction  sacred,  to  a  thing 
Doom*d  to  the  dust,  or  lodged  alreac^'  tiieteb 
Encomium  in  old  time  was  poets*  wddc  ; 
But  poets,  having  lavishly  long  nnce 
Exhausted  all  materials  ii  the  art. 
The  task  tiow  MIb  into  the  public  hand ; 
And  I,  contented  with  an  humbler  dieme. 
Have  pour*d  my  stream  of  panegyric  down 
The  vale  of  Nature,  where  it  creeps,  and  winds 
Among  her  lovely  works  with  a  secure 
And  unambitious  course,  reflecting  dear. 
If  not  the  virtues,  yet  the  worth,  ^brutes. 
And  I  am  reoompens'd,  and  deem  the  toila 
Of  poetry  not  lost,  if  verse  of  mine 
May  stand  between  an  animal  and  wo. 
And  teach  one  tvrant  pity  for  his  drudge. 

The  groans  of  Nature  in  this  nether  world, 
Whidi  Heav*n  has  heard  for  ages,  have  an  end* 
Foretold  by  prophets,  and  by  poets  sung. 
Whose  fire  was  kindled  at  the  prophets"  kmp^ 
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The  time  of>Nbt,  Ibeintiniii^  Sabbtlb,  eoBMi* 
1^  tfwirt  jmn  at  tanow  hsve  well  iii|^ 
FidiQl*d  their  tmi^  and  Atastmof  oount 
Ov€t  m-mnM  tndd^  aod  wfaBtniDBiiis 
Of  thi»teni|Matowii  Mate  of  hiiain  tUbgi 
l8"iiHfeiy  As  the  woikiiig  eif  a  §ek 
Before  a  dtoiy  that  vodn  itaaif  to  reat  s 
For  He,  whoae  ear  the  winds  are,  and  the  doudi 
The  dust  that  waita  upon  hia  aultij  march. 
When  sin  hath  mor'd  him,  and  hu  wrath  ia  hot* 
flfaaU  viait  earth  in  mercy ;  ahall  descend 
Propidous  in  hia  chariot  pav*d  with  love ; 
And  what  his  atorma  have  hlaated  and  de&cM 
For  man's  revolt  ahaD  with  a  smile  repair* 

Sweet  is  the  harp  of  pn^)hecy ;  too  aweet 
Not  to  be  wrong'd  by  a  mere  mortal  toadi  e 
Nor  can  the  wonden  it  reooida  be  simg 
To  meaner  music,  and  not  sofier  k»s. 
But  when  a  poet,  or  when  one  like  me» 
Happy  to  rove  among  poetic  flow*r8, 
Thougti  poor  in  akin  to  rear  them,  li^ta  at  last 
On  some  fur  theme,  some  theme  diymdy  foir. 
Such  is  the  impulse  and  the  spur  he  feds. 
To  give  it  praise  proportioned  to  its  worth. 
That  not  t^  attempt  it,  arduous  as  he  deema 
The  labour!  were  a  takk  more  arduous  atilL 

O  scenes  aurpessing  fable,  and  yet  true, 
Scenes  of  aooomplishTl  bliss !  which  who  can  8ee» 
Thou^  but  in  distant  prospect,  and  not  fed 
His  smil  refre^'d  with  foretaste  of  the  joy  ? 
Rivers  of  gladness  water  all  the  earth. 
And  dothe  all  dimea  with  beau^ ;  die  reproach 
Of  barrenneas  is  past    The  fruitAil  fidd 
Laughs  with  abundance ;  and  the  land,  once  lean. 
Or  fertile  only  in  its  own  disgrace. 
Exults  to  see  its  thistly  curse  repeal'd. 
The  various  seasons  woven  into  one. 
And  that  one  season  an  eternal  spring, 
The  ffarden  fears  no  blight,  and  needs  no  fence. 
For  mere  is  none  to  covet,  all  are  fulL 
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The  Uon,  and  the  Kbbttd,  tad  the  bew* 

Gtaze  with  the  ftariett  flecks;  aB  bedc  at  aooe-    " 

Together,  or  all  fuabol  in  the  shade 

Of  the  same  grove»  and  drink  one  eommon  itRaiib' 

Antipatfaiee  azo  none.    No  foe  to  man 

Lurks  in  the  serpent  now :  the  motfier  seee* 

And  smiles  to  see,  her  intent's  pilayftd  hand 

Stretch*d  fbnh  to  dally  with  the  oested  wonn. 

To  stroke  his  azure  neck,  or  to  receive 

The  lambent  homage  of  his  anowr  tOBfloe. 

All  creatores  worship  man,  and  all  manlnnd 

One  Lord,  one  Father*     Errour  has  no  |daee : 

That  eneping  pestilenoe  is  dri^'n  awaf  $ 

The  breath  of  Heay'n  has  chas'd  it.     In  the  heart 

No  passion  touches  a  discordant  8tzing» 

But  all  is  harmony  and  love.    Disease 

Is  not:  the  pure  and  uncontaminate  blood 

Holds  its  due  course,  nor  fears  the  firost  of  a^ 

One  song  employs  all  nations ;  and  all  cry, 

'  Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain  for  us  1* 

The  dwellers  in  the  vales  and  on  the  ndks 

Shout  to  each  other,  and  the  mountain-lxipB 

From  distant  mountains  catch  the  flying  joy : 

Till,  nation  after  nation  taught  the  strain. 

Earth  rolls  the  rapturous  Hosanna  round* 

Behold  the  measure  of  the  promise  fill'd  ; 

See  Salem  built,  the  labour  of  a  God ! 

Briffht  as  a  sun  the  sacred  city  shines  ; 

AU  Kingdoms  and  all  iHinoes  of  the  earth 

Flock  to  that  light ;  the  sbr^  of  all  knda 

Flows  into  her ;  unbounded  is  her  joy. 

And  endless  her  increase.    Thy  rama  are  theve^ 

Nebaioth,  and  the  flocks  of  Kedar  there*  : 

The  looms  of  Ormus,  and  the  mines  of  Ind, 

And  Saba*s  spicy  groves,  pay  tribute  there. 

Praise  is  in  all  her  gates :  upon  her  walls. 

And  in  her  streets,  and  in  her  spacious  oooits 

^  Ncbftioai  and  Kedar,  the  som  of  Ishimd,  and  {trvgaoiton  td  «<l 
Arabs,  fai  the  prophetic  icriptviv  here  alluded  tb,  nutv  be  leoHjiiaHy 
contidexed  m  vepreaeiitativat  of  Um  Gentiles  at  Uxgt*      ' 
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Ii  heard  salvalteu    Baatem  J«ffi  ibeie 
Kneds  widi  ^tm  native  of  tfae  ftrtbcflt  west; 
And  ^Ethiopia  qireads  lOnoad  tfae  kand. 
And  wmh^    Her  rtpott  has  travelled  forth 
Into  all  lands*    Fr«m  ey'iy  dime  tfaey  come 
To  see  thy  beauty,  and  to  duuw  thy  joy, 
O  Sion  !'  an  assembly  such  as  earth 
Saw  neYor*  eueh  as  Heaven  stoops  down  to  see. 

Thus  heav'nward  att  thhigs  tend.   For  aJI  weM  ooee 
Perfeet,  and  all  must  be  at  length  restored. 
So  God  hath  greatly  piupos'd ;  who  would  cbe 
In  his  dishononr^d  works  himself  endure 
Dishonour,  and  be  wieng*d  without  redress. 
Haste  then,  and  wheel  away  a  shattered  wcdd. 
Ye  slow-revolving  seasons  !  we  would  see 
(A  si^t  to  which  our  eyes  are  stimu;^  yet) 
A  world,  that  does  not  dread  and  hi^  his  Ivws, 
And  suffer  for  its  crime ;  would  learn  how  lair 
The  creature  ll  that  God  pnmoilnces  good. 
How  pleasant  in  itsdf  what  vleaae*  him. 
Here  ev'ry  drep  of  hon^  hides  a  sting ; 
Worms  wind  memselves  into  our  sweetest  flow'rs  < 
And  e'en  the  joy,  thait  hapiy  some  poor  heart 
Derives  from  Heav'n,  pore  as  the  fountam  is. 
Is  sullied  in  the  stream,  taking  a  taint 
From  touch  of  human  lips,  at  best  impute* 
O  for  a  world  in  pfind|de  as  chaste 
As  this  is  gross  and  selish !  over  ndndi 
Custom  and  prefudioe  shall  bear  no  sway. 
That  govern  all  tflungs  here,  should*rin^  aside 
The  meek  and  modi^  Truth,  and  forcms  her 
To  seek  a  refbge  from  the  tongue  of  Strife 
In  nooks  obscitfo^  £m  ttam  the  ways  of  men  s 
Where  VioleBce  shall  n«ver  lift  tfae  sword. 
Nor  CumUDg  justify  the  proud  man's  wioi^,  - 
Leaving  tfae  poor  no  remedy  but  tears  s 
Where  hS)  mat  fflJs  anoffice,  shall  esteem 
Th'  occasion  it  presents  of  doing  good 
More  Hmn  the  perquisite :  where  Law  shall  speak 
Seldoip,  and  never  but  as  Wisdom  prompts 
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And  Equity ;  not  jealoua  more  to  guard 
A  worthless  foim,  than  to  decide  arig^ : 
Where  Fashion  shall  not  sanctify  abuse. 
Nor  smooth  Good-breeding  (supplemental  grace*) 
With  lean  perfiramance  ape  the  work  of  L<^ ! 
Come  then,  and,  added  to  thy  many  crowns* 
Receire  yet  one,  the  crown  of  au  the  earth. 
Thou  who  alone  art  worthy !  It  was  thine 
By  ancient  covenant,  ere  Nature's  birth ; 
And  thou  hast  made  it  thine  by  puidiase  since* 
And  overpaid  its  value  with  thy  Mood. 
Thy  saints  prodaim  thee  king ;  and  in  their  hearts 
Thy  title  is  engraven  with  a  pen 
Dipped  in  the  fountain  of  eternal  love. 
Thy  saints  proclaim  diee  king ;  and  thy  dday 
Gives  courage  to  their  foes,  who,  could  they  see 
The  dawn  S[  thy  last  advent,  long  desir'd. 
Would  creep  into  ihe  bowels  of  the  hills. 
And  flee  fbr  safety  to  the  falling  rodct. 
The  very  spirit  of  the  world  is  tirM 
Of  its  own  taunting  question,  ask*d  so  long, 
*  When  is  the  promise  of  your  Lord's  approadi  V 
The  infidd  has  shot  his  bolts  away, 
TiU,  his  eadiansted  quiver  yidding  none. 
He  gleans  the  blunted  dians,  that  have  record. 
And  aims  them  at  the  shidd  of  Trudi  again. 
The  veil  is  rent,  rent  too  by  priestly  hands. 
That  hides  divinity  from  mortal  eyes ; 
And  all  the  mystoies  to  fidth  proposed. 
Insulted  and  traduc'd,  are  cast  aside. 
As  useless,  to  the  mdes  and  to  the  bats. 
They  now  are  deem'd  the  fidthM,  and  are  prals'd. 
Who,  constant  only  in  refecting  thee. 
Deny  thy  Godhead  with  a  martyr's  zeal. 
And  quit  their  office  for  their  enour's  sake. 
Blind,  and  in  love  with  darkness !  yet,  e'en  tfiese  - 
Worthy,  oompar'd  with  sycophants,  who  kdee 
Thy  name  adoring,  and  then  preaeh  thee  Buoi ! 
So  fores  thy  church.    But  how  thy  diurdi  may  ikf« 
Theworld  takes  little  thoi%ht  Who  will  may  i^elieK, 
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And  what  th^  wilL    All  pastors  are  alike 
To  wandering  sheep,  resolved  to  follow  none. 
Two  gods  divide  than  all — Pleasure  and  Gain : 
For  these  they  live,  they  sacrifice  to  these. 
And  in  their  service  waoe  perpetual  war 
With  Conscience  and  wi3i  uiee.    Lust  in  their  hearts^ 
And  misrihief  in  theb  hands,  they  roam  the  earth. 
To  prey  upon  each  other  t  stubborn,  fierce, 
Hign-minded,  foaming  out  their  own  disgrace. 
Thy  prophets  nieak  of  sudi ;  and,  noting  down 
The  features  of  the  last  degenerate  times. 
Exhibit  ev*ry  lineament  of  these. 
Come  then,  and,  added  to  thy  many  crowns, 
Receive  vet  one,  as  radiant  as  the  rest, 
Due  to  uy  last  and  most  effectual  work. 
Thy  word  fti]fill*d,  the  conquest  of  a  world ! 
He  is  the  happy  man,  whose  life  e'en  now 
Shows  somewhat  of  that  happier  life  to  come ; 
Who,  doom*d  to  an  obscure  but  tranquil  state. 
Is  plras'd  with  it,  and,  were  he  free  to  choose, 
Woiild  make  hii  &te  hischoioe;  whom  peace,  thefruil 
Of  virtue,  and  whom  virtue,  fruit  of  faith, 
Prepare  for  happiness ;  bespeak  him  one 
Contevt  indeed  to  sojourn  while  he  must 
Bdow  the  skies,  but  having  there  his  home. 
The  world  overlooks  him  in  her  bus^  search 
Of  objects,  more  illustrious  in  her  view ; 
And,  occupied  as  eamesdy  as  she, 
Thou^  more  sublimely,  he  o'erlooks  the  world. 
She  scorns  his  pleasures,  for  she  knows  them  not ; 
He  seeks  not  hers,  for  he  has  prov'd  them  vain. 
He  cannot  skim  the  ground  liice  summer  birds 
Pursuing  gilded  flies ;  and  such  he  deems 
Her  honours,  her  emoluments^  her  joys. 
ThiBt«fore  in  contemplation  is  his  bliss. 
Whose  pQw^r  is  such,  that  whom  she  lifb  from  earth 
She  mmea  ^iUBuliar  with  a  heav*n  unseen. 
And  i^ws  him  glories  yet  to  be  reveal*d. 
Not^Alothlul  he,  though  seeming  unemploy^d, 
And  censur'd  oft  as  useless.     Stillest  streams 
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Oft  water  £MbE€«liniHi4iNCf»  Mid  tHe  M«^ 
That  flutt^Kf  2Qial»  is  longiBt  oa  the  ww^ 
Ask  JuBit  indeed*  what  tiopliies  he  haa  iais*4s 
Or  what  i^ijusveoiettts  of  JdmqmUI  fione 
He  puipgsest  and  he  shafl  answer— No«^ 
His  wanuf  is  within.    Thess  unfatign^d 
His  ferrsDt  q^  lahsHis.    Th«re  he  fighte. 
And  there  obtains  firesh  trinnaiihs  o*«r  luuaseif* 
And  n«irer  withering  wzeivth8»  «aapar*d  witb  vImIIi 
The  kurels  that  a  Cesar  reaps  aie  waeda. 
Perhaps  the  sel^^ifinoving  haugh^  w^ld*    , 
That  as  she  sweeps  him  with  bar  whistling  «i}k» 
Scarce  ddgns  to  notice  him*  or»  if  shs  see,; 
Deems  him  a  cipher  in  the  wodttiof  <S«id« 
Receives  advantage  izoin  his  Boiseloss  hours* 
Of  which  she  little  dreams.    Ptfhi^  she  owes 
Her  smishine  and  her  min,  her  blooming  smaag 
And  plenteous  harvest*  to  tha  pcair'r  he  «IM»% 
When,  Isaac  like,  the  so^tmy  saint  •  ,  k 

Walks  £orth  to  meditate  at  evenlide. 
And  think  on  her,  who  thinks  mH  for  besseiC  .  ' 
Forsive  hi^i  then,  thou  biistiet  in  eononais       ,    t 
Of  httle  worth,  an  idler  in  the  best. 
If,  author  of  no  misdiaef  A«d  some  gqod« , 
He  seek  his  proper  happine»  by  neatts 
That  may  advance,  but  caanot  hinder*  ihin^  >     - 
Nor,  though  he  tread  the  «ec»t  fNtAk  of  lif«,     ..  / 
Engage  no  notice,  and  enjoy  much  «asi», .      ,    .   ,i 
Account  him  an  eneumbramee  OR  <^fltatt»  .,,.<   ... 
Receiving  benefits,  and  jnMd'nngnoRe^     .  •..,>;•> 
His  sf^ere  thon^  humble,  if  that  Immbk  sphve^ 
Shine  with  his  &irexanmlie>  and  tlxtug^sma^    >. 
His  influence,  if  that  iiifriffliffft;all.  bespeytl . 
In  soothii^  sorrow,  and  io.yHmfbi«gfit|ife». 
In  aiding  helpless  indigence,  in  wo^  >  •{ 

From  which  At  least  a  gn^te^£»w,4erive  ,  ,.' 
Someta6teofeQiiafort,iQ,a..i«orldQf  WO)*  ,  .1 
Then  let  the  si^ienaliousigmattOonfeM  .1 

He  serves  his  oMmfcrv,  sefompenses  W<^  .  ;.  ,m  p 
The  8talp,,be0faith  ^»  sl^idow  «f  whasct  vial»  ,n  n 
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He  sits  teeiae,  and  in  Hie  seale  of  liii 
Holds  no  igncMe,  though  a  di^hted,  pteee. 
The  mui,  whose  Tiitiies  are  more  Mt  tkui  seen. 
Must  dzop  indeed  the  hope  of  puldic  pnise  $ 
But  he  iDA^  boast,  what  few  that  win  it  cm. 
That,  if  his  oonntry  stuid  not  by  his  ddfl. 
At  l«ist  his  follies  have  not  wrought  her  ML 
Polite  Reinenient  offers  him  in  vain 
Her  g<dden  tubeii  timM%h  which  a^sensoal  world 
Draws  gross  impurity,  and  Mkes  it  wdl. 
The  neat  eonveyanoe  hiding  all  tfa*  oficnosh 
Not  Ihat  he  peevishly  rejects  a  mode 
Because  that  wmld  adepts  it.    If  it  bear 
The  stamp  and  dear  impressira  of  good  sense^ 
And  be  net  oostly  mote  than  of  true  worth, 
He  patr  it  on,  and  for  decorum  sake 
CaAiwear  k  e'en  as  graceftilly  as  she. 
She  judges  of  refiaemspt  by  die  eye. 
He  by  the  test  of  conscience,  and  a  heart 
Not  soon  deceiv*d ;  aware  that  what  is  base 
No  polish  can  make  sterling ;  and  that  vice. 
Though  weU  perfum*d  and  elegantly  dress*d. 
Like  an  unbuiied  carcass  trick'd  wim  flow'rs, 
Is  but  a  garnished  nmsance,  fitter  for 
For  cleanly  riddance,  tfum  for  foir  attire. 
So  life  glides  smoothly  and  by  stealth  away. 
More  g^den  than  that  age  of  fobled  sold 
Renown'd  in  aneient  song ;  not  vex*d  with  care 
Or  stain'd  with  guilt,  beneficent,  approved 
Of  God  and  man,  and  peaoeftd  in  its  aid. 
So  glide  my  lifo  away,  and  so  at  last. 
My  share  of  duties  decently  ftdfiU'd, 
May  some  disease,  not  tardy  to  perform 
Its  destin'd  office^  yet  with  gentle  strdce. 
Dismiss  me  weary  to  a  safe  retreat. 
Beneath  the  tcorf,  that  I  have  often  trod. 
It  shall  not  grieve  me  then,  that  OMce,  when  caliM 
To  dress  a  Syfo  with  the  flow*rs  of  verse, 
I  pUy'd  a  while,  obedient  to  the  fe^» 
With  that  Bght  tatk ;  but  woon,  to  fAsase  h«r  no#et 
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Whom  flow*n  alone  I  knew  would  little  jdease. 

Let  fan  th*  unfinished  wreath,  and  zov'd  for  fruit ; 

Rov'd  fbr,  and  gathered  much :  some  harsh,  *ti8  tme^ 

Pick*d  from  the  thorns  and  briers  of  reproof. 

But  wholesome,  wdl-digested ;  gratefru  some 

To  palates  <hat  can  taste  immortal  truth ; 

Insipid  else,  and  sure  to  be  despised. 

But  all  is  in  His  hand,  whose  praise  I  seek. 

In  vain  the  poet  sings,  and  the  world  hears. 

If  he  regard  not«  thmig^  divine  the  theme. 

'Tis  not  in  artttul  measures,  in  Ihe  chime 

And  idle  tinkling  of  a  minstrel's  Ijnre, 

To  charm  his  ear,  ^ose  eye  is  on  the  heart ; 

Whose  frown  can  disi^yp«int  the  proudeat  a 

Whose  appiobatioii— prosper  even  mine. 
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TIROCINIUM: 

OR, 

A  REVIEW  OF  SCHOOLS. 


KtfcLXui§f  in  wtuZumt  tfdti  T{«9n.  Plato. 

A{%i]  r«%iru«i  iur»9iit  titn  r(«^«*         Diog.  Laert* 

It  is  not  from  his  form,  in  which  we  trace 
Strength  join*d  with  beauty,  dignity  with  grace, 
That  man,  the  master  of  this  {^obe,  derives 
His  ritfht  of  empire  over  all  that  lives. 
That  form  indeed,  th*  associate  of  a  mind 
Vast  in  its  pow*rs,  ethereal  in  its  kind. 
That  form,  the  labour  of  ahnighty  skill, 
Framed  for  the  service  of  a  freeb<mi  will. 
Asserts  precedence,  and  bespeaks  control. 
But  borrows  all  its  grandeur  horn  the  souL 
Hers  is  the  state,  the  splendour,  and  the  throne. 
An  intellectual  kingdom,  all  her  own. 
For  her  the  Mem'ry  fills  her  ample  pa^ 
With  truths  pourM  down  fiom  ev^ry  distant  age ; 
For  her  amasses  an  unbounded  store. 
The  wisdom  of  great  nations,  now  no  more ; 
Though  laden,  not  encumbered  with  her  spoO ; 
Labonous,  yet  unconscious  of  her  toil ; 
When  copiously  supplied,  then  most  enlarged ; 
Still  to  be  fed,  and  not  to  be  surchaig'd. 
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For  her  the  Fancjr,  Tovrng  unconfin^d. 
The  present  muse  ot  ev'ry  pensive  mind, 
Woits  magic  wonders,  adds  a  brighter  hue 
To  Nature's  scenes  than  Nature  ever  knew. 
At  her  command  winds  rise,  and  waters  roar* 
Again  she  lays  them  shmib*ring  on  the  shore  ; 
With  flow*r  and  fruit  the  wilderness  supplies. 
Or  bids  the  rocks  in  ruder  pomp  arise. 
For  her  the  Judsment,  umpire  in  the  strife. 
That  Grace  and  Nature  have  to  wage  throng  fife, 
Quick-sighted  arbiter  of  good  and  iU, 
Appoint&i  sage  preceptor  to  the  Win, 
Condemns,  approves,  and  with  a  fidthfol  vc^ce 
Guides  the  decision  of  a  donbtfbl  dioice. 
Why  did  the  fiat  of  a  God  give  bhth 
To  yon  fair  Sun,  and  his  attendant  Eardi  ? 
And,  when  descending  he  resigns  the  skies. 
Why  takes  the  gentler  Moon  her  turn  to  rise. 
Whom  Ocean  feels  through  all  his  countless  waves. 
And  owns  her  pow'r  on  ev'ry  dwre  he  laves  ? 
Why  do  the  seasons  still  enrich  the  year, 
Frmtfiil  and  youn^  as  in  their  first  career  ? 
Spring  hanss  her  mfant  blossoms  on  the  trees^ 
Rodk'd  in  we  cradle  of  the  western  breeze ; 
Summer  in  haste  the  thriving  cham  receives 
Beneath  the  shade  of  her  expandea  leaves. 
Tin  Autumn's  fiercer  heats  and  plenteous  dews 
Dye  them  at  last  in  aU  their  glowing  hues. — 
'Twere  wild  profusion  aU,  and  bootless  waste, 
Pow'r  misemploy'd,  munificence  misplacM, 
Had  not  its  author  dignified  the  plan. 
And  crown'd  it  with  &e  majesty  of  man. 
Thus  formed,  thus  placed,  intelligent,  and  taiight. 
Look  where  you  will,  the  wonders  God  has  wrought. 
The  wildest  scomer  of  his  Maker's  laws 
Finds  in  a  sober  moment  time  to  pause. 
To  press  th*  important  question  on  fais  heart, 
•  WTiy  form'd  at  aU,  and  wherefore  as  thou  art?* 
If  man  be  what  he  seems,  this  hour  a  slave. 
The  next  mere  dust  and  aiAies  in  the  grave ; 
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Enda*d  wtth  naaon  ooiy  to  descnr 
His  crimes  and  folfies  with  an  aching  eye ; 
With  passions,  just  ihat  he  ma3r  prove,  with  paln« 
The  force  he  spends  against  their  fury  vain ; 
And  if,  soon  tatet  havmg  bmnt,  hy  turns. 
With  ev*ry  lu8t»  with  wmch  frail  Nature  bums, 
His  being  end,  where  death  dissolves  the  bond. 
The  tomb  take  all,  and  all  be  blank  beyond ; 
Then  he,  of  all  that  Nature  has  brought  fortli. 
Stands  sdf-impeach'd  the  creature  of  least  worth, 
And  usdess  while  he  lives  and  when  he  dies. 
Brings  into  doubt  the  wisdom  of  the  skies. 

Truths,  that  the  leani*d  pursue  with  eager  thought, 
Are  not  important  always  as  dear-bought. 
Proving  at  last,  thoush  told  in  pompous  strains, 
A  chil£sh  waste  of  philosophic  pains ; 
But  truths,  on  whicn  depends  omr  main  oonoem. 
That  *tis  our  shame  and  misery  not  to  learn. 
Shine  by  the  side  of  ev'iy  path  we  tread 
With  such  a  lustre,  he  that  runs  may  read. 
'Tis  true  that,  if  to  triile  life  away 
Down  to  the  sunset  of  their  latest  day. 
Then  perish  on  futurity's  wide  shore 
Like  fleeting  exhalations,  found  no  more. 
Were  all  that  Heav'n  reqiur*d  of  humankind, 
And  all  the  plan  their  destiny  designed. 
What  none  could  rev'renoe  lUl  might  justly  blame. 
And  man  would  breathe  but  for  his  Maker's  shamflb 
But  reason  heard,  and  nature  well  perus'd. 
At  once  the  ^"^^^'^g  mind  is  disabused. 
If  all  we  find  possessing  earth,  sea,  air, 
Reflect  his  attributes,  who  plad*d  ^em  there. 
Fulfil  the  piupose,  and  appear  dengn'd 
ProQ&  of  the  wisdom  of  u'  all-seeing  mind, 
*Tis  plain  the  ereatnre,  whom  he  chose  t'  invest 
With  kinflship  and  dominion  o'er  the  rest, 
BeoeiT*d  nis  aobler  nature,  and  was  made 
Pit  fn  the  pofw'r,  in  which  he  stands  array 'd ; 
That  firsts  or  last,  hereafter,  if  not  here. 
He  too  might  Qiake  bis  fmthor's  wisdom  clew, 
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Praise  him  on  Earth,  or,  obtliaatelf  <haBb> 
Suffer  his  jiutioe  in  m  wotM  to  come. 
This  once  believ*d«  *tirere  logic  misapplied. 
To  prove  a  consequenee  by  none  denied. 
That  we  are  bound  to  cast  the  minds  of  youth 
Betimes  into  the  mould  of  heavenly  tnith. 
That  tau^t  of  God  ^ley  nu^  indeed  be  wise. 
Nor  ignonmtly  wand*ruig  miss  the  skies. 

In  eady  days  the  conscience  has  in  most 
A  quickness,  which  in  hiter  life  is  lost  { 
PreservM  from  guilt  by  salutsiy  finoB, 
Or  guilty  soon  rdenting  into  teats. 
Too  careless  often,  as  our  yeaxs  proceed. 
What  friends  we  sort  with,  or  what  books  we  read; 
Our  paients  yet  exert  a  prudent  caie. 
To  feed  our  mfimt  minds  with  proper  &re  ; 
And  wisely  store  the  nursery  by  de^wes 
With  wholesome  leammg,  yet  acquired  with  easb 
Neatly  secured  from  being  soil'd  or  torn 
Beneath  a  pane  of  thin  translucent  h<nn, 
A  book  (to  please  us  at  a  tender  i^ 
'Tis  called  a  book,  though  but  a  nn^e  page) 
Presents  the  pmy'r  the  Saviour  deign*d  to  tMck, 
Which  children  use,  and  parsons— when  they  fradi 
Lisping  our  syHables,  we  scrambb  next 
Through  moral  narrative,  or  sacred  text ; 
And  Iram  with  wonder  how  tiiis  wodd  began. 
Who  made,  who  marred,  and  who  has  ransomM,  uaiAt 
Points,  whidi,  unless  the  Scripture  mode  ^lera  jdain. 
The  wisest  heads  might  agitate  in  vain* 

0  thou,  whom,  borne  on  foncy's  eager  wing- 
Back  to  the  season  of  lifr*s  happy  spaing, 

1  pleased  remember,  and,  while  memVy  yet 
Holds  fast  her  office  here,  can  n^er  ftii^  ; 
Ingenious  dreamer,  in  whose  wdl-told  tale 
Sweet  fiction  and  sweet  truth  alike  prevaS  ; 
Whose  hum'ronsvein,  strong  sense,  andrim^styk, 
May  teach  the  gayest,  m^e  the  gravest  male  t 
Witty,  and  well  employ*d,  and,  lOce  thy  Lord, 
Speaking  in  parables  his  dighted  word ; 
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I  name  thd«  4K>tt  Is^  to  4e9fns*d  *  name 
Should  move  a  sneer  at  thy  desenred  fame  ; 
Yet  e'en  in  transitory  life's  late  day« 
That  mingles  all  my  brown  with  sober  gr^. 
Revere  the  man.  whom  pilgrim  marks  ttie  soad. 
And  guides  the  process  of  the  soul  to  God. 
Twere  well  with  most,  if  books,  that  could  engage 
Theb  childhood,  pleas'd  them  at  a  riper  age ; 
The  man,  approvmg  what  had  diann*d  &  boy. 
Would  die  at  last  in  comfort,  peace*  and  joy ; 
And  not  with  curses  on  his  heart,  who  stole 
The  gem  of  truth  from  his  unguarded  souL 
The  stamp  of  artless  piety  impressed 
By  kind  tuition  on  his  yielding  breast. 
The  youth  now  bearded,  and  yet  pert  and  raw, 
R^surds  with  scorn,  though  once  receivM  wilh  awe; 
And,  warp'd  into  the  labyrinth  of  lies. 
That  babblers,  call'd  philosophers,  devise. 
Blasphemes  his  creed,  as  founded  on  a  plan 
Replete  with  dreams,  unworthy  of  a  man. 
Touch  but  his  nature  in  its  ailing  part. 
Assert  the  native  evil  of  his  heart. 
His,  i»iide  resents  the  charge,  althou^  the  ptoof* 
Rise  in  his  forehead,  and  seem  rank  enough : 
Point  to  the  cure,  describe  a  Saviour's  cron 
As  God's  expedient  to  retrieve  his  loss. 
The  yoimg  apostate  sickens  at  the  view. 
And  hates  it  with  the  malice  of  a  Jew. 

How  weak  the  barrier  of  mere  Nature  proves, 
OpposM  against  the  pleasures  Nature  loves ! 
While  sel^betray*d,  and  wilfuUy  undmie. 
She  longs  to  yield,  no  sooner  woo*d  than  won. 
Try  now  the  merits  of  this  Uest  exchange 
Of  modest  truth  for  wit's  ecocntrie  range. 
Tune  was,  he  dos'd  as  he  began  the  day 
With  decent  du^,  not  asham'd  to  pray : 
Th^  pfi^to  was  a  bond  upon  his  heart, 
A  plMge  he  guv^  for  a  consistent  part ; 

•  Sec  2  Chron.  ch.  x»vl.  T«r.  19. 
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Nor  could  he  dme  pr^roimitaQa^  displea9e , 

A  pow*r,  confess'd  so  lateR  on  his  knees. 

Bui  now  farewell  all  legendary  tales. 

The  shadows  fly,  phflost^hy  prevails ; 

Pra^*r  to  the  winds,  and  caution  to  the  waves ; 

Rehgion  makes  the  firee  bv  nature  slaves. 

Priesti  have  invented,  and  the  world  admired 

What  knavish  priests  promulgate  as  In^irM ; 

Till  Reason,  now  no  longer  overawed. 

Resumes  her  pow'rs,  and  spurns  the  clumsy  fraud  f 

And,  common-sense  diflumng  real  day. 

The  meteor  of  the  Gospel  dies  away. 

Such  riiapsodies  our  shrewd  discerning  youth 

Learn  fimn  expert  inquirers  after  truth ; 

Whose  only  care,  mignt  truth  presume  to  speak. 

Is  not  to  find  what  they  profess  to  seek. 

And  thus,  well-tutor'd  only  while  we  share 

A  mother^s  lectures,  and  a  nurse*s  care ; 

And  taug^  at  schools  much  mythologic  stuff,* 

But  sound  rdigion  sparingly  enough ; 

Our  early  notices  of  truth,  disgraced. 

Soon  lose  their  credit,  and  are  all  e£&c'd. 

Would  you  your  son  should  be  a  sot  or  dunce. 
Lascivious,  headstrong,  or  all  these  at  once ; 
That  in  good  time  the  stripling's  finisb'd  taste 
For  loose  expense,  and  &shionable  waste* 
Should  prove  your  ruin,  and  his  own  at  last ; 
Train  hun  in  public  widi  a  mob  of  bcr^. 
Childish  in  mischief  only  and  in  noise. 
Else  of  a  iTMMint«|^  growth,  and  five  in  tea 
In  infidelity  and  lewdness  men. 
There  ^alf  he  learn,  ere  sixteen  winteis  old. 
That  authors  are  most,  useful  pawn'd  or  sold ; 
That  pedantry  is  all  that  schools  hnport. 
But  taverns  teach  the  knowledge  of  the  heart ; 

*  The  author  bM  leay*  to  vqplaiii^SMwIUs  Otl,  wJOmA  mA 
knowledge,  neither  the  ancient  poets  nor  historians  can  be  tasted,  aria- 
deed  undentood,  hcdoes  not  aaean  to  cemuie  fb»  |iali»  ttmmi  taim 
Il?**!™Sr*,15*'?**'*^  *"  **»«  teUgion  of  the  Heathen,  bwt  moelv  thrt 
neglect  of  ChrtsHan  cuhurc  which  leaves  him  shainSi;  igDonat  of^ 
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There  waiter  Dick,  with  Bacdianalian  layi. 

Shall  win  his  heart,  and  have  his  drunken  praise, 

His  counsellor  and  bosom  friend  shall  prove. 

And  some  street-pacing  harlot  his  first  love. 

Schods,  unless  discipline  were  doubly  strong. 

Detain  their  adolescent  charge  too  long ; 

The  management  of  tiroes  S  eighteen 

Is  difficult;  their  punishment  obscene. 

The  stout  tall  captain,  whose  superior  size 

The  minor  heroes  view  with  envious  eyes. 

Becomes  their  pattern,  upon  whom  they  fix 

Their  whole  attention,  and  ape  all  his  tricks. 

His  pride,  that  scorns  t'  obey  or  to  submit. 

With  them  is  courage ;  his  efiront*ry  wit 

His  wild  excursions,  window-breaking  feats, 

Robb'r^  of  gardens,  quarrels  in  the  streets. 

His  hairbreadth  *scanes,  and  all  his  daring  schemes, 

Transport  them,  and  are  made  their  fav*nte  themes. 

In  little  bosoms,  such  achievements  strike 

A  kindred  spark ;  they  bum  to  do  the  like. 

Thus,  half-aooomplish'd  ere  he  yet  begin 

To  show  the  peeping  down  upon  his  adn ; 

And,  as  maturity  ofyears  comes  on. 

Made  just  th*  adept  that  you  design'd  your  son ; 

T'  ensure  the  perseverance  of  his  course. 

And  ave  your  monstrous  project  all  its  force. 

Send  him  to  college.    If  he  there  be  tam*d. 

Or  in  one  article  m  vice  reclaimed. 

Where  no  regard  of  ordinances  is  shown 

Or  look'd  for  now,  the  fault  must  be  his  own. 

Some  sneaking  virtue  lurks  in. him,  no  doubt. 

Where  neither  strumpets*  charms,  nor  drinking-bout. 

Nor  gambling  practices,  can  find  it  out 

Such  youths  of  spirit,  and  that  spirit  too. 

Ye  nurs'ries  of  our  bojrs,  we  owe  to  you : 

Though  from  ourselves  Uie  mischief  more  proceeds. 

For  public  schools  'tis  public  ibUv  feeds. 

The  slaves  of  custom  and  established  mode. 

With  packhoise  constancy  we  keep  the  road« 
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Crooked  or  stnig^  throu^  qnag>  or  tbamf  4di% 
True  to  the  jindiiig  of  our  leader's  beUs. 
To  follow  fooliw  precedents,  and  wink 
With  both  our  eyes,  is  ea»er  than  to  think : 
And  such  an  age  as  ours  balks  no  expense. 
Except  of  caution,  and  of  common-sense  ; 
Else  sure  notorious  fact,  and  proof  so  plain. 
Would  turn  our  steps  into  a  wiser  train. 
I  blame  not  those,  who  with  what  care  they  ean 
0*erwatch  the  numerous  and  unruly  dan  ; 
Or,  if  I  blame,  'tis  only  that  they  daare 
Promise  a  work,  of  which  they  must  deq»air. 
Have  ye,  ye  sage  intendants  of  the  whole» 
A  ubiquarian  presence  and  control, 
Elisha^s  eye,  that,  when  Gehazi  stray'd. 
Went  with  bnn,  and  saw  aU  the  game  he  play*d  ? 
Yes — je  are  conscious ;  and  on  afl  the  shelves 
Your  pupils  strike  upon,  have  struck  ycniisel?c8» 
Or  if,  by  nature  sober,  ye  had  thm. 
Boys  as  ye  were,  the  gravity  of  men ; 
Ye  knew  at  least,  by  constant  proofs  addiess'd 
To  ears  and  eyes,  the  vices  oi  the  rest. 
But  ye  connive  at  what  ye  cannot  cure. 
And  evils  not  to  be  endur'd,  endure. 
Lest  pow*r  exerted,  but  without  success. 
Should  make  the  little  ye  retain  stiU  le». 
Ye  once  were  justly  fam'd  for  bringing  iorAi 
Undoubted  scholarship  and  genuine  worth  i 
And  in  tlie  firmament  of  &me  still  shines  ^ 

A  glory,  bright  as  that  of  aU  the  s%ns. 
Of  poets  nds'd  l^  you,  and  statesmen,  and  diviiiei* 
Peace  to  them  all !  those  bnllient  times  are  fled. 
And  no  such  lights  are  kindling  in  their  stead. 
Our  striplings  shine  indeed,  but  with  such  rays. 
As  set  the  midnight  riot  in  a  blaze; 
And  seem,  if  judged  by  their  expressive  looks*. 
Deeper  in  mme  than  in  theii  surgems*  bo<^cs» 
Say  muse  (fyr,  eduoation  naade  the  80tig»     . 
No  muue  can  hesitate,  or  Ijnger  long),  ,  •.    r 
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Whftt  catises  mofe  us,  knoiviiig  as  we  must 
That  these  menageries  all  fiul  thdr  trust, 
To  send  our  sons  to  scout  aod  scamper  there. 
While  cohs  and  pup^es  cost  us  so  much  caxe  ? 

Be  it  a  weakness,  it  deserves  some  praise* 
We  love  the  playi^ace  of  our  early  days ; 
The  scene  is  touching,  and  the  heart  is  stone. 
That  feds  not  at  that  si^t,  and  feels  at  none. 
The  wall  on  which  we  tried  our  graving  skiU* 
The  very  name  we  carv'd  subsisdnff  still ; 
The  bench  on  which  we  sat  while  deep  employM, 
Tho*  mangled,  hack*d,  andhewM,  not  yet  destsoyM ) 
The  little  ones,  imbutton'd,  flawing  hot, 
Plaving  our  games,  and  on  me  very  spot ; 
As  nappv  as  we  once,  to  kned  and  draw 
The  cnal^  ring,  and  knuckle  down  at  taw ; 
To  pitch  the  bul  into  the  grounded  hat. 
Or  drive  it  devious  with  a  dext'zous  pat ; 
The  pleasing  spectacle  at  once  excites 
Such  recollection  of  our  own  delights. 
That,  viewing  it,  we  seem  almost  t'  obtain 
Our  innocent  sweet  simple  years  again. 
This  fond  attachment  to  the  wdl-bnown  place. 
Whence  first  we  started  into  life's  long  race, 
Maintains  its  hold  with  such  unfailing  sway. 
We  fed  it  e*en  in  age,  and  at  our  latest  day. 
Hark  !  how  the  sire  (k  (hits,  whose  future  share 
Of  dassic  food  begins  to  be  his  care. 
With  lus  own  likeness  idae'd  on  either  knee^ 
Indulges  all  a  fklher*s  heart-£dt  glee ; 
And  ^Bs  them,  as  he  strokes  their  silver  locks. 
That  they  must  soon  leam  Latm,  and  to  box ; 
Hien  taming  he  regales  lus  list*ning  wife 
With  an  th*  advoitures  of  his  earl^  life  $ 
His  skill  in  coachmanship,  or  drivmg  chaise. 
In  bilkmg  tavern  bills,  and  spouting  plays ; 
What  tibmg  he  us'd,  detected  in  a  scrape. 
How  he  was  flogg'd,  or  had  the  luck  t'  esome  $ 
What  simis  he  lost  at  play,  and  how  he  sold 
Watdi,  seals,  and  all-^tiU  all  his  pranks  aie  told* 
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Retndng  tfli*  hUfr^Hts  ('tis'li  nattie  '      **'     '  "^ 
That  palliates  dee&  of  folly  and  of  sha^e). 
He  gives  the  lood  Mas  all  its  sway  ; 
Resolves  that  irhere  he  play'd  his  sons  shiOr  play. 
And  destines  flidr  bright  genitis  to  ht  shown        ^ 
Just  in  the  scene  where  he  display^  Ws  own.  "^ 
The  meek  and  baahfal  boy  will  soon  be  tati^t,* 
To  be  as  bold  and  ibrward  as  he  ought ; 
The  rude  will  scuffle  throu^  with  ease  eddvsffi. 
Great  schools  suit  best  the  sturdy  and  tfie  tougbr 
Ah  happy  designation,  pradent  choice, 
Th*  event  is  sure;  expect  it;  and  rejrtce ! 
Soon  see  your  widi  fulfill'd  in  cMier  child. 
The  pert  made  perter,  and  the  tame  made  wild: ; 

The  great  indeed,  by  titles,  ridies,  birth, 
Excus'd  th*  encumbrance  of  more  «>Kd  wdri!h. 
Are  best  dispos'd  of  where  with  most  success 
They  may  acquire  that  confident  address. 
Those  hjiits  of  profuse  and  lewd  expense. 
That  scorn  of  all  delights  but  those  of  sense. 
Which,  though  in  plain  plebdans  we  condemn. 
With  so  mu<£  reason  all  expect  from  them. 
But  fioniHes  of  less  illustrious  feme. 
Whose  chief  distinction  is  their  spotless  na&ie. 
Whose  hens,  their  honours  nattei  Adr  Inoomc'B 
Must  shine  by  true  desert,  or  not  at  all; 
What  dream  tney  of,  that  with  so  Btfle  care  ' 
They  risk  their  hopes,  their  dearest  treasure,  {tuettf 
They  dream  of  litde  Charles  or  WflBatti  grac'd" 
With  wig  prolix,  down  flowing  to  his  waist ; 
They  see  ^'  attentive  crowds  his  talents  draw. 
They  hear  him  speak— the  oracle  of  law. 
The  fether,  who  designs  his  babe  a  priest. 
Dreams  hhn  episcop^y  such  at  least ; 
And,  while  the  playful  jockey  scours  file  room 
Briskly,  astride  upon  the  parlour  broum,  ^ 

In  fancy  sees  him  more  superbly  rifle  * 

In  coacn  with  purple  Iin*d,  and  ndtrca  oti  fts'sine» 
Events  impnribable  and  strange  as  these, 
Whidi  tmy  a  parental  eyd  fbresees, 
A  public  school  shall  bring  to  pass  with  ( 
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But  how  ?  reodes  such  virtue  in  that  air. 
At  mutt  create  an  appetke  for  TvajV  ? 
And  win  it  breathe  into  him  all  tlie  zeal. 
Thai  cwididatffl  for  sudi  a  prize  ahould  feel. 
To  take  the  lead  and  be  the  foremost  still 
In  all  true  worth  and  literary  skiU  ? 

*  Ah  bUnd  tD  bright  futurity,  untaught 

*  The  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  dull  of  thought  f 

*  Church-ladders  are  not  always  mounted  best 

*  jBhr  learned  clerks,  and  Ladnists  professed. 

*  'fn^  exalted  prize  demands  an  upward  look. 
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The  wretd)  shall  riie,  and  be  (be  tfa&ig  on  Biift 

Least  qualified  in  honofur,  leanung,  worth. 

To  occupy  a  sacred,  awful  post. 

In  which  the  best  and  worthiest  tremUe  mooL 

The  royo/ ll^Mfffi  are  a  thing  of  course, 

A  king,  that  would,  mig^  recommend  his  hone ; 

And  deans,  no  doidit,  and  chapters,  with  one  toice, 

As  bound  in  duty,  would  oon&m  the  dioice. 

Behold  your  bishop  1  weD  he  {days  hia  port. 

Christian  in  name«  and  infidd  in  heart. 

Ghostly  in  oflioe,  earthly  in  his  plan, 

A  dave  at  court,  ebewheie  a  lady's  man. 

Dumb  .as  a  senator,  and  as  a  priest 

A  jnece  of  mere  cfaurch-fumiture  at  best  ^ 

To  live  e8trang*d  from  God  his  total  scope. 

And  his  end  sure,  without  one  glimpse  of  hope. 

But  fair  idthoug^  and  feasible  it  seem. 

Depend  not  much  i^on  your  golden  dream  ; 

For  Providence,  that  seems  concem'd  tf  exempt 

The  hallow'd  bench  tram  absolute  contemjyt. 

In  spite  of  all  the  wrigglers  into  {dace, 

l^till  keeps  a  seat  or  two  fbr  worth  and  grace  ; 

And  therdbre  'tis,  ^lat,  though  the  si^t  be  rare. 

We  sometimes  see  a  Lowth  or  Bagot  &ere. 

Besides,  scfaooUfinendslups  are  not  abrays  ibnnd, 

Thou^  £ur  in  pomise,  permanent  and  sound ; 

The  most  disinterested  and  virtuous  minds. 

In  early  years  connected,  time  unbinds ; 

New  situations  give  a  different  east 

Of  habit,  inclination,  temper,  taste ; 

And  he,  that  seem'd  our  counterpart  at  first. 

Soon  shows  the  strons  similitude  reversed. 

Young  heads  are  giddy,  and  young  hearts  are  warm. 

And  make  mistakes  for  manhood  to  reform. 

BoTs  are  at  best  but  pretty  buds  unblown. 

Whose  scent  and  hues  are  rsdier  guessed  than  known  ^ 

Each  dreams  that  each  is  just  what  he  appears. 

But  leams  his  errour  hi  matnrer  years. 

When  diqwsilfon,  like  a  sail  unflnl'd. 

Shows  all  its  rtnts  and  patdies  10  (he  world:  ' 
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If,  tbmrfnD^  e*ai  wtwi  ]i(m«it  ia  dttipi, 
A  boyish  inrnMaprnt^y  so  soon  deolne, 
'Twere  wiser  sure  t*  inspire  a  liide  heut 
With  just  aUunsaice  of  so  mean  a  part. 
Than  set  your  aoa  to  work  at  a  idle  trade 
For  wages  so  unlikely  to  be  paid. 

Our  public  hives  df  puerile  xesort. 
That  are  of  chief  and  most  ^ppcov*d  vepart, 
To  such  base  hopes,  in  nuuiy  a  sordid  soul. 
Owe  their  rqnite  ia  part,  but  not  the  whele. 
A  principle,  whose  proud  preteMions  pass 
Unquestion*d,  though  the  jewel  be  but  g'^- 
That  with  a  world,  not  often  •ver-niee, 
Ranks  as  a  virtue,  and  ia  yet  a  vice ; 
Or  rather  a  gross  coonpound,  jusdy  tried. 
Of  envy,  ha^ed,  jealcmsy,  and  pndft^ 
Contributes  most  periu^  t'  cnhaaoB  their  fame; 
And  emulation  is  its  spedons  name^ 
Boys,  once  on  fire  with  that  contentkms  seal. 
Fed  an  the  n^^e,  that  Ibnale  rivals  £ael ; 
The  prize  of  beauty  in  a  woman's  em 
Kot  brig^btter  than  m  theos  the  scholar's  prtie. 
Hie  spirit  of  that  competition  bums 
With  aU  varieties  of  ills  by  tuns; 
Each  vainly  magnifies  his  own  suooess. 
Resents  his  fdlow's,  wishes  it  were  less, 
Exults  in  his  nuscaniage,  if  he  Ikil, 
Deems  his  reward  too  great,  if  he  prevay. 
And  labours  to  surpass  him  day  and  ni^. 
Less  for  improvement  than  to  tickle  ^nte. 
The  spur  is  pow'rM,  and  I  orant  its  fines; 
It  pricks  the  ^us  foarward  m  its  course. 
Allows  short  tune  for  play,  and  none  for  sloth ; 
And,  felt  alike  by  each,  advances  both ; 
But  judge,  where  so  much  evil  intervenes. 
The  end,  thou^  plausible,  not  worth  the  i 
Weigh,  for  a  moment,  datsical  desert 
Against  a  heart  depiav'd  and  tempeor  hint ; 
Hurt  too  perhaps  for  life;  for  eadv  wrong. 
Done  to  the  nobler  part,  aficcts  it  long ; 
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And  you  ai«clwudi  indeed  ift]6«RWig*fl.fmtiie« 
If  y«u  cm  oown  a  diecq>Une»  thai  diiiiV' 
Such  mwihirfe  after  it,  with  miAch  applauaew 

Gonaeadon  fonn'd  in  iat'nst,  and  endear'd 
By  selfish  viewi,  thus  censured  and  oaduer*d  ; 
And  emulatioB,  as  engiend^ring  hate. 
Doomed  to  a  no  lew  jgnomkiious  &te  s 
The  vrooB  of  foch  pnmd  seminaries  fiiQ, 
The  Jadiin  and  the  Boas  of  them  aU. 
Great  scfaods  lejected  tbea«  as  thoee  that  swell 
Beyond  a  sixe  that  can  be  manag'd  well* 
Shall  wpl  institiitiona  miss  the  bays. 
And  small  academies  win  all  the  pnise  ? 
Force  not  my  drift  beyond  its  just  intcnt» 
I  praise  a  school  as  Pope  a  govemmeat ; 
So  take  my  judgment  m  his  langiiige  dross^d, 
*  Whatever  is  best  administered  is  best.* 
Few  boys  are  bom  with  talents  that  czoeU 
But  all  are  capable  of  living  well  { 
Then  ask  not.  Whether  limited  or  laige  ? 
But,  Watch  they  strictly,  or  neglect  their  cfaaige? 
If  anxious  only,  that  their  boys  may  kam^ 
While  morals  languish,  a  de^Ms^d  oonoein. 
The  great  and  small  doKrve  one  oonunon  blames 
Different  in  size,  but  in  effect  the  same. 
Much  zeal  in  virtue's  cause  all  teachers  boast» 
Though  motives  of  mere  lucre  sway  the  most ; 
Therefore  in  towns  and  dties  they  ahoiind, 
For  there  the  game  they  se^  is  easiest  Sonjoad  ; 
Though  there,  in  spite  of  all  that  cave  can  do» 
Traps  to  catch  youth  are  most  abundant  toOi 
If  shrewd,  and  of  a  well  constructed  braia. 
Keen  in  pursuit,  and  vig*rou8  tp  letam, 
Yoitf  son  come  forth  a  prodigy  of  skill ; 
As,  wheresoever  taught,  so  formed,  he  will ; 
The  pedagogue,  wUh  self^complaeent  ajr. 
Claims  more  than  half  the  poise  as  his  4ue  ^haie. 
But  if,  with  all  his  genius,  he  beti^. 
Not  more  intelligent  than  kxwe  and  gay» 
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Threaten  hte  hkMtk^  Im  fofCme,  mai  hit  A«ne ; 
Though  traMKtf  dm  ye8lMrin«  •kmi  hftv»  hted 
The  8yi)q9C0ia»llMil you  Me  m'itii  to maeh  dnad  ; 
Unenyied  thoe^  be  rtmy  tuttaiii  alone 
The  whole  repioarii,  the  (kxA  wat  all  hit  own. 
.  O  'tb  a  siglit  to  be  wkh  joy  perut'd. 
By  all  whom  tentfancnl  hat  not  abated ; 
Kew-^ng^  tentiment,  the  boatCed  gnaoo 
Of  thMe  who  never  feel  in  Ibe  right  plaoc ; 
A  tight  turpatt'd  by  none  that  we  oon  dicm, 
'Though  Vettria  «b  (me  leg  atill  thine  bdow ; 
A  fiither  blest  wkh  an  kigenuont  ton. 
Father,  and  fiiend,  and  tutor,  all  in  one. 
How ! — turn  again  to  tales  long  tince  fbigot, 
^top,  and  Phodnis,  and  the  rest  f—Wky  not  ? 
He  will  not  Unih,  that  hat  a  fkther'a  heart. 
To  take  in  ddldith  {days  a  dnldiidi  part; 
But  bendt  hit  sturdy  bttck  to  any  toy. 
That  youth  talcet  jdeatore  in,  to  pleate  fait  boy ; 
Then  why  ie«gn  mto  a  ttranger't  hand 
A  task  at  much  witlnn  your  own  command. 
That  God  and  nature,  imd  your  int'rett  too. 
Seem  widi  one  voice  to  delegate  to  3ron  ? 
Why  hire  a  lodging  in  a  honte  unlaiown 
For  one  whose  tend*rest  thoughtt  idl  hover  round 

your  own? 
Thit  tecond  weakdng,  needlett  at  it  it, 
How  does  it  lacerate  both  your  heart  and  hit ! 
Th'  indebted  stick,  that  lotet  day  by  day 
Notch  after  notch,  tall  all  are  smoothed  away* 
Bears  witnets,  long  ere  hit  dismitsion  oome. 
With  ^hat  incente  desire  he  wantt  hit  home. 
But  though  the  joyt  ha  ho^  beneath  your  roof 
Bid  fiur  enough  to  answer  m  the  pioof. 
Harmless,  and  «a£B,  and  nat'ral*  as  they  are, 
A  ^liMppomtment  waits  him  even  there : 
ArrivM,  he  feete  an  unei^iected  diange. 
He  blushes,  httigs  hit  head,  is  shy  and  stmnge, 

2c2 
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No  longer  taket»  as  coot,  -with  (ImIiw  cmc^ 

His  fitT'nte  stand  between  hk  fttlier'B  kneetk 

But  seeks  the  comer  of  sain»  distant  sest. 

And  cjes  the  door,  and  watches  a  retreat. 

And,  least  familiar  where  he  shouU  be  most. 

Feds  all  his  happiest  privfleges  lost 

Alas,  poor  boy  L-die  natuial  eflfeet 

Of  loYe  by  absence  chill*d  into  leqiect. 

Say,  what  aoeomplishments,  at  sdMol  ao^piir'dy 

Brings  he,  to  sweeten  fruits  so  undesit^d  ? 

Thou  well  deser^'st  an  idienated  son. 

Unless  thy  oonsdons  heaic  acknowledge— Aone ; 

None  that,  in  thy  domestic  snug  recess. 

He  had  not  made  his'  own  with  more  address. 

Though  some  perhaps,  that  shock  thy  feeling  mind;^ 

And  better  never  leam*d,  or  left  behind. 

Add  too,  ihat,  thus  estnmg^,  thou  ^anst  xibUatk 

By  no  kind  arts  his  confidence  again ; 

Tnat  here  begins  with  most  that  long  comphdnt 

Of  filial  franlmess  lost,  and  love  grown  feint. 

Which,  oft  n^eoted,  in  lifb's  waning  years 

A  parent  pouis  into  regardless  ears. 

Like  caterpillars,  dangling  under  trees 
By  slender  threads,  and  swmging  in  the  breeze. 
Which  filthfl^  bewray  and  sore  di^mce 
The  boughs  m  whidi  are  bred  th*  unseemly  race  f 
While  ev*ry  wonn  industriously  weaves 
And  winds  his  web  about  the  -rivell*d  leaves ; 
So  nimi'rous  are  the  follies,  that  araioy 
The  mind  and  heart  of  cv'ry  sprigjitly  boy ; 
Imaginations  noxious  and  perverse, 
Wh^  admonition  can  alone  disperse. 
Th'  encroaching  nuisance  asks  a  faithftil  hand. 
Patient,  affectionate,  of  high  command, 
To  check  the  procreation  m  a  breed 
Sure  to  exhaust  the  plant  on  whidi  dley  feed. 
*Tis  not  enough,  that  Greek  or  Roman  page. 
At  stated  hours,  his  f^eaki^  thoughts  etlgage  ; 
E'en  in  his  pastimes  he  requires  a  friend. 
To  warn,  and  teach  him  siifely  to  unbend ; 


d  by  Google 


REVI8W  t>P  8CHOOLB.  408 

0*er  an  bit  jIwmhim  ynliy  to  pmidet 

Watch  bk  emo«kmi»  and  coDtvol  thm  tide; 

And  levying  tlMU»  Mid  with  aa  eaij  sway, 

A  tax  of  piofit  from  hifl  very  plagr* 

T*  impress  a  valuer  not  to  be  cns^d. 

On  moments  squaDder'd  else,and  nmning  aU  to  waste. 

And  seems  it  nothing  in  a  fiither*s  ^e. 

That  unimprorM  those  many  moments  fly  ? 

And  i»  he  weU  oonlent  his  son  dioold  find 

Ko  nourishment  to  feed  his  growing  mind 

But  conjugated  verbs,  and  nouns  declined  ? 

For  such  is  aU.  the  mental  food  purveyed 

By  public  hackneys  in  the  schooling  trade ; 

Who  feed  a  pupil's  intellect  with  storo 

Of  syntax,  tnily»  but  with  little  more ; 

Dismiss  their  cares,  when  they  dianiss  dieir  flock* 

Machines  themselves,  and  governed  by  a  dock. 

PerfaaDs  a  father,  blest  with  any  brains, 

Woulq  deem  it  no  abuse,  or  waste  of  pains, 

T*  improve  this  diet,  at  no  great  expense, 

Widi  sav*ry  truth  and  wholesome  common  sense ; 

To  lead  his  son,  for  mospeeta  of  delight. 

To  some  not  steep,  mough  philosopUc  height. 

Thence  to  exhibit  to  his  wondering  ^es 

Yon  drding  worlds,  their  distance,  and  their  size ; 

The  moons  of  Jove,  and  Satum*s  belted  ball. 

And  the  harmonious  order  of  them  all ; 

To  show  him  in  an  insect,  or  a  flower. 

Such  microscopic  luroofs  of  skill  and  fwwV, 
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Whose  finr  ennnleiniy  at  oDe»  impire 

A  wuh  to  eapf  imat  he  mtiit  adnmm* 

Sodi  Imomkdgt  ffitk^d  iMliiMs,  aad  whidi  f^ipess^ 

Thoo^  aoIkU  not  loo  weigii^  ftr  Ids  y««s. 

Sweet  in  knlf,  and  not  Ibrlnddlttg  iport, 

Whca  heildi  danandi  it,  of  atidecieeort. 

Would  makefaim— vluit  some  lovdy  boys  hsve  been. 

And  more  than  one  periiape  diat  I  nave  aosn 

An  evidenee  and  wyrolwfisiop  boui 

Of  the  meie  sdioolboy's  lean  and  tardy  gramrtlk 

Alt  thou  a  man  mfessioiuiBy  tkd. 
With  all  thj  heeima  dsewhete  applied. 
Too  busy  to  intend  a  meaner  eare. 
Than  how  t*  enridi  thysdf,  and  next  Ihine  heir; 
Or  art  thou  (as  though  rich,  perhaps  liioa  art) 
But  poor  in  knowle^e,  having  none  t*  impaM  ^^ 
Bdiold  that  figure,  nei^  though  plainly  dad ; 
His  sprightly  mingled  with  a  diaae  of  sad ; 
Not  of  a  nimble  tongue,  though  now  and  tlien 
Heard  to  articulate  See  other  men ; 
No  jester,  and  yet  lively  in  ^scourse. 
His  phrase  wdl  chosen,  dear,  and  ftdl  of  ihree; 
And  his  address,  if  not  quite  Frendi  in  ease. 
Not  En^ish  stiff,  but  fWmk,  and  fonn*d  to  please ; 
Low  in  the  world,  because  he  scorns  its  aits ; 
A  man  of  letters,  manners,  morals,  parts  ; 
Unpatn)niz*d,  and  therefore  Httle  known  ; 
Wise  for  himiBdf  and  Ins  fow  friends  alone — 
In  him  thy  well-appointed  proxy  see, 
Arm*d  for  a  work  too  difficult  for  thee ; 
Pr^ar*d  by  taste,  by  learning,  and  true  wor^. 
To  form  thy  son,  to  strike  his  genius  forth ; 
Beneath  thy  roof,  beneath  thine  eye,  to  otovc 
The  force  o(  discipline,  when  back*d  by  lOve ; 
To  double  all  thy  pleasure  in  thy  child. 
His  mind  informed,  his  morals  undefil*d. 
Safe  imder  such  a  wing,  the  boy  shall  show 
No  spots  contracted  among  grooms  bdow. 
Nor  taint  his  speedi  with  meannesses,  dcsignM 
By  footman  Tom  for  witty  and  rctinU 
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There,  in  hi*  ommnew  mih  the  UT*iied  hcfd» 
Lurks  the  contagion  chiefly  to  be  fear*d  ; 
For  since  (so  miioa  dictates)  all,  who  daim 
A  }ngfia  than  » taen  plebeian  £une. 
Find  it  expedient,  come  what  mitchief  may. 
To  entertam  a  thief  or  two  in  pay 
(And  th^  that  can  a£S>zd  th*  expense  of  more, 
Some  half  a  docen,  and  some  half  a  score). 
Great  cause  occurs,  to  save  him  itom  a  band 
So  sure  to  spoil  him,  and  so  near  at  hand ; 
A  point  secured,  if  ooce  he  be  supplied 
With  some  sudi  Mentor  always  at  his  side. 
Are  such  men  rare  ?  perh^  they  would  abound. 
Were  oonqwtioD  easier  to  be  found. 
Were  education,  else  so  sure  to  fiul» 
Conducted  on  a  manageable  scale. 
And  schoob,  that  have  outliv'd  all  just  esteem. 
Exchanged  for  the  secure  domestic  scheme- 
But,  having  found  him,  be  thou  duke  or  earl, 
3how  thou  hast  sense  enough  to  prize  the  pearl. 
And,  as  thou  wouldst  th'  advancement  of  thine  heit 
In  all  good  foonlties  beneath  his  care. 
Respect,  as  is  but  rational  and  just, 
A  man  deem*d  worthy  of  so  dear  a  trust 
Despis*d  In^  thee,  what  more  can  he  expect 
From  youthful  folly  than  the  same  neg^; 
A  flat  and  fotal  negative  obtains 
That  instant  upon  all  his  future  pains ; 
His  lessons  tire,  his  mild  rebukes  offend. 
And  all  th*  instructions  of  thy  8on*s  best  firiend 
Are  a  stream  chok'd,  or  tridding  to  no  end. 
Doom  him  not  then  to  solitary  meals ; 
But  recollect  that  he  has  sense,  and  feels  ; 
And  that,  possessor  of  a  soul  refin*d. 
An  upri^t  heart,  and  cultivated  mind. 
His  post  not  mean,  his  talents  not  unknown. 
He  deems  it  hard  to  vegetate  alone. 
And,  if  admitted  at  thy  board  he  sit. 
Account  him  no  Just  mark  for  idle  wit ; 
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Offend  not  him,  whom  modestf  nttadnt 
From  repartee,  with  jokes  that  he  disdaiiis ; 
Much  less  transfix  hu  feelings  with  an  oath  ; 
Nor  firown,  unless  he  vanish  wiih  the  dotfai— 
And,  trust  me,  his  utili^  may  reach 
To  more  than  he  is  hir^d  or  bound  to  tea<^ ; 
Much  trash  unutterM,  and  some  ills  undane. 
Throng  reverence  of  the  censor  of  thy  mi. 

But,  if  thy  table  be  indeed  undeaoi, 
Foul  with  excess,  and  with  discourse  obflomt. 
And  thou  a  wretch,  whom,  foU'wing  her  old  p1aB» 
The  world  accounts  an  honourable  man. 
Because  forsootti  thy  courage  has  been  tried* 
And  stood  the  test  peifaaps,  on  the  wrong  ode  ; 
Though  thou  hadst  nerer  grace  eoou^  to  prove 
That  any  thing  but  vice  cmild  win  thy  knro  i-. 
Or  hast  thou  a  polite,  eard-jdaying  wui* 
Chained  to  the  routs  that  she  frequents  for  life  ( 
Who,  just  when  industry  begins  to  snore. 
Flies,  wing*d  with  joy,  to  some  coach-oowdod  diart 
And  ^uice  in  ev*ry  wmter  throngs  thine  own 
With  half  the  chanots  and  sedan*  in  town, 
Th3rsdf  meanwhile  e*en  shifting  as  thou  naayst; 
Not  ver^  sober  though,  nor  very  chaste  ; 
Or  is  thme  house,  ihoug^  kss  superb  tl^  nnk. 
If  not  a  scene  of  pleasure,  a  mere  Uaniky 
And  thou  at  best,  and  in  thv  sob'rest  mood, 
A  trifler  vain,  and  emply  of  all  good ; 
Though  mercy  for  thysm  thou  canst  have  none* 
Hear  nature  plead,  show  mercy  to  thy  son* 
SavM  from  his  home,  where  ev*ry  day  brings  ivtli 
Some  mischief  £&ta]  to  his  future  worth. 
Find  him  a  better  in  a  distant  spot. 
Within  some  pious  paetor*s  humble  cot. 
Where  vile  example  (yours  I  chiefly  mean. 
The  most  seducing,  and  the  oft*nest  seen) 
May  never  more  be  stamped  upon  his  breast. 
Not  yet  perhaps  incurabfy  impressed. 
Where  early  rest  makes  early  xisiqg  ware^ 
Disease  or  comes  not»  or  finds  easy  cure. 
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Prerented  modi  by  diet  neat  and  plain ; 

Or,  if  it  enter,  soon  8tary*d  out  again : 

Where  all  th*  attention  o(  his  faithful  host. 

Discreetly  limited  to  two  at  most. 

May  raise  such  fruits  as  shall  reward  his  care. 

And  not  at  last  evaporate  in  air : 

Where,  stillness  ai<nn^  study,  and  his  mind 

Serene,  and  to  Mb  duties  much  inclined. 

Not  occupied  in  day-dreams,  as  at  home. 

Of  plrasures  past,  or  follies  yet  to  come. 

His  virtuous  toil  may  tenninate  at  last 

In  settled  habit  and  decided  taste. — 

But  whom  do  I  advise  ?  the  &shion-Ied, 

Th'  incorrigibly  wrong,  the  deaf,  the  dead. 

Whom  care  and  cod  deliberation  suit 

Not  better  much  than  spectacles  a  brute ; 

Who,  if  their  sons  some  slight  tuition  share. 

Deem  it  of  no  great  moment  whose,  or  where ; 

Too  proud  t*  adopt  the  thoug;hts  of  one  unknown. 

And  much  too  gay  t'  have  any  of  their  own. 

But  courage,  man  !  methought  the  muse  replied. 

Mankind  are  various,  and  the  world  is  wide : 

The  ostridi,  siUiest  of  the  feathered  kind. 

And  formed  of  God  without  a  parenf  s  mind. 

Commits  her  egss  incautious  to  the  dust, 

Foreetful  that  me  foot  may  crush  the  trust ; 

And,  while  on  public  nursMes  they  rely. 

Not  knowing,  and  too  oft  not  caring,  why. 

Irrational  in  what  they  thus  prefer, 

No  few,  that  would  seem  wise,  resemble  her. 

B«t  aU  are  not  alike.    Thy  warning  voice 

May  here  and  there  prevent  erroneous  choice ; 

And  some,  perhaps,  who,  busy  as  they  are. 

Yet  make  their  progeny  dieir  dearest  care 

(Whose  hearts  will  ache,  once  tdd  what  ills  may  reach 

Their  ofispring,  left  upon  so  wild  a  beach), 

WiU  need  no  stress  of  argument  t*  enforce 

Th*  expedience  of  a  less  adventurous  course : 

The  rest  will  sli^t  thy  counsel,  or  condemn ; 

But  they  have  human  feelings,  turn  to  thenu 
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To  you  tfaea,  tenants  of  ]lf«Psmi(ldleslates»   - 
Securdy  plac'd  between  the  onall  and.giM** 
Whose  chazacter,  yet  iindebaucii*d,  letaina 
Two  thirds  of  all  ue  virtue  that  icmaiaau 
Who,  wise  younelves,  desire  your  son  tbrndd  leam 
Your  wisdom  and  your  ways^l-to  yott  1  turn. 
Look  round  you  on  a  world  penr^idy  blind  ; 
See  what  contemnt  is  fall'n  on  humankind  $ 
See  wealth  abus*d,  and  dignities  misplaced* 
Great  titles,  offices,  and  trusts  di^mc^ 
Lon^  lines  of  ancestiy,  renown'd  of  old* 
Their  noble  qualities  all  quendi*d  and  cold  ; 
See  Bedlam's  doseU^  ana  hand-cuff'd  cfaaige  * 
Surpass'd  in  frenzy  by  the  mad  at  Iwge; 
See  great  commanders  making  war  a  ttadr,  '  > 
Great  lawyers,  lawyers  widiout  study  nade  ; 
Churdimen,  in  whose  esteem  ihtai  best  em^oy 
Is  odious,  and  their  wages  all  their  joy. 
Who,  far  enough  fi^nn  fiunishii^  their  sbel^Bs 
With  Gospel  lore,  turn  infideb  ihemsdraB  ; 
See  womimhood  despis*d,  and  manhood  duan'd 
With  infamy  too  nauseous  to  be  nam'd^ 
Fops  at  all  comers,  ladyUke  in  raien*  ' 

Civetted  fellows,  smelt  eve  <hey  aie  seenv  ' 

Else  coarse  and  rode  in  manners,  and  tfaeir  Imgnr' 
On  fire  with  curses,  and  with  nonsmse  liungv   - 
Now  flushed  with  drunkenness,  now-witfa  irlnMetoii' 

pale, 
Their  breath  a  sample  of  last  nights  regale  ; 
See  Ydunteers  in  all  the  vilest-arts,  ' 

Men  well  endowM,  of  honourable  parts. 
Designed  by  Nature  wise,  but  odf-oaade-ftolt ;  ' 
All  mese,  and  more  like  diese,  were  fared  «t  vohodlsv 
And  if  it  chance,  as  sometimes  ehance  it*  will,       '  ' 
That  though  scfaod-bred,  the  bogrbe  virtuous  ^ttill; 
Such  rare  exoq>tion8,  diining  in  tlie  ditifct 
Prove,  rather  ttian impeadi,  <)»  jastiematk » 
As  here  and  there  a  twinUii^  star  dcsbEUd 
Serves  but  to  show  how  black  is  idl  beside.  *     ■' 
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Now iMkiMi^hffaa,  whdse  ^nry  rmce  in  tone 
JttflC  eAom iMae,  wlMBe  features  are  thine  own, 
And  tticlw  hit  p^^'d  dietk  of  purest  red. 
And  lay  livBc  iwid  npon  his  flaxen  head, 
And  sa^y  My  bey*  tfa*  murdcome  hour  is  come. 
When  tfaaUy  tsansplaBied  from  thy  genial  home. 
Must  find  a  oslder  soil  and  bleaker  air, 
And  tmrt  in  wtAftf  t»  a  stranger's  care ; 
What  choaclsr,  what  turn  thou  wilt  assume 
From  copstsatconygiBB  with  I  know  not  whom ; 
Who  there  will  cowt  thy  friendship,  with  what  yiewst 
And,  aitlsas  as  thou  art,  whom  thou  wilt  choose ; 
Though 'OMcfa  dnends  on  what  thy  choice  shall  bci 
Is  all  cfaancevMdtsy,  and  unknown  to  me. 
Canst  tfaov,  the  tear  just  trembling  on  thy  iids. 
And  while  the  diaadful  risk  foreseen  forbids. 
Free  too,  and  under  no  constraining  force. 
Unless  the  vmaitmBtoai  wsrp  thy  course ; 
Lay  sothf »  stsw  upon  the  losine  side, 
Meiely  tograiilT  so  Uind  a  guide  ? 
Thou  canst  not  I  Nature*  pulhng  at  thine  heart. 
Condemns  th*  unfatherhr,  th*  imprudent  part 
Thou  wouldst  not,  deaf  to  Nature's  tend'rest  plea, 
Tum  him  adaft  upon  a  roUing  sea, 
Narpay,  Go  tftUhert  eonseious  that  (toe  lay 
A  broo4  cf  asps,  or  «piidcsands  in  his  way ; 
laieAitonly  ^ovem'd  hj  the  self-same  rate 
Of  nat'ral  pity,  send  hnn  not  to  schod. 
No    gUiiTi  him  better.    Is  he  not  thine  own. 
Thyself  in  miniature,  thy  flesh,  thy  bone  ? 
And  hop'st  thou  not  Ctis  ev'ry  father's  hope) 
That,  smes  thy  stnngth  must  with  thy  years  elope, 
A^  ihou  wilt  need  some  comfort,  to  assui^ 
Health's  last  fazewell, «  staff  of  thine  old  age, 
lluft  theui  in  reooinpcnse  of  aU  thy  cares. 
Thy  child  shaU  show  respect  to  thy  gray  hairs, 
Befriend  tbasi  «f  aU  other  friends  bereft. 
And  give  Ihy  U£t  iuvaty  endial  left ? 
Aware  then  howiltach  tagerinterTsncs, 
To  eompass  that  good  end,  forecast  the  means. 

2  M 
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His  heart,  now  ptMhn,  yidds  to  diy  mmmmfl ; 
Secure  it  tfaine,  its  key  it  in  dune  Mmd. 
If  thou  desert  &y  chuge,  and  tfnour  it  wide. 
Nor  heed  what  gnesti  &ere  enter  and  abide, 
Com|dain  not  ifattadiments  lewd  and  bve 
Supplant  thee  in  it,  and  usurp  tfaj  place. 
But,  if  thou  guaid  its  secret  oinDdKis  sure 
From  vicious  inwiates,  and  ddig^ts  impure. 
Either  his  gratitude  shall  hold  him  ftst. 
And  keep  him  warm  and  filial  to  the  Jut ; 
Or,  if  he  prove  unkind  (as  who  can  say 
But,  being  man,  and  dierefore  ftail,  he  mmtf  T) 
One  comfort  yet  wtaSk  cheer  tfaine  aged  heart. 
However  he  slight  thee,  thou  hast  done  thy  part 

Oh,  baib*rous  I  wouldst  thou  with  a  Gothic  haul 
PuU  down  die  sdiods-— what ! — all  the  schools  ¥  th* 

land; 
Or  throw  them  up  to  liv*ry-nag8  and  groami,  , 
Or  turn  them  into  shops  and  auotiononwms  ?— 
A  captious  question,  A  (and  yours  is  one). 
Deserves  an  answer  similar,  or  none. 
Wouldst  diou,  possessor  of  a  flock,  emptoy 
(Araris'd  that  he  is  sudi)  a  careless  boy. 
And  feed  him  wsU,  and  give  him  handsome  pay. 
Merely  to  deep,  and  let  ditm  run  astray  ? 
Suryejr  our  schools  and  colleges,  and  see 
A  sight  not  much  unlike  my  simil*. 
From  education,  as  die  lea&ig  eauio. 
The  public  character  its  colour  drmrs ; 
Thence  the  prevailing  mannen  take  iiat  cast. 
Extravagant  or  sober,  loose  or  diasta 
And  though  I  would  not  advertise  them  yet. 
Nor  write  on  each— 7%t#  buUding  tohekt. 
Unless  the  world  were  all  prepared  t*  eml^race 
A  plan  well  worthy  to  supply  thdr  place ; 
Yet,  backward  as  mey  are,  aiod  lona  imtm  been. 
To  cultivate  and  keep  the  month  tum^ 
(Forgive  the  crime)  I  wish  Atts,  1 1  _ 
Or  better  manag'd,  or  enMUx«c^  lesSi 
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Come,  ponder  wdl,  for  'tis  no  jest. 
To  laugh  it  would  be  wrong. 

The  troubles  of  a  worthy  priest, 
mie  boiden  of  my  song. 

This  priest  he  merry  if  and  blithe 

Three  quarters  of  a  year. 
But  oh !  rt  cuts  hhn  like  a  scythe. 

When  tithing  time  dwwi  tieai* 

He  tiwA  »  Ml  of  frights  and  fears, 

As  one  at  point  to  die. 
And  long  befioe  the  day  ajmeais 

He  heaves  up  many  a  sigh. 

For  then  the  farmers  come  jog,  jog, 

Along  .the  miry  road, 
Each  heart  as  heavy  as  a  log. 

To  make  their  payments  good. 

In  sooth,  ^e  sorrow  of  such  days 

Is  not  to  be  expressed. 
When  he  that  takes  and  he  that  pays 

Axe  both  alike  distressU 

Kow  aU  unwelcome  at  his  gates 
The  clumsy  swains  ahg^t. 

With  rueful  &ces  and  bald  pates  ■  ■ 
He  trembles  at  the  sigpM. 

And  vefl.  he  may,  lor  weQ  he  knows 
Each  bumpkin  of  the  dan, 

Intad  of  paying  what  he  uw<^. 
Win  chefit  him  if  he  can. 
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So  in  they  otme-^^adb  dnfaes  bu  legt 

And  fluigg  bit  head  bcfaeA, 
And  look?  as  if  he  came  to  beg^ 

And  not  to  qfuit  afooore. 

*  And  how  does  ooiss  and  madam  do» 

*  The  little  boy  and  all  ?* 

«  An  ti^t  and  weBL    And  how  do  you, 
«  Good  Mr  What-d'ye-call  ?* 

The  dinner  comes,  and  down  they  sit : 

Were  e'er  sudi  hungry  folk  ? 
There^s  little  talking,  and  no  wit ; 

It  is  no  time  to  jfikt. 

One  wipes  his  nose  upon  bis  sleeve. 

One  spits  upon  the  floor. 
Yet,  not  to  give  offence  or  grieve. 

Holds  up  the  doth  before. 

The  punch  goes  round,  and  ^y  ave  dull 

And  lumpish  still  as  eva ; 
Like  barrels  with  their  bellies  fuH, 

They  only  weigh  the  henvier. 

At  length  the  busy  time  begins. 

*  Come,  neighbours,  we  must  wag—* 
The  money  chmks,  down  drop  their  chins> 

Each  lugging  out  his  bag. 

One  talks  of  mfldew  and  of  frost. 

And  one  of  storms  of  hail. 
And  one  of  pigs,  that  he  has  lost 

By  maggots  at  the  taiL 

Quoth  one,  '  A  rarer  man  than  yoa 

*  In  pulpit  none  shall  hear : 

*  But  yet,  metfainks,  to  tell  you  true,. 

*  You  sell  it  plaguy  dear.* 

O  why  are  farmers  made  so  coarse. 

Or  clergy  made  so  fine  ? 
A  kick,  that  scarce  would  move  a  horse. 

May  kill  a  sound  divine. 


d  by  Google 


41t 

Thea  kl  tii#  Inobim  Hmr  8t  kome  ^ 
Twottld  ooitliim,  I  aan  wf^ 

Less  trouhk  (iJdiig  tnpict  the  bibb, 
Without  tht  domu  tfaM  p«jr* 


SONNET 

▲DDES88ED  TO  HEKBT  COWPSB,  ESQ. 

on  tato  Mivliatlal  aad  intanrtfav  ddlvHi  of  Os  Ddboe*  of  WaiMB 

Hattingi,  Eiq.  in  the  HooMof  Loid*. 

CowPER,  whose  sUver  voioe,  tasked  somedmes  hard. 

Legends  prolix  delivers  in  the  ears 

(Attentive  when  tboa  read*8t)  of  England*!  peers. 
Let  verse  at  length  jidd  thee  thy  just  reward. 

Thoa  wast  not  heard  with  drowsy  disregard. 
Expending  late  on  aU  that  length  of  plea 
Thy  gen^NDuS  pow*r8 ;  but  silence  honourM  thee. 

Mute  as  e'er  gazM  on  orator  or  bard. 

Thou  art  not  voice  alone,  but  hast  beside 

Both  heart  and  head;  and  oouldst  with  music 
sweet 
Of  Attio  phrase  and  senatorial  tone. 
Like  thy  renowned  fore&thers,  far  and  wide 
niy  fame  diffuse,  prais'd  not  fbr  utt'rance  meet 
Of  o^^j*  ipcedi,  but  magie  of  %  own. 


LINKS 

▲DOKESSED  TO  DA  DABWIK, 

A«tkar  of  •  TlM  Botanl*  Otrtat.* 

Two  Poets*  (poets,  by  report. 

Not  oft  so  wen  aipee). 
Sweet  Harmonist  of  Flora's  court ! 

Ck>n^pire  to  honour  Theeu 

to  tlM  powi  ^  Mr  Hiqrlif » irbkb  tccomptftM  th< 
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They  baitm,  jii^«  poti»,motA^ 
Who  oft  thcmsdKres  baie  InMWk 

The  pangs  of  a  poetic  biitli 
By  laboon  of  theif  owiu. 

We  therefore  pleas'd  extol  tby  song, 
Though  various  yet  complete. 

Rich  in  embellishment  as  strong. 
And  learned  as  *tis  sweet 

No  envy  mingles  with  our  praise, 
Thouj^,  omild  oar  hearts  iqdae 

At  any  poet*8  happier  lajrs. 
They  woa]d--tliey  must  at  tlmiek 

But  we,  in  mutual  bondage  knit 

Of  friendship's  closest  tie. 
Can  ^ze  on  ev^  Darwin's  wit 

With  an  unjaundic'd  eye ; 

And  deem  the  Bard,  whoe'er  he  be. 

And  howsoever  known. 
Who  would  not  twine  a  wreath  for  Thee^ 

Unworthy  of  his  own. 


MRS  MONTAGU'S  FEATHER* 
HANGINGS. 

The  birds  put  ofllieir  ev*iy  hue. 
To  dress  a  room  for  Montagu. 

The  Peacodc  sends  his  heav^y  dyes. 
His  rainbows  and  his  itarry  eyes  ; 
The  Pheasant  plumes,  which  round  infokl 
His  mantling  neck  with  downy  gold  $ 
The  Cock  his  ardi'd  tail's  azure  show ; 
And,  river-blaneh'd,  the  Swan  \as  snow« 
All  tribes  beside  dt  Indian  name. 
That  glossy  shhie,  or  vivid  ftune^ 
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Where  ritai  wndi  where  sets  the  dajr. 
Whatever  ifacy  boast  of  ridi  and  gay, 
Contribute  to  the  gorgeous  plan. 
Proud  to  advance  it  tdl  they  can. 
This  plumage  neither  dashing  show*r, 
Nor  bUists,  that  shake  the  dnpping  bow*r. 
Shall  drench  a^ain  or  discompose. 
But*  8creen*d  from  ev*iy  storm  that  blows. 
It  boasts  a  splendour  ever  new. 
Safe  widi  protecting  Montagu. 

To  the  same  patroness  resort. 
Secure  of  favour  at  her  court. 
Strong  Genius,  finm  whose  foige  of  thought 
Forms  rise,  to  quick  perfection  wrought. 
Which,  though  new  bom,  with  vigour  move. 
Like  Pallas  springing  aim*d  from  Jove- 
Imagination  scatt  ring  round 
Wild  roses  over  furrow*d  ground. 
Which  Labour  of  his  ficown  beguile. 
And  teach  Philosophy  a  smile-- > 
Wit  flashing  on  Religion's  side. 
Whose  fires,  to  sacred  Truth  applied. 
The  gem,  though  luminous  before. 
Obtrudes  on  human  notice  more, 
Like  sunbeams  on  the  golden  height 
Of  some  tall  temple  playing  bright— 
Well-tutor*d  Learning,  from  his  books 
DidmdssM  with  grave,  not  haughty,  looks* 
Their  Order  on  his  shelves  exact. 
Not  more  harmonious  or  compact 
Than  that,  to  which  he  keeps  confined 
The  various  treasures  of  his  mind — 
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She  thus  maintAins  divided  sway 
With  yon  bri^t  regent  of  the  day  ; 
The  plume  and  ]^t  both,  we  knQW> 
Their  lustre  to  his  influence  owe ; 
And  she  the  works  of  Phoebus  aiding. 
Both  poet  saves  and  plume  ^m  fading. 


VERSES 

tupHOMd  to  be  wttum  hj  Alesander  SclUik,  dnrfa^  bis  a 
abod*  Jn  tto  klaad  ef  4ua  Fcsnandts. 


I  AM  monarch  of  aU  I  survey. 
My  right  there  is  none  to  dispute ; 

From  the  centre  all  round  to  th«  tea* 
I  am  lord  of  the  £awl  and  the  brate>> 

0  Solitude  !  where  are  the  charms 
That  sages  have  seen  in  thy  &ce  ? 

Better  dwell  in  the  midst  of  alarms* 
Than  reign  in  this  horrible  plaoei. 

1  am  out  of  humanity's  reach, 

I  must  finish  my  journey  alone. 
Never  hear  the  sweet  music  of  qpc«ch» 

I  start  at  tiie  sound  of  my  own. 
The  beasts,  that  roam  over  the  plaint 

My  form  with  ind^erence  see ; 
Th^  are  so  unacquainted  with  man, 

Tlieir  tameness  is  shocking  to  me. 

Society,  friendship,  and  love, 

Divinely  bestow'd  \ipOA  man, 
O,  had  I  the  wings  of  a  dove. 

How  soon  would  I  taste  you  again ! 
My  sorrows  I  then  mi^ht  assuage 

In  the  ways  of  religion  and  truth. 
Might  learn  £rom  the  wisdom  of  age. 

And  be  checr*d  by  the  saUica  (tf  youth. 
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Religion  !  what  treasure  untold 

Resides  in  that  heavenly  word  I 
More  predous  than  silver  and  gold> 

Or  all  that  this  earth  can  aflSrd. 
But  the  sound  of  the  church-going  bell 

These  valleys  and  rocks  never  heard. 
Never  si^'d  at  the  sound  of  a  knell. 

Or  snul'd  when  a  sabbath  appearU 

Ye  winds,  that  have  made  me  your  sport. 

Convey  to  this  desolate  shore 
Some  cordial  endearing  report 

Of  a  land  I  shall  visit  no  more. 
My  friends,  do  they  now  and  thea  send 

A  wish  or  a  thoi^^t  after  me  ? 
O  tell  me  I  yet  have  a  ftiend, 

Though  a  friend  I  am  never  to  aee. 
How  fleet  is  a  glance  of  the  mind ! 

Compared  with  the  speed  of  its  flight. 
The  tempest  itself  lags  behmd, 

And  the  swift-winged  arrows  of  light 
When  I  think  of  my  own  native  land. 

In  a  moment  I  seem  to  be  there ; 
But  alas!  recollection  at  hand 

Soon  hurries  me  back  to  despair. 
But  the  seafowl  is  gone  to  her  nest. 

The  beast  is  laid  down  in  his  lair ; 
Even  here  is  a  season  of  rest. 
And  I  to  my  cabin  repair. 
There's  mercy  in  every  place. 

And  mercy,  encouraging  thought ! 
Gives  even  affliction  a  grace. 
And  rectmcdea  mm  to  hit  lot. 
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Oir  THE  PROMOTIOK  OF 

EDWARD  THURLOW,  Esq. 

TO  THB 
LOED  HIGH  CHAKCELLOS8HIP  OF  EKOLAKD 

RovKD  Thi2dafr*B  head  in  eady  youth. 

And  In  his  sportive  days. 
Fair  Science  pour'd  the  Hg^t  of  trutii. 

And  Genius  shed  his  lays. 

Seel  with  united  wonder  cried 

Th*  expcrienc'd  and  the  sage^ 
Ambition  in  a  boy  siq>plied 

With  all  the  skiU  of  age! 

Discernment,  eloquence,  and  grace 

Prodaimhim  bom  toe 
The  balance  in  the  1 

And  bear  the  pafan^awayr 

The  imuse  bestowed  was  just  and  wise ; 

He  sprang  impetuous  fiorth 
Secure  of  conquest,  where  the  prize 

Attends  superior  worth. 

So  the  best  courser  on  the  plain 

Ere  yet  he  starts  is  known. 
And  does  but  at  the  goal  obtain 

What  all  had  deem*d  his  own. 


ODE  TO  PEACE. 

Come,  Peace  of  mind,  ddightftd  guest  1 
Return,  and  make  thy  downy  nest 

Once  more  in  tibis  rad  heart: 
Nor  riches  I  nor  pow'r  pursae. 
Nor  hold  forbidden  joys  in  view ; 

We  therefore  need  not  part 


/- 
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Where  wih  thou  dwell,  if  not  with  me. 
From  avarice  and  ambition  free. 

And  pleasure's  fatal  wiles  ? 
For  whom,  alas !  dost  thou  prepare 
The  sweets,  that  I  was  wont  to  share. 

The  banquet  of  thy  smiles  ? 

The  great,  the  gav,  shall  they  partake 
The  heay'ii  that  thou  alone  canst  make  ? 

And  wilt  thou  quit  the  stream. 
That  murmurs  through  the  dewy  mead. 
The  grove  and  the  sequestered  shed. 

To  be  a  guest  with  them  ? 

For  thee  I  panted,  thee  I  raiz*d. 

For  thee  I  gladly  sacrificed 
Whate'er  I  lov'd  before ; 

And  shall  I  see  thee  start  away, 

And  helpless,  hopeless,  hear  tnee  say- 
Farewell  !  we  meet  no  more ! 


HUMAN  FRAILTY. 

Weak  and  irresolute  is  man ; 

The  pivpose  of  te-day. 
Woven  wiUi  pains  into  his  plan, 

To-moirow  rends  away. 

The  bow.  well  bent,  and  smart  the  spring. 

Vice  seems  abeady  slain ; 
But  Passion  rudely  snaps  the  string, 

And  it  revives  again. 

Seme  fpe  to  his  uprisht  intent 

Finds  cnt  his  weaker  part ; 
Virtue  engages  bis  aasent. 

But  Fkamire  wins  his  heart. 

'Tig  here  the  folly  of  the  wise 
Through  all  his  art  we  view  ; 
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AjidL  whik  his  toi^iie  the  charge  denies. 
His  OQDsdenoe  owns  it  true. 

Bound  on  a  voyage  of  awful  length 

And  dangers  htde  known, 
A  stranger  to  superior  strength, 

Man  vainly  trusts  his  own. 

But  oars  alone  can  ne*er  prevail. 

To  rttich  the  distant  coast ! 
The  breath  of  Heav'n  must  swell  flie  Slul, 

Or  aU  the  toil  is  lost 


THE  MODERN  PATRIOT- 
Rebelliok  is  my  theme  all  day  ; 

I  only  wish  ^twould  come 
(As  who  knows  but  perhaps  it  naay  ?> 

A  Uttle  nearer  home. 

Yon  roaring  boys,  who  rave  and  fight 

On  t'other  side  th'  Atlantic, 
I  always  hdd  them  in  the  right. 

But  most  so  when  most  finntic. 

When  lawless  mobs  insult  the  court. 

That  man  shall  be  my  toast. 
If  breaidng  windows  be  the  sport. 

Who  biaveiy  breaks  the  most 

But  O  !  for  him  my  fancy  culls 
The  choicest  flow'rs  die  bears. 

Who  constitutionally  pulls 
Your  house  about  your  ears. 

Such  dvil  broils  are  my  delight. 
Though  some  folks  can't  endure  themt 

Who  say  the  mob  are  mad  outright,.. 
And  that  a  rope  must  cure  then^ 

A  rope !  I  widi  we  imtriots  had 
Such  strings  for  all  w)f  o  nepd  *«int-^  . , 

What !  hang  a  man  ibt  going  joM  I 
ITien  farewell  British  freedom. 


I 
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Oir  OBSEBVIKO  SOME 

NAMES  OF  LITTLE  NOTE 

HECOEDSD  nr  THfX  BIOOmAraZA  BKITAWiriCA. 

Oh,  fond  attempt  to  give  t^  deathless  lot 
To  names  ^oble,  bom  to  be  fbrgot  I 
In  vain,  zeoorded  in  historic  page* 
They  court  the  notice  of  a  ^ture  age: 
Those  twinkling  tiny  lustres  of  the  land 
Drop  one^jby  one  inm  Fame's  ncf^ectiiig  hand ; 
I..ethsan  gmft  receive  them  as  they  &11, 
And  dwk  oUivien  soon  absorbs  them  aU. 

So  when  a  child,  as  playfaX  diildren  use. 
Has  burnt  to  tinder  a  stale  last  year's  news. 
The  flame  extinct,  he  views  the  roving  fire- 
There  goes  my  lady,  and  there  goes  the  squire 
There  goes  the  parson,  oh  illustrious  spark  ! 
And  there,  scarce  less  illustrious,  goes  the  derk ! 


REPORT 

OP  AN  ADJUDOXD  CASE,  JTOT  TO  BE  FOUND  IN 
ANY  OF  THE  BOOKS. 

Between  Nose  and  Byes  a  strange  contest  arose. 
The  spectacles  set  them  unhappuy  wrong ; 

The  point  in  dispute  was,  as  aU  tne  world  knows. 
To  which  the  said  i^peotacles  ought  to  beking. 

So  Tongue  was  the  lawyer,  and  argued  the  cause 
With  a  great  deal  of  skill,  ttnd  a  wigfldl  of  learning ; 

While  chief  biMm  Eaif  sat  to  balance  the  laws. 
So  fam'd  for  his  tai«iH-iQ  ni^  diapeniii^. 

In  behalf  of  the  Kose  it  will  <j[tdddy  appear. 
And  your  lordship)  he  said,  will  midoubtedly  find, 

2N 
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That  the  Nose  has  bad  spectacles  always  in  wear. 
Which  amounts  to  possession  time  out  of  mind. 

Then  holding  the  spectacles  up  to  the  court — 
Your  lor£lup  observes  they  are  made  with  a 
straddle. 

As  wide  as  the  ridge  of  the  nose  is ;  in  short. 
Designed  to  sit  dose  to  it,  just  like  a  saddle. 

Again,  would  your  lordship  a  moment  suppose 
OTis  a  case  that  has  happened,  and  may  be  again) 

That  the  visage  or  countenance  had  not  a  nose. 
Pray  who  would,orwhocould,wearspectacIes  then? 

On  the  whole  it  appears,  and  my  argument  shows. 
With  a  reasoning  the  court  will  never  condemn. 

That  the  spectacles  plainly  were  made  for  the  Nose, 
And  the  Nose  was  as  plainly  intended  for  them. 

Then  shifting  his  side  (as  a  lawyer  knows  how). 
He  pleaded  again  in  behalf  of  the  Eyes : 

But  what  were  his  arguments  few  people  know. 
For  the  court  did  not  think  they  were  equally  wise. 

So  his  brdship  decreed,  with  a  grave  solemn  tone. 
Decisive  and  dear,  without  one  if  or  hut — 

That,  whenever  the  Nose  put  his  spectades  on. 
By  daylight  or  c&ndldight— Eyes  should  be  shut ! 


ON  THE  BURNING  OF 

LORD  MANSFIELD'S  LIBRAE V, 

TOOETHEB  WITH  3aift  M8S., 

By  tbe  Mob,  in  the  Month  of  June,  1780. 

So  then — the  Vandals  of  our  isle. 

Sworn  foes  to  sense  and  l&w. 
Have  burnt  to  dust  -it  nobler  pile  ' 

Than  ever  Roman  «aw  1    . 

And  MtTRteAY  sighs  o*er  Pope  *nd  Swi% 
And  many  a  treasure  more. 
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The  well-judgM  purchase,  and  the  gift. 
That  graced  his  letter*d  store. 

Their  pages  mangled,  burnt  and  torn. 

The  loss  was  kU  alone  ; 
But  ages  yet  to  come  shall  mourn 

The  burning  oihis  own. 


ON  THE  SAME. 

When  wit  and  genius  meet  their  doom 

In  all  devouring  flame. 
They  tell  us  of  the  fate  of  Rome, 

And  bid  us  fear  the  same. 

0*er  Murray's  loss  the  Muses  wept. 

They  fdt  the  rude  alarm, 
Yet  blessed  the  guardian  care  that  kept 

His  sacred  head  from  harm. 

There  Memory,  like  the  bee,  that's  fed 

From  Flora's  bahny  store, 
The  quintessence  of  aU  he  r^ 

-Had  treasured  up  before. 

The  lawless  herd«  with  fury  blind, 
Have  done  him  cruel  wrong ; 

The  flow'rs  are  gone — ^but  stifi  we  find 
The  honey  on  hit  tongue. 


THE 

LOVE  OF  THE  WORLD  REPROVED; 

OR,  HYPOCRISY  DETECTED*. 

Thus  says  the  prophet  of  the  Turk, 
Good  Muesulnian,  abstain  ^om  pork ; 

*  It  may  tw  proper  to  ittfiinu'tli*  aeadac;  thallhlt  pleM  hat  already 
appeared  In  -print,  baTing  found  Its  way,  though  wiUi  some  unneoessaiy 
additions  by  an  nak«9KA.hai^  into  the  h^  Joafnal,  wMhoat  tha 
author*!  prmty. 
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Tbere  is  a  part  in  ev*i]r  twiiie 
No  friend  or  follower  of  mine 
May  taite^  whatever  hisindiiiatkm, 

Soflfa  Mahflmet'a  myaterioua  chnr^. 
And  tbxa  he  left  the  point  at  large, 
Had  he  the  sinful  part  ezpreas'd* 
They  might  with  salie^  eat  the  rest ; 
But  for  one  piece  they  thought  it  hard 
From  the  whole  hog  to  be  debarred ; 
And  set  thdr  wit  at  woiic  to  find 
What  joint  the  prophet  had  in  mind. 
Moch  oontroveny  stiai^t  aiose. 
These  dHxiee  the  back,  the  belly  ^ose  ; 
By  some  'tis  confidently  said 
He  meant  not  to  fiorbid  the  head ; 
Whfle  others  at  that  doctrine  lai]. 
And  piously  prefer  the  taiL 
Thus,  oQDsdenoe  £reed  finm  er'ry  dog, 
Mahometans  eat  up  the  hog. 

You  laugh— *tis  well— -The  tale  applied 
May  make  you  laug^  on  t'other  ode. 
Renounce  the  worl£— the  preachex  cries. 
We  do — a  multitude  replies. 
While  one  as  innocent  regards 
A  snug  and  friendly  game  at  cards ; 
And  one,  whatever  you  may  ny. 
Can  see  no  evil  in  a  play ; 
Some  bve  a  oonoot,  or  a  race ; 
And  others  shooting,  and  the  chase. 
Revil'd  and  lov'd,  renaonc'd  and  foUow'd, 
Thus,  bit  by  bit,  the  world  is  swallowed; 
Each  thinks  his  neighbour  makes  too  free. 
Yet  likes  a  dice  as  well  as  he ; 
With  sophistry  their  sauce  thcnr  sweeten. 
Till  quite  from  tafl  to  flooat  'ttt  eaieii. 
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ON  THE  DEATH  OF 

MBS  OlOW  LiU>T)  THROCKMOKTOK*ft 

BULFINCH. 

Ye  n3rmphs  I  if  e'er  your  eyes  were  red 
With  tears  o*er  hapless  favorites  shed, 

d  share  Maria's  grief! 
Her  fav'iite,  even  in  his  cage, 
(What  will  not  hunger's  cruel  rage  ?) 

Assassin'd  by  a  thief. 

Where  Rhenus  strays  his  vines  among. 
The  egg  was  laid  from  which  he  sprung ; 

And,  though  by  nature  mute. 
Or  only  with  a  whistle  blest, 
Well-taught  he  all  the  sounds  expressed 

Of  flagelet  or  flute. 

The  honours  of  his  ebon  poll 

Were  brighter  than  the  sleekest  mde ; 

His  bosom  of  the  hue 
With  which  Aurora  decks  the  skies. 
When  piping  winds  shall  soon  arise. 

To  sweep  away  the  dew. 

Above,  below,  in  all  the  house. 
Dire  foe  alike  of  bird  and  mouse. 

No  cat  had  leave  to  dwell ; 
And  Bully's  cage  supported  stood 
On  props  of  smoothest-shaven  wood, 

Lsrge-built,  and  lattic'd  well. 

Well-lattic'd^but  the  grate,  alas  I 
Not  rough  with  wire  of  steel  or  brass, 

For  Bully's  plumage  sake. 
But  smooth  with  wands  from  Ouse's  ade. 
With  which,  when  neatly  peel'd  and  dried. 

The  swains  their  baskets  make. 

2  n2 
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Kig^t  veQ*d  the  i>dle>  all  seemM  secure : 
When  led  by  instinct  shaip  and  sure. 

Subsistence  to  provide, 
A  beast  forth  sallied  on  the  scout, 
L<ngwbttck*d,  long-tail*d,  with  whisktt'd  snout, 

And  badger-oc^ur*d  hide. 

He,  ent*ring  at  the  study  door. 
Its  ample  area  *gan  explore ; 

And  something  in  the  wind 
ConjecturM,  sniffing  round  and  round. 
Better  than  all  the  books  he  found. 

Pood  chiefly  for  the  mind. 

Just  then,  by  adverse  fiite  impressed, 
A  dream  disturb^  poor  Bully's  rest ; 

tn  sleep  he  seem'd  to  view 
A  rat  fast  clinging  to  the  cage. 
And,  screaming  at  the  sad  presage* 

Awoke  and  found  it  true* 

For,  aided  both  by  ear  and  scent. 
Right  to  his  mark  the  monster  went-— 

Ah,  muse!  forbear  to  speak 
Minute  the  horrors  that  ensued ; 
His  te«th  were  strong,  the  cage  was  wood-«»> 

He  left  poor  Bully's  beak. 

O  had  he  made  that  too  his  prey ; 
That  beak,  whence  issued  many  a  lay 

Of  such  mellifluous  tone. 
Might  have  repaid  him  well,  I  wot, 
For  silencing  so  sweet  a  throat. 

Fast  stuck  within  his  own. 


Maria  weeps — ^the  Muses  i 

So  when,  by  Bacchanalians  torn. 

On  Thradan  Hebrus'  side 
The  tree-enchanter  Orpheus  fell, 
His  head  alone  remanrd  to  tell 

The  cruel  death  he  died. 
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THE  ROSE. 

The.  vok  had  been  washed,  just  wash*d  ia  a  ahow'r. 

Which  Mary  to  Anna  oonveyM, 
The  plentiful  moisture  encumber'd  the  flow'r. 

And  weigh*d  down  its  beautiful  head. 

The  cu^  was  all  filled,  and  the  leaves  were  all  wet. 

And  it  seemM  to  a  fanciful  view. 
To  weep  for  the  buds  it  had  left  with  regret. 

On  the  flouiiahing  bush  where  it  grew. 

I  hastily  seized  it,  unfit  as  it  was 
For  a  nosegay,  so  dripping  and  diown*(l. 

And  swinging  it  rudely,  too  rudely,  alas ! 
I  snapp'd  it,  it  fell  to  the  ground. 

And  such,  I  excIaimM,  is  the  ptileBS  part 

Some  act  by  the  delicate  mind. 
Regardless  of  wringing  and  breakii^  a  heart 

Already  to  sonow  resigned. 

•  This  elegant  rose,  had  I  shaken  it  less, 

Misht  have  bloom*d  with  its  owner  a  while ; 
And  me  tear,  that  is  wipM  with  a  little  address, 
May  be  folIow*d  perhaps  by  a  smile. 


THE   DOVES. 

ReasVino  at  ev*ry  step  he  treads, 

Man  yei  mistakes  his  way. 
While  meaner  things,  whc»n  instinct  leads. 

Are  rarely  known  to  stray. 

One  silent  eve  I  wander'd  late, 

And  heard  the  voice  of  lore ; 
The  turtle  tlius  address^  her  mate, 

And  soothed  the  listening  dove : 
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Out  mutual  bond  of  faith  and  truth 

No  time  shall  di3eng^ige. 
Those  blesfiin^  6^  Mi  flarly  youth 

Shall  cheer  our  latest  age : 

Whfle  innocence  without  disguise. 

And  constancy  sincere. 
Shall  fill  the  drdes  of  those  eyes. 

And  mine  can  read  them  there  $ 

Those  ills  that  wait  on  all  bdow. 

Shall  ne'er  he  felt  by  me, 
Or  gently  felt,  and  only  so. 

As  being  sharM  with  thee. 

When  lightnings  flash  among  the  trees. 

Or  Idtes  are  hov'xing  near, 
I  fear  lest  thee  alone  they  seize* 

And  know  no  other  fear. 

»Tis  then  I  fed  myself  a  wife. 

And  press  thy  wedded  side, 
Resolv'd  a  union  form'd  for  life 

Death  never  shall  divide. 

But  oh!  if  fickle  and  unchaste, 
(Forgive  a  transient  thouu^t) 

Thou  OTuldst  become  unkind  at  last. 
And  scorn  thy  present  lot. 

No  need  of  lightnings  from  on  hig^. 

Or  kites  with  cruel  beak ; 
Denied  th*  endeaiments  of  thine  eye. 

This  widow'd  heart  would  break. 

Thus  sang  the  sweet  sequestered  bincU   • 

Soft  as  the  pasang  wind ; 
And  I  recorded  what  t  heard, 

A  lesson  for  mankind. 
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A  FABLE. 

A  RAVEN,  while  with  gloesy  breast 

Her  new-laid  egM  she  rondly  press*d. 

And,  on  her  wi^crwork  high  mounted. 

Her  chidKens  prematurely  counted, 

(A  fault  idiiloBOpbeni  might  blame 

If  ^uite  exempted  &om  uie  same), 

Enjoy'd  at  ease  the  genial  day ; 

^was  April,  as  the  bumpkins  say, 

The  legislature  call'd  it  May. 

But  suddenly  a  wind  as  high. 

As  «^er  swept  a  winter  dnr. 

Shook  the  young  leaves  aboctt  her  ean , 

And  fi]l*d  her  with  a  tiiousand  fears. 

Lest  the  rude  Mast  lAiould  snap  the  bough, 

And  spread  her  solden  hopes  below. 

But  just  at  eve  tne  blowing  weather 

And  all  her  fears  were  huui*d  together : 

And  now,  quoth  poor  unthinking  Ralph, 

*Tis  over,  and  the  brood  is  safe ; 

(For  ravens,  though  as  birds  of  omen 

They  teach  both  conjurers  and  old  women. 

To  tdl  us  what  is  to  befall, 

Can't  prophe^  themselves  at  alL) 

The  morning  came,  when  ndghbour  Hodge, 

Who  lonp;  had  mark*d  her  aiiy  lodge 

And  destm*d  all  the  treasure  there 

A  gift  to  his  expecting  fair, 

ClimbM  like  a  squirrel  to  lus  dray. 

And  bore  the  worthless  prize  nway. 

MOAAJC. 

*Ti8  Providence  ailone  secures 
In  ev*ry  change  both  mine  and  yours : 
Safety  consists  not  in  escape 
From  dangers  of  a  frightml  shape ; 
An  earthqujdce  may  be  bid  to  spare 
The  man,  that's  strangled  by  a  hair. 


d  by  Google 


43a 

Fate  steals  alcmp  with  sQent  tread. 
Found  oft^nest  m  wbat  least  we  dread ; 
Frowns  in  the  storm  with  angry  brow. 
But  in  the  sunshine  strikes  the  blow. 


A  COMPARISON. 

The  lapse  of  time  and  rivers  is  the  same, 
Botili  ^)>eed  their  jonxney  with  a  restless  stream ; 
The  silent  pace,  with  which  they  steal  away. 
No  wealth  can  bribe,  no  piay'xs  persuade  to  stay ; 
Alike  irreyocable  bo^  when  past* 
And  a  wide  ocean  swallows  both  at  last. 
Though  each  resemble  each  in  ev^ry  part, 
A  difrrenoe  strikes  at  length  the  musing  heart : 
Streams  never  flow  in  v^ ;  where  streams  aboond, 
How  laughs  the  land  with  various  plenty  crownM ! 
But  time,  that  should  enrich  the  nobler  mixtd, 
N^ected  leaves  a  dreary  waste  behind. 


ANOTHER, 

ADDRESSED  TO  A  TOUNO  LADT. 

Sweet  stream,  that  winds  through  jronder  glade, 

Apt  emblem  of  a  virtuous  maid — 

Silent  and  chaste  she  steals  along. 

Far  from  the  world^s  gay  bnsy  tflirdiig ; 

With  gentle  yet  prevailmg  force. 

Intent  upon  her  destin'd  coarse ; 

Graceftil  and  useful  all  she  does, 

Blessing  and  blest  where*er  she  goes, 

Pure-bo6om*d  as  that  wat'ry  glass, 

^.nd  heaven  reflected  in  her  face. 
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THE  POET'S  NEW-YEAR'S  GIFT. 

TO  MRS  (now  lady)  THROCKMORTOK. 

Maria  !  I  have  ev'ry  good 
For  thee  wish'd  many  a  time. 

Both  sad,  and  in  a  cheerM  mood. 
But  never  yet  in  rhime. 

To  wish  thee  fairer  is  no  need. 
More  prudent,  or  more  sprightly. 

Or  more  mgenious,  or  more  freed 
From  temper-flaws  unsightly. 

What  favour  then  not  yet  possess'd. 

Can  I  for  thee  require. 
In  wedded  love  akeady  blest. 

To  thy  whole  hearths  desire  ? 

None  here  is  happy  but  in  part : 

Full  bliss  is  bliss  divine ; 
There  dwells  some  wish  in  ev'iy  heart. 

And  doubtless  one  in  thine. 

That  wish,  on  some  faur  future  day, 
Which  Fate  shall  brightly  gild, 

(*Tis  blameless,  be  it  what  it  may) 
I  wish  it  aU  fulfillU 


ODE  TO  APOLLO. 

ON  AN  INKOLASS  ALMOST  DRIED  IN  THE  SUN- 

Patron  of  all  those  luckless  brains,  • 
That,  to  the  wrong  side  leaning, 

Indite  much  metre  with  much  pains, 
And  httle  or  no  meaning : 

Ah  why,  since  oceans,  rivers,  streams. 
That  water  all  the  nations. 
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Vfhfy  itooping  from  Ac  nocn  of  day, 

Too  covetous  of  drink* 
ApoDo.  bast  tfaoa  ttoL*n  avaj 

A  poet's  drop  of  ink? 

Uj^bome  into  die  ^ievksi  OP 

It  floetB  a  vqKnr  sow, 
ImpellM  thiQu^  ttfpatm  deoae  aod  nK« 

By  aa  the  wmdi  that  bknr. 

OrdainM  peifaaps  ere  sanuna  ffies, 
Cambin'd  with  millions  more. 

To  form  an  Iiis  in  the  skies, 
Thoogh  black  and  foul  before. 

inustrioiis  drop !  and  ha|ipy  then 

Beyond  the  hapfnest  kk. 
Of  an  that  ever  paaB*d  my  pen. 

So  soon  to  be  foiigot ! 

Phnbns,  if  such  be  thy  desgn. 

To  place  it  m  thy  bow. 
Give  wit,  that  what  is  left  may  sbiiie 

Widi  equal  grace  below. 


PAIRING  TIME  ANTICIPATED. 

A  FABLE. 

I  SHALL  not  ask  Jean  Jacques  Rousseau* 
If  birds  con&bulate  or  no ; 
•Tis  dear,  that  they  were  always  able 
To  hold  discourse,  at  least  in  fable  ; 

»  It  WW  one  of  the  whlimleal  ipeeriatioiMcf  tW«  T>Wfew«*phff,ft<l«l 


I  ■Meab  to  wrii— !■  should  te 

''vrmi  children,  u  being  only  vehicles  at  deception.    But  w|wt  cNU  i 
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And  e*en  Uw  Aild,  w^  knoMrt  no  bctWr 

Than  to  interpret  bjr  the  lettOT, 

A  stonr  of  a  cock  and  bull. 

Must  nave  a  most  uncommon  skulL 

It  chanced  then  on  a  winter^t  day, 
But  waim,  and  bright,  and  calm  as  May, 
The  birds,  ooneeiving  a  design 
To  foreslal  swee*  Bt  Vakntine, 
In  many  an  orduurd,  oopse,  and  grove, 
AssfiaWai  «a  affinis  wf  lore. 
And  with  mudi  twtttar  and  mudi  chatter, 
Began  to  agitate  the  matter. 
At  length  a  Bulfinch,  who  could  boast 
More  years  and  wisdmn  than  the  most,,. 
Entreated,  opening  wide  his  beak, 
A  moment's  liberty  to  speak ; 
And,  silenoa  pablidy  enjoin'd, 
OeliverM  biimy  thus  his  nund  t 

My  friends !  be  cautious  how  ye  treat 
The  subject  m>on  whieh  we  meet ; 
I  fear  we  diall  have  winter  yet 

A  Finch,  whose  txmgue  Imew  no  control. 
With  golden  wing,  and  satin  poll, 
A  last  year's  bird,  who  ne'er  had  tried 
What  marriage  means,  thus  pert  replied : 

Methinks  me  gentleman,  quoth  she, 
Oraosite  in  the  apple.>tMe, 
Bf  his  good  win  would  keep  us  single 
Till  yonder  heav'n  and  earta  shall  mingle. 
Or  (which  is  likelier  to  befall) 
Till  death  exterminate  us  alL 
I  many  without  more  ado. 
My  dear  Dick  Redcap,  what  say  you  ? 

Dick  heard,  and  tweedling,  ogbng,  brii 
Turning  short  round,  strutting  and  sidelingr 
Attested,  glad,  his  approbation 
Of  an  inunediate  conjusstion. 
Their  seoliments  so  wcui  expressed 
Influene'd  mighl^  iht  rest, 
AA  paar'd,  and  each  pur  buiU  a  nest, 

2o 
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But  tbou^  the  biids  were  thus  in  haste. 
The  leaves  came  on  not  quite  so  fast. 
And  Destiny,  that  sometimes  bears 
An  aroect  stem  on  man*s  affiuis. 
Not  altogeUia  8mil*d  on  theirst 
The  wind,  of  late  breath*d  gently  Ibrth, 
Now  shifted  east,  and  east  by  north ; 
Bare  trees  and  shrubs  but  ill,  you  know. 
Could  shelter  than  from  rain  or  snow. 
Stepping  into  their  nests,  they  paddled, 
Themsdves  were  chilled,  their  eggs  were  addled ; 
Soon  ev*ry  father  bird  and  mother 
Grew  quarrelsome,  and  pedc'd  each  odier. 
Parted  without  the  least  r^^ret. 
Except  that  they  had  ever  met. 
And  learn -d  in  future  to  be  wiser, 
Thim  to  nc^ect  a  good  adviser. 

MOIlAL» 

Misses  I  the  tale  that  T  rdate 

This  lesson  seems  to  carry- 
Choose  not  alone  a  proper  mate* 
But  proper  time  to  many. 


THE  DOG  AND  THE  WATER-ULY. 


The  noon  was  shady,  and  soft  airs 

W Swept  Ouse*s  silent  tide, 
hen,  *sc^*d  from  literary  caies, 
I  wandered  on  his  side. 

My  spaniel,  petdest  of  his  race. 

And  hi^  m  pedigree, 
(Two  nymphs*  adomVL  with  ev'ry 

That  ^anid  found  for  m^) 

*  Sis  Robert  Oanninl^  (^(augliteti. '  ' 
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Now  wanton*d  lost  in  flags  and  reeds. 

Now  starting  into  sight. 
Pursued  the  swallow  o  er  the  meads 

With  scarce  a  slower  flight 

It  was  the  time  when  Ouse  disf^y'd 

His  Iflies  newly  blown ; 
Their  beauties  I  intent  sorvey'd. 

And  one  I  wishM  my  own. 

With  cane  extended  far  I  sought 

To  steer  it  dose  to  land ; 
But  still  the  prize,  though  nearly  caught* 

Escaped  my  eager  hand. 

Beau  marVd  my  unsuccessf\]l  pains 

With  fixed  considerate  &ce. 
And  puzzling  set  his  puppy  brains 

To  compr^end  the  case. 

But  with  a  cherup  dear  and  strong. 

Dispersing  all  his  dream, 
I  thence  wimdrew,  and  foIlow*d  long 

The  windings  of  the  stream. 

My  ramble  ended,  I  returned ; 

BeaUf  trotting  far  before. 
The  floating  wreath  again  discem'd. 

And  plimging  left  Sie  shore. 

I  fltfw  Idm  widi  that  fily  cropped 

Impatient  swim  to  meet 
My  qnick  approach,  and  soon  he  dropp*d 

The  treasure  at  my  feet 

Charm*dwith  the  sight,  the  world,  I  cried. 

Shall  bear  of  this  thy  deed : 
My  dog  shall  mortify  the  pride 

Of  man^s  superior  breed : 

But  diief  myself  I  will  «njom. 

Awake  at  duty's  call. 
To  show  a  lo^  as  prompt  as  <dmie 

To  Him  who  gives  me  all. 
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THE  POET,  THE  OYSTER,  AND  THE 

SENSITIVE  PLANT. 

Av  oyster,  cast  upon  the  shore. 
Was  heud,  though  never  heaid  before. 
Complaining  in  a  speech  well  worded — 
And  worthv  thus  to  be  recorded  ;— 

Ah,  hapless  wretch !  oondemnM  to  dwdl 
For  ever  in  my  native  ahdl ; 
Ordain*d  to  move  when  otfacn  please^ 
Not  nt  my  own  content  cv  ease  i 
But  toss'd  and  buffeted  about. 
Now  in  the  water  and  now  out. 
'Twere  better  to  be  bom  a  stone. 
Of  ruder  shape,  and  feding  none. 
Than  with  a  tenderness  like  mine. 
And  sensibilities  so  fine  ! 
I  envy  that  unftielfaig  shrub. 
Fast-rooted  against  ev'ry  ivb. 
The  plant  he  meant  grew  not  fiir  off. 
And  felt  the  sneer  wUh  scorn  enough  t 
Was  hurt,  disgusted,  mortified, 
And  with  aspeiity  re[died. 

When,  cry  the  botanists,  and  stare. 
Did  plants  caSTd  sensitive  grow  there  f 
No  matter  when — a  poet's  muse  is. 
To  make  them  grow  just  where  she  chooic& 

You  8hiq>eless  nothing  in  n  dish. 
You  that  are  but  ahnoet  n  fiah, 
I  scorn  your  coarse  insinuation. 
And  have  most  plentiful  occasion. 
To  wish  myself  the  rock  I  view, 
Or  such  another  dolt  as  you : 
For  many  a  grave  and  learned  clerks 
And  many  a  gay  nnletter*d  spark. 
With  cunous  toiich  winwi  me. 
If  I  can  fed  as  wefl  as  he ; 
And  when  I  bead,  rttue,  said  shrink* 
Says—Well,  ^ds  xaote  thn  one  would  think  i 
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Thus  life  is  spent  (oh  fie  upon*t !) 
In  l)eiqg/Caudi^  and  o^Fing-^Don't ! 

A  poet,  in  his  ev'ning  w^, 
O'erheard  and  dieck'd  this  idle  talk. 
And  your  fine  senae,  he  said,  and  jours. 
Whatever  evil  it  endures, 
Deserves  not,  if  so  soon  ofl&nded. 
Much  to  be  pitied  or  commended. 
DisptitfiSt  though  short,  are  far  too  long» 
Where  both  alike  are  in  the  wrong ; 
Your  feelings  in  their  fiill  amount. 
Are  all  upon  your  own  account. 

You,  in  your  grotto-work  enclo8*d. 
Complain  of  being  thus  exposed ; 
Yet  nothing  feel  in  that  rough  coat. 
Save  when  the  knife  is  at  your  throaty 
Wherever  driv*n  by  wind  or  tide. 
Exempt  from  ev'ry  ill  beside. 

And  as  for  you,  my  Lady  Squeamish, 
Who  reckon  ev*ry  touch  a  blenush. 
If  all  the  plants,  that  can  be  found 
Embellislung  the  scene  around. 
Should  droop  and  wither  where  they  giow» 
You  would  not  feel  at  all — ^not  you. 
The  noblest  minds  their  virtue  prove 
By  pity,  sympathy,  and  love : 
These,  these  are  feelings  truly  fine. 
And  fKQve  their  owner  half  (Uvine. 

His  censure  reached  them  as  he  dealt  it. 
And  each  by  shrinking  showed  he  fek  it 


THE  SHRUBBERY. 

WRITTEN  IK  A  TIME  OF  ArfLICTIOlT 

Oh,  happy  8hade»***49me  unfalest  I 
FriencUy  to  peace,  but  not  to  me ! 

How  ill  the  aot&e  4bat  «fim  rest, 
And'heait«hBtc»il»tieft^  agro»! 
2o2 
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This  glassy  stream,  that  spieMliiiig  pitie^ 
Those  Ma§  quiv'ring  to  the  btoesM, 

Might  sooth  a  smil  less  hurt  tlian  mine* 
And  please,  if  any  tfakg  could  pheue^ 

But  fix*d  unalterable  Care 

Foregoes  not  what  she  fbds  with&, 
Shows  Sie  same  sadness  ey'rv  inhere. 

And  sights  (he  season  and  the  seen& 

For  all  that  pkai'd  in  wood  or  lawn, 
.While  Peace  poness^d  theae  silent  bow*i% 

Her  animating  smile  withdrawn. 
Has  lost  its  beauties  and  its  pow*n. 

The  saint  or  moralist  should  tread 
This  moss-giown  alley  musing,  slow  t 

They  sedc  like  me  the  secret  shade. 
But  not  like  me  to  nourish  WO ! 

Me  fhdtftil  scenes  and  projects  wasie 

Alike  admonish  not  to  loam ; 
These  tdl  mi  of  enjoyments  past, 

And  those  of  sonow»yet  to  c 


THE  WINTER  NOSEGAY. 

What  Nature,  alas !  has  denied 

To  the  delicate  growth  of  our  isle. 
Art  has  in  a  measure  suppUed, 

And  Winter  is  decked  with  a  smile. 
See,  Mary,  what  beauties  I  faring 

From  the  shelter  of  that  sunny  shed. 
Where  the  flow*rs  have  the  channs  of  the  ^rii^» 

Though  abroad  they  ace  £cozen  and  4^wu 

*Ti8  a  bow'r  of  Arcadian  sweets. 
Where  Flora  is  still  in  her  prime,      •      ' 

A  fortress  to  whldi  die  ntreats 

From  the  crud  assaults  of  the  dime.      '' 
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Whik  Earth  imm»  amiuido  of  snow, 

ThfiBfr  pnk*  nn  at  iaeak  and  aa  gay 
As  tbe  fiurett  and  aweetest  t)iat  blow 

On  the  besatifiil  bdsom  of  May. 
See  how  they  have  safely  8uryiv*d 

The  fiowxu  of  a  sky  80  severe ; 
Such  Manr's  true  love,  that  has  liv*d 

Thiou^  many  a  turbulent  year. 
The  charms  of  the  late  blowing  rose 

Seem  graced  with  a  liveEer  hue, 
And  the  whiter  d  sorrow  best  shows 

The  truth  of  a  friend  such  as  you. 

MUTUAL  FORBEARANCE 

NECE8SAB.T  TO  THE  HAPPINESS  OF  T1X£ 
JfAB&IED  STATE. 

The  lady  thus  addnss'd  her  spouse: — 
What  a  mere  dungeon  is  this  house ! 
By  no  means  large  enou^ ;  and  was  it, 
Yet  this  dull  room,  and  that  dark  closet. 
Those  hangings  with  their  worn-out  graces, 
Long  beards,  long  noses,  and  pale  faces. 
Are  such  an  antiquated  scene. 
They  overwhebn  me  with  the  spleen. 
Sir  Humi^iiey,  shooting  in  the  dark. 
Makes  answer  quite  beside  the  mark : 
No  doubt,  my  dear,  I  bade  him  come, 
Engag*d  myself  to  be  at  home. 
And  uiaU  expect  him  at  the  door, 
Precisely  iHien  die  dock  strikes  four. 

You  are  so  deaf,  the  kdy  cried 
(And  rais*d  her  voice,  and  frown'd  beside> 
Tod  are  so  sadly  deaf,  my  dear. 
What  Phalli  ^  to  make  you  hear  ? 

EHsmisBpQQC  JIarryl  l)ere|diM; 
Some  V^ofU  ar«  ffooe  nice  than  wise : 
For  one  ujg^t  treipass  all  this  stir  ? 
What  if  he  did  nde  whip  and  spur. 
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'Twas  but  a  mfle— .your  fov'rite  horse 
Will  never  look  one  hair  the  worse. 

Well,  I  pwtest  'tis  past  all  bearing- 
Child  !  I  am  rather  hard  of  hearing — 
Yes,  truly ;  one  must  scream  and  bawl ; 
I  teh  you,  you  can*t  hear  at  all ! 
Then,  witfi  a  voice  exceeding  low. 
No  matter  if  you  hear  or  no. 

Alas !  and  is  domestic  strife. 
That  sorest  ill  of  human  life, 
A  plague  so  little  to  be  fear*d. 
As  to  be  wantonly  incurred. 
To  gratify  a  fretful  passion. 
On  ev'ry  trivial  provocation  ? 
The  kindest  and  the  happiest  pair 
Will  find  occasion  to  forbear ; 
And  something,  ev'ry  day  they  live. 
To  pity,  and  perhap  forgive. 
But  if  infirmities,  that  ftdl 
In  commcm  to  the  lot  of  all, 
A  Wemiih  or  a  sense  impair'd. 
Are  crimes  so  little  to  be  spar'd. 
Then  farewell  all  that  must  create 
The  comfort  of  the  wedded  state ; 
Instead  of  harmony,  'tis  jar. 
And  tumult,  and  intestine  war. 

The  love  that  cheers  life's  latest  stage, 
Proof  against  sickness  and  old  age, 
PreservM  by  virtue  from  declension. 
Becomes  not  weary  of  attention ; 
But  lives,  when  that  exterior  grace. 
Which  first  inspir'd  the  flame,  deo^ 
*Tis  gentle,  delicate,  and  kind. 
To  faults  compassionate  or  blind. 
And  will  with  sympathy  endure 
Those  evils  it  would  gladly  cure  s 
But  angry,  coarse,  and  bush  e^ressioa 
Shows  £>ve  to  be  a  mere  professioB'; 
Proves  that  die  heart  is  none  of  his. 
Or  soon  expels  him  if  it  is. 
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THE  NEGRO'S  COMPLAINT. 

FoBC*!)  from  home  and  all  its  pleasures, 

A£nc*8  coast  I  left  forlorn ; 
To  increase  the  stranger's  treasures, 

O'er  the  raging  hiUows  home. 
Men  from  En^hmd  hought  and  sold  me» 

Paid  my  price  in  paltry  gold ; 
But,  though  slave  they  have  enrolled  me» 

Minds  are  never  to  he  sold. 

Still  in  thought  as  free  as  ever, 

What  axe  £ngland*s  lig^,  I  ask. 
Me  from  my  ddi^ts  to  sever. 

Me  to  torture,  me  to  task  ? 
Fleecy  locks  and  Uack  complexion 

Cannot  forfeit  Nature's  cuum ; 
Skins  may  differ,  but  afiection 

Dwells  in  white  and  black  the  same^ 

Why  did  all-creating  Nature 

Make  the  plant,  ror  which  we  toil  ? 
Sighs  must  mn  it,  tears  must  water. 

Sweat  of  ours  must  dress  the  soiL 
Think,  ye  masters  iron-hearted, 

Lomng  at  your  jovial  boards ; 
Think  how  many  backs  have  smarted 

For  the  sweets  your  cane  affi)rds. 

Is  there,  as  ye  sometimes  tell  us. 

Is  there  one,  who  reigns  on  high  ? 
Has  he  bid  you  buy  and  sell  us. 

Speaking  from  his  tfaioiie  the  sky  ? 
Ask  him,  if  vour  knotted  scourges. 

Matches,  blood-extoning  screws. 
Are  the  means  that  duty  urges. 

Agents  of  hia  wiU  to  use  P 

Hark  !  he  answeis— wild  tornadoes, 
Strewing  yonder  sea  with  wrecks ; 
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Wasdng  towns,  plantations,  meadows. 
Are  the  voice,  with  which  he  speaks. 

He,  foreseeing  what  vexations 
Afiric's  sons  should  undergo, 

PucM  their  tyrants*  habitations 
Where  his  whirlwinds  answer— now 

By  our  blood  in  Afnc  wasted. 

Ere  our  necks  received  the  chain ; 
By  the  mis'ries  that  we  tasted, 

Crossing  in  your  barks  the  main  ; 
By  our  sufferings,  since  ye  fanrag^  us 

To  the  man-degrading  mart ; 
AH,  sustain'd  by  patience,  taught  us 

Only  by  a  broken  heart : 

Deem  our  nation  brutes  no  lonser. 

Till  some  reason  ye  shall  find 
Worthier  of  regard,  and  stronger 

Than  the  colour  of  our'kino. 
Slaves  of  gold,  whose  sordid  dealings 

Tarnish  all  your  boasted  powers. 
Prove  that  you  have  human  feelingBy 

Ere  you  proudly  question  ours  ? 


PITY  FOR  POOR  AFRICANS. 


•  video  tmUonproboqne* 
Deterion  sequor.' 


t  OWN  I  am  shocVd  at  the  purchase  of  slaves. 
And  fear  those  who  buy  them  and  seU  them,  are. 

knaves  ; 
What  I  hear  of  their  hardships,  their  tortures,  and 

groans. 
Is  almost  enough  to  draw  pity  6om  8toM&. 

I  pit^  them  greatly,  but  I  muist  be  miim^. 
For  how  oouLd  we  do  without  5ugar  m^  jruip  2 
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Espedallj  sugar,  so  needful  we  see  ? 

What,  give  up  our  desserts,  our  coffee,  and  tea  I 

Besides,  if  we  do,  (be  French,  Dutch,  and  Danes, 
Will  heartfly  thank  us,  no  doubt,  for  our  pains ; 
If  we  do  not  buy  the  poor  creatures,  the^  will. 
And  tortiures  and  groans  wiU  be  multiphed  still. 

If  foreigners  likewise  would  give  up  the  trade. 
Much  more  in  behalf  of  your  wish  might  be  said  ; 
But,  while  they  get  riches  by  purchasing  blacks. 
Pray  tell  roe  why  we  may  not  also  go  snacks  ? 

Your  scruples  and  aiguments  bring  to  my  mind 
A  story  so  pat,  you  may  think  it  is  coined. 
On  purpose  to  answer  you,  out  of  my  mint ; 
But  I  can  assure  you  I  saw  it  in  print. 

A  youngster  at  school,  more  sedate  than  the  rest. 
Had  once  his  integrity  put  to  the  test ; 
His  comrades  had  plotted  an  orchard  to  rob. 
And  ask^d  him  to  go  and  assist  in  the  job. 

He  was  shocked,  sir,  like  you,  and  answered — *  Oh 

no! 
What  1  rob  our  good  neighbour !  I  pray  you  don*t  go ; 
Besides,  the  man*s  poor,  his  orchard's  his  bread. 
Then  think  of  his  diildren,  for  they  must  be  fed.' 

•  You  speak  very  fine,  and  you  look  very  grave. 
But  apples  we  want,  and  apples  well  have ; 
If  you  will  go  with  us,  you  shall  have  a  share. 
If  not,  you  shall  have  neither  apple  nor  pear.' 

They  spoke,  and  Tom  ponder'd— *  I  see  they  will  go ; 
Poor  man  !  what  a  pity  to  injure  him  so ! 
Poor  man  !  1  would  save  him  his  fruit  if  I  could. 
But  staying  behind  will  do  him  nd  good. 

'  If  the  matter  depended  alone  upon  me. 

His  apples  aafls^t  haag,  till  they  dropp'd  from  th^ 

tree; 
But,  since  they  wiU  take  them,  I  think  m  go  too. 
He  will  lose  noiie  by  me,  though  I  get  a  few.' 
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His  scraples  tfauB  «leDcM«  T«m  ftk  nvMit  «l  mmt 
And  went  with  hit  oanonAei  the  mlci  to  Mtzc ; 
He  b1am*d  and  protested,  but  joined  in  the  plan : 
He  shared  in  the  plunder,  but  pitied  the  man. 


THE  MORNING  DREAM. 

TwAS  in  the  g^  season  of  raring* 

Asleep  at  the  dawn  of  the  aaj, 
I  dream*d  what  I  cannot  but  sing. 

So  pleasant  it  seemM  as  I  lay. 
I  dreunM,  that,  on  ocean  afloat. 

Far  hence  to  ihe  westward  I  sailM, 
While  the  billows  high-lifted  the  boat. 

And  the  firesh-blowing  breeze  never  f«dl*dp 

In  the  steenge  a  woman  I  saw* 

Such  at  least  was  the  fimn  that  she ' 
Whose  beauty  impressed  me  with  awe, 

Ne*er  taught  me  by  woman  before. 
She  sat,  and  a  shield  at  her  side 

Shed  liftht,  lil^e  a  sun  on  the  waves. 
And,  smiSng  divinely,  she  cried — 

'  I  go  to  make  freemen  of  slaves.**- 

Then  raising  her  v<nce  to  a  strain 

The  sweetest  that  ear  ever  heard. 
She  sung  of  the  slaveys  broken  chain. 

Wherever  her  glory  appeared. 
Some  clouds,  which  had  over  us  hung. 

Fled,  chas'd  by  her  melody  dear. 
And  methought  while  she  fiber^  sung, 

*Twas  liberty  only  to  hear. 

Thus  swifUy  dividing  the  flood. 
To  a  slaviSi^iUlor'd  idand  we  camc» 

Where,  a  demon,  bcr  cnony,  stoo^.- 
Oppression  his  tenible  namew 

In  his  hand,  as  the  sun  of  his  sway, 
A  scourge  hung  win  lashes  he  bore. 
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That  goddns-like  wonuin  he  viewM, 
The  Moum  he  let  fiJl  ham  his  hand. 

With  bfeod  of  his  subjects  imbra^d. 
I  nw  hini  both  sidcen  and  die* 

And  the  moment  the  monster  expur*d, 
Heard  shouts  that  ascended  the  Ay, 

Fiom  thousands  with  nqiture  inspired. 

Awaking,  how  could  I  but  nnise 

At  imat  such  a  dream  should  betide  ? 
But  soon  mj  ear  caught  the  ^iad  news, 

Which  serv*d  my  weak  tfamight  for  a  gi 
That  Britannia,  renown*d  o*er  the  waves 

For  the  hatred  she  ever  had  shown 
To  the  Uack-sesfUnd  micas  of  slaves, 

BfMlfct  to  have  WMie  •f  hsr  own. 


TBK 

NIGHTINGALE  AND  GLOW-WORM. 
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You  would  abhor  to  do  me  wrong. 
As  much  as  I  to  spoil  your  song ; 
For  'twas  the  selfinme  pow*r  divine 
Taught  yoa  to  sing  and  me  to  shine  ; 
That  you  with  music,  I  with  li^t, 
Mig^t  beautify  and  cheer  the  night 
The  songster  heard  his  short  oration. 
And,  warbling  out  his  approbation* 
Released  him,  as  my  story  tells. 
And  found  a  supper  somewhere  else. 

Hence  jarring  aectaries  may  learn 
Their  real  int*rest  to  discern ; 
That  brother  should  not  war  with  brother. 
And  worry  and  devour  eadi  other: 
But  sing  and  diine  by  sweet  consent. 
Tin  life's  poor  transient  nl|^  is  spent. 
Respecting  in  each  other's  case 
The  gifts  of  nature  and  of  grace. 

Those  Christians  best  deserve  the  name. 
Who  studiously  make  peace  theb  aim ; 
Peace  both  the  duty  and  the  prize 
Of  hhn  that  creeps  and  him  tiiat  ffies. 


ON  A  GOLDFII^CH, 

STAKVED  TO  DEATH  IV  HIS  CAOK. 

Time  was  when  I  was  free  as  air. 
The  thistle's  downy  seed  my  £ue. 

My  drink  the  moming  dew  ; 
I  peich'd  at  will  on  ev'iy  ipcay* 
My  form  genteel,  my  plumage  gay. 

My  strains  for  ever  new. 

But  gaudy  plumage,  spri^tly  strain. 
And  fi»m  genteel,  were  m  in  vain. 

And  of  a  transient  date ; 
For  caught,  and  cag'd,  and  starv'd  to  death. 
In  dying  sighs  my  Uttle  breath 

Soon  pass'd  the  wiry  grate. 
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Thanks,  gentle  swain,  for  all  my  woes. 
And  thamu  for  this  effectual  dose 

And  cure  of  ev'ry  ill ; 
More  cruelty  could  none  express ; 
And.  I,  if  you  had  shown  me  less, 

Had  heen  your  prisoner  stiO. 


THE 

PINEAPPLE  AND  THE  BEE. 

The  piiiei^;»ples,  in  triple  row. 
Were  Daskmg  hot,  ana  all  in  hlow  ; 
A  Bee  of  most  discerning  taste, 
Perceiv'd  the  fragrance  as  he  pass*d. 
On  eager  wing  the  spoiler  came, 
And  search*d  for  crannies  in  the  frame, 
Uig*d  his  attem]^t  on  ev*ry  side. 
To  ev*ry  pane  his  trunk  ^plied ; 
But  still  m  vain,  the  frame  was  tight. 
And  only  pervious  to  the  light : 
Thus  having  wasted  half  the  day, 
He  trimm*d  his  ffight  another  way. 
Mediinks,  I  said,  in  thee  I  find 
The  an.  and  madness  of  mankind. 
To  joy 
Consm 
FoUyl 
Anddi 
While 
Then] 
She  is 
Theffl] 
Them 
Thesfc 
Seesw 
But  sii 
Liketi 
Butal: 
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Our  dear  dcilS^tB  sre  eften  toch, 
Expos'd  to  view,  bat  not  to  tamdi ; 
The  sight  our  foolish  heart  mflamct. 
We  long  fbr  pineapples  in  firamcs  ; 
With  hopeless  wish  one  looka  and  lingea; 
One  breaks  the  ^ass,  and  cuts  hk  fingers  { 
But  they  whom  truth  and  wisdom  lead» 
Can  gamer  honejr  from  a  weed. 


HORACE, 

BooklLOteZ. 

Receiye,  dear  fitend,  die  truths  I  tOKii* 
So  shalt  thou  lire  beycnid  the  readi 

Of  advene  Fortane*s  powV ; 
Not  always  tempt  the  d&tmit  deep^ 
Nor  always  timorously  creep 

Along  the  treadi^rous  shores 

He,  that  holds  fiut  the  golden  mean. 
And  lives  contentedly  between 

The  little  and  the  great. 
Feels  not  the  wants  that  ninch  the  poQr» 
Nor  plagues  that  haunt  me  rich  man's  dooi^ 

Imbitt*ring  all  his  state. 

The  tallest  pmes  hA  most  the  pow*r 
Of  wint'ry  blasts ;  the  loftiest  tow^ 

Comes  heaviest  to  the  ground ; 
The  bolts  that  spare  the  mountain's  side^ 
His  doud-capt  eminence  divide. 

And  spread  the  ruin  round. 

The  weUoinfoim'd  philosopher 
Rejoices  with  a  whodesome  feary 

And  hopes,  in  nnte  c^patn ; 
If  Winter  bellow  from  the  north. 
Soon  the  sweet  Spring  cmnes  dandng  fiinh» 

And  Nature  laughs  again. 
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What  if  thine  heav*n  be  oveicast. 
The  dark  uppttamce  will  not  last ; 

Expect  a  bri^ter  sky. 
The  God  that  strings  the  silver  bow. 
Awakes  sometimes  the  muses  too, 

And  lays  his  arrows  by. 

If  hind'nuices  obstruct  thy  way, 
Thy  magnanimity  dinday. 

And  let  thy  streDgui  be  seen ; 
But  O  I  if  fortune  M  th^  sail 
With  more  than  a  propitious  gale, 

Take  half  thy  canvass  in. 


A  REFLECTION 

ON  THE  FOREGOING  ODE. 

And  is  this  all  ?  Can  Reason  do  no  more, 
Than  bid  me  shun  the  deep,  and  dread  the  shore  ? 
Sweet  moralist !  afloat  on  lifers  rough  sea. 
The  Christian  has  an  art  unknown  to  thee. 
He  holds  no  parley  with  unmanly  fears ; 
Where  duty  bids,  he  confidently  steers. 
Faces  a  thousand  dangers  at  her  call. 
And,  trusting  in  his  God,  surmounts  them  alL 


THE  LILY  AND  THE  ROSE. 

The  nymph  must  lose  her  female  ftiend, 

If  more  admirM  ihan  sh^— 
But  where  wiU  fierce  contendon  end. 

If  flow'rs  can  disagree  ? 

Within  the  garden's  peaceful  scene 

Appeared  two  lovely  foes. 
Aspiring  to  the  rank  of  queen. 

The  Lily  and  the  Rose. 

2r2 
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The  Roie  «Mii  icddaM  Into  nge. 

And*  iwdttDg  niAk  ^KsdMiy 
AppeaTd  to  many  »  poeC*8  page 

To  pio?<6  her  i^^  to  togn* 

The  lily^s  height  heqMdoe  oommaBd, 

A  fiur  inraerial  flow*r ; 
She  seem'd  deBgnM  fn  VkmH  hoB^ 

The  seeptre  of  her  pow  k 

This  dvil  hick*ring  and  debate 
The  goddev  chanced  to  hear» 

And  flew  to  save,  ere  yet  too  kite* 
The  pride  of  the  ptftene. 

Youn  is,  she  said,  the  nobler  hue. 
And  yoois  the  statelier  mien ; 

And,  tin  a  third  sanMsses  joa. 
Let  each  be  deemM  a  queen. 

Thns,  soothed  and  reoondl'd,  each  seds 

The  fimrest  Britisb  fidrs 
The  seat  of  empire  is  her  diadEi^ 

They  reign  united  dieia 


IDEM  LATINE  REDDITUM. 

Hev  inimicitias  quoties  parit  aemuhi  forma, 
Quam  raio  puldune^  piuchraplaoere  potest ! 

Sed  fines  ultra  sofitoe  duootdia  tendh. 
Cum  flores  ipsos  bilis  et  ira  movent. 


Hortus  ubi  dukes  piaebet  tadtosque 
Se  rapit  in  partes  gens  animosa  duas ; 

Hie  sibi  regales  Amaryllis  Candida  cnltoi, 
lUic  purpureo  Tindicat  ore  Rosa. 

Ira  Rosam  et  meritis  ^psata  superfaia  tangont, 
Multa^ue  ferventi  yix  cohibenda  sinu, 

Dum  sibi  fautorum  ciet  imdique  nomina  TBtun^ 
Jusque  suum,  multo  camune  fiilta,  probat. 
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Altior  emint  ill»»  ft  cdBO  vet«ke  I 

Ceu  floTM  inter  mam  Inbiinni  i 
Fatdditf^  aliot,  H  Date  videtmr  in  i 

Imperii,  sodfUanaOt  Flora  quod  ipai  gvat. 

Nee  Dea  nM  senait  civilis  ipuimms  lizs, 
Cui  curs  est  pictas  pandere  ruxia  qpet, 

Deliciasaue  suae  nunqnam  non  pmnpto  tueri* 
Dum  licet  et  locua  oit,  ut  tueator,  adest 

Et  tibi  forma  datur  procerior  omnibus,  inquit ; 

Et  tibi,  pindpibuB  qui  sdlet  esse,  color  ; 
Et  donee  vmcat  qusdam  fiwmosior  ambas, 

Et  tibi  reginae  nomen,  et  esto  tibL 

His  ubi  sedatus  furor  est,  petit  utraque  nympham 
Qualem  inter  Veneres  An^  sola  pant ; 

Hanc  penes  imperium  est,  nihil  optant  amplius,  faujus 
Reliant  in  nitidis,  et  sine  lite,  genis. 


THE  POPLAR  FIELD. 

The  poplars  are  felled,  farewdl  to  the  shade. 
And  the  whispering  sound  of  the  cool  colonnade ; 
The  winds  play  no  longer  and  sing  in  the  leaves. 
Nor  Ouse  on  his  bosom  their  image  receives. 

Twdve  years  have  eliqw*d,  since  I  first  took  a  view 
Of  my  ttvourite  field,  and  the  bank  where  they  grew ; 
And  now  in  the  grass  behold  they  are  laid. 
And  the  tree  is  my  seat,  that  once  lent  me  a  shade. 

The  blackbird  has  fled  to  another  retreat. 
Where  the  hazels  afford  him  a  screen  tiam  the  heat. 
And  the  scene,  where  his  mdodj  charm*d  me  before* 
Resounds  with  his  sweet-flowing  ditty  no  more. 

M7  fugitive  years  are  aQ  hasting  away. 
And  I  must  ere  bng  lie  as  lowly  as  they. 
With  a  turf  on  my  breast,  and  a  stcme  at  my  head. 
Ere  another  such  grove  shall  arise  in  its  stead. 
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Tis  a  d§^t  to  CDgn^  ine,  if  any  thing  can. 
To  miue  oo  the  pwwhhig  pleasures  of  man ; 
Thouj^  his  life  be  a  dieun,  his  enjoyments,  I  see. 
Have  a  being  less  daiaUe  even  than  he.* 


IDEM  LATINE  REDDITUM. 

PoPULEJE  ceddit  gratisama  oo[na  silvae, 
Conticu^  susmxi,  omnisque  evanuit  mnfara. 
Nulls  jam  levibus  se  misoent  fixmdibus  aorae, 
£t  nulla  in  fluvio  ramorum  ludit  imago. 

Hei  mihi !  bis  senos  dum  loctu  torqaeQr  annos. 
His  oogor  silvis  suetoque  caiere  zeoessu. 
Cum  Bad  rediens,  stratasque  in  gEomine  oemens, 
Insedi  arboribus,  sub  quds  eizaie  solebam. 

Ah  ubi  nunc  meruls  cantus  ?  Pdidor  illmn 
Silva  tegit,  dure  nondum  peimissa  bipenni  ; 
Scilicet  exustos  coUes  camposque  patentes 
Odit,  et  indignans  et  mm  rediturus  abivit 

Sed  qui  sucdsas  doleo  sucddar  et  ipse, 
Et  pritks  huic  paiilis  quam  creyerit  altera  alva 
Flebor,  et,  exequiis  parvis  diniatns,  habdw 
Defixum  lapidem  tumulique  cubantis  acervum. 

Tarn  8ubit5  periisse  videns  tun  digna  manere, 
Agnosco  humanas  sortes  et  tristia  fata— 
Sit  licet  ipse  brevis,  voluciique  simiUimus  umbrs. 
Est  homini  brevior  dtiusque  obitura  voluptas. 

*  Mr  Cowper  aficnraidi  altered  Ob  teat  stanxa  in  the  foOovk^ 

The  tiuatgB  both  mj  heart  and  mv  fiuicy  employs, 
I  reflect  on  thefirailty  of  man,  and  his  joys; 
Sbort-liv'd  as  we  are,  jret  our  pleasures,  we  aee^ 
Haf«  a  still  iharter  date,  and  die  sooner  than  we. 
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VOTUM. 

O  MATUTIKI  lores,  annexe  salubres, 
O  nemora,  et  lietaB  rivis  fdidbus  herbs, 
Graminei  ooUei,  et  amoenae  in  vallibus  umbras  I 
Fata  mod6  dederint  quas  olim  in  rure  patemo 
Delidas,  procul  arte,  piocul  formidine  novi, 
Qxukm  vdlem  ignotiu,  quod  mens  mea  semper  avebat. 
Ante  larem  proprium  pladdam  expectare  senectam, 
Tum  demiim,  exactis  non  infdiciter  annis, 
Sortiii  taciturn  lapidem,  aul  sub  oespite  oondi  t 


CICINDELA. 

BT  VINCENT  BOURNE. 

Sub  sepe  exiguum  est,  nee  raid  in  maigine  ripae. 

Reptile,  quod  luoet  nocte,  dieque  latet 
Vermis  habet  speeiem,  sed  habet  de  lumine  nomen ; 

At  prisdL  i  famd.  non  liquet,  unde  micet. 
Plerique  i  Cauda  credunt  procedure  lumen ; 

Nee  desunt,  credunt  qm  rutilare  caput 
Nam  superas  steDas  quae  nox  aooendit,  et  illi 

Parcam  eadem  hicem  dat,  moduloque  paiem. 
Forsitan  hoc  prudens  vohiit  Natura  caveii, 

Ne  pede  quis  duio  reptile  contereret  t 
Exiguam,  in  tenebris  ne  gressum  oflfenderet  ullus, 

Fraetendi  roluit  fbraitan  ilia  fiMem. 
give  usum  hunc  Natura  parens,  seu  maluit  ilium, 

Haud  frustra  accensa  est  lux,  radiique  datu 
Ponite  vos  &8tus,  humiles  nee  spemite,  magni ; 

Quando  habet  et  minimmn  xeptile,  quod  niteat. 
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I.  THE  GLOW-WORM. 

TRANSLATION  OF  THE  FOREGOING. 

Beneath  the  hedge,  or  near  the  stream, 

A  worm  is  known  to  stray  ; 
That  shows  by  night  a  ludd  beam. 

Which  dist^pears  by  day. 

Disputes  have  been,  and  still  prevail. 
From  idienoe  his  rays  proceed ; 

Some  give  that  Inmour  to  his  tail. 
And  others  to  his  head. 

But  this  is  sure— the  hand  of  might* 

That  kindles  up  the  skies. 
Gives  him  a  modunmi  of  li^t 

Proportion'd  to  his  size. 

Perhaps  indulgent  Nature  meant> 

By  such  a  lamp  bestow'd. 
To  bid  the  traveller,  as  he  went. 

Be  careful  where  he  trod : 

Nor  crush  a  worm,  whose  useful  light 

Might  serve,  however  small. 
To  show  a  stumbling-stone  by  night. 

And  save  him  finmi  a  falL 

Whatever  she  meant,  this  truth  divine 

Is  legible  and  plahi, 
'Tis  pow'r  almighty  bids  him  shine. 

Nor  bids  him  shine  in  vain. 

Ye  proud  and  wealthy,  let  this  theme 
Teach  humbler  ^oug^ts  to  you. 

Since  such  a  reptile  has  its  gem. 
And  boasts  its  splendour  too. 
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CORNICULA. 

BY  VINCENT  BOURNE. 

NiOBAS  inter  aves  avis  est,  quae  plurima  turres, 

Antiquas  sedes,  celsaque  fana  colit 
Nil  tarn  suUi&ie  est,  qiiod  non  audace  volatu, 

Aeriis  spemens  inferiora,  petit 
Quo  nemo  ascendat,  cui  non  vertigo  cerebrum 

Corripiat,  cert^  hunc  seligit  ilia  locum. 
Quo  vix  k  terra  tu  suspids  absque  tremore. 

Ilia  met(!ts  expers  inocdumisque  sedet 
Lamina  delubri  supra  fiustigia,  ventus 

Qu&  ooeli  spiret  de  regione,  docet ; 
Hanc  ea  pnB  reUquis  mavult,  secura  peridi. 

Nee  curat,  nedum  oogitat,  unde  oidat. 
Res  inde  humanas,  sed  summa  per  otia,  spectat, 

Et  nihil  ad  sese,  quas  videt,  esse  videt 
Concursus  spectat,  platea^ue  n^tia  in  omni. 

Omnia  pro  nugis  at  saj^ienter  habet 
Clamores,  quas  infra  audit,  si  forsitan  audit. 

Pro  rebus  nihil!  negligit,  et  crodtat 
lUe  tibi  invideat,  felix  Comicula,  pennas. 

Qui  tic  bumanis  rebus  abesse  velit 


II.  THE  JACKDAW. 

TRANSLATION  OF  THE  FOREOOINO. 

There  is  a  bird,  who  by  his  coat. 
And  by  the  hoarseness  of  his  note, 

Mig^t  be  supposM  a  crow  ; 
A  great  frequenter  of  the  church, 
Where  bishopJike  he  finds  a  perch. 

And  dormitory  too. 

Above  the  steepie  shines  a  plate. 
That  turns  and  turns,  to  indicate 
^rom  what  point  blows  the  weather : 
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Look  up—your  braiiu  hem  to  svim, 
Tis  in  the  d0i]dft-*tbat  plenes  hkn. 
He  chooses  it  the  nthcc 

F(md  of  the  roecuIatiTe  height. 
Thither  he  wings  his  airy  ffight. 

And  thenoe  secoidy  sees 
The  bustk  and  the  nreeshow» 
That  occupy  mankind  hdow. 

Secure  and  at  his  ease. 

You  think,  I 
On  future  bi 

If  he  shou 
No ;  not  a  s 
Employs  his 

Or  trouble 

He  sees,  that  this  oeat  roundabout. 
The  world,  with  aU  its  motley  rout» 

Church,  army,  physic,  law» 
Its  customs,  and  its  bus'nesses, 
Is  no  coDcem  at  all  of  his. 

And  says— what  says  he  ?— Caw. 

Thrice  happy  bird !  I  too  haTe  seen 
Much  oftbe  vamtieB  of  men ; 

And,  sick  of  having  seen  'em. 
Would  cheerfully  these  limbs  resign 
For  such  a  pair  of  wing?  as  thine. 

And  such  a  head  between  'em. 


AD  GRILLUM. 

Anacreoniicwn. 

BT  YIKCSVT  BOUainE. 

O  airi  mesB  culins 
Argutulus  choranles, 
£t  hospes  es  canorus, 
Quacimque  commoreris. 
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Felidtatb  omen ; 
Jneundiore  canta 
Siquando  me  nlutes, 
£t  ipse  te  rependam, 
Et  ipse,  qua  valebo, 
Remtmerabo  musL 

DicSris  innooensque 
St  gratiu  inquilinus ; 
Nee  Tictitaiis  rapinb, 
Ut  sorices  yoraces, 
Muresve  curiosi, 
Furumque  deliattum 
Vulgus  domesticorum ; 
Sed  tattu  in  camini 
ReccBsibus,  quiete 
Contentiu  et  calore. 

Beatior  Cicad&, 
Qua  te  referre  foim&. 
Qua  voce  tevidetur; 
Et  saltitans  per  herbas, 
Unhu,  baud  seconds, 
iBstatbestchorista; 
Tucannen  integratum 
ReponiB  ad  Decembrem, 
Laetua  per  univenum 
Incontinenter  annum. 

Te  nulla  lux  rdinquit, 
Te  nulla  noz  revisit, 
Non  muaicn  vacantem, 
CHrisye  non  adlutum : 
Qnin  ampliea  canendo, 
Quin  ampHes  fruendo, 
^tatulakn,  vel  omni, 
Quam  no8  bamundones 
Absumimus  queiendo, 
iEtate  bngiorem. 


2q 
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III.  THE  CRICKET. 

translation  of  ths  fokegoikfi. 

Little 
Chirping! 
Wheresoe 
Always  h 
Pay  me  f< 
With  a  so 
In  return 
Sucfaasti 

Thus  thy  praise  ahaU  be  expraas^d^ 
Inoffensive,  irAcamt  guest ! 
While  the  rat  is  on  t>^  sfxmtv 
And  the  mouse  with  curious  snout. 
With  what  yermin  else  infest 
Ey'ry  dish,  and  spoXL  the  best ; 
Frisking  thus  before  the  fire. 
Thou  hast  all  thine  heart's  deane. 

Though  in  yoioe  and  shape  thej  be 
Formed  as  if  akin  to  thee. 
Thou  surpassest,  happier  hi. 
Happiest  grasshoppeis  that  are ; 
Theirs  is  but  a  summer's  song 
Thine  endures  the  winter  long. 
Unimpaired,  and  shriU,  and  aear. 
Melody  throughout  the  year. 

Nather  ni^t,  nor  dawn  of  day. 
Puts  a  period  to  Ihy  play : 
Sing  then — and  extend  uiy  spah 
Far  beyond  the  date  of  man. 
Wretched  man,  whose  years  are  spent 
In  repining  discontent. 
Lives  not,  aged  though  he  be. 
Half  a  span,  compared  with  thee. 
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SIMILE  AGIT  IN  SIMILE. 

BY  VIKCENT  BOUEKE. 

Cristatus,  pictisque  ad  Thaida  Pbittacus  alia, 

MissuB  ab  £00  miiniu  amante  venit. 
Andllis  mandat  painuun  ibrmare  loqudam, 

AzchididascaliaB  dat  sibi  Thais  opus. 
Psittaoe,  ait  Thus,  fingitque  sonantia  molle 

Basia,  que  docilis  maSie  refingit  avis. 
Jam  captat,  jam  dimidial,  tyrunoilus ;  et  jam 

Integral  auditos  articulatque  sonos. 
Psittace  mi  pnolcher  pulcheUe,  hera  didt  ahmmo, 

Psittace  mi  pulcher,  reddit  alimmus  hens, 
Jamque  canit,  lidet,  dedesque  <i^;rotat  in  hortl, 

Et  vocat  andllas  nomine  quamque  suo. 
Multaque  scuizatar  mendax,  et  multa  jocatmr, 

£t  lq»do  populmn  detinet  aogmio. 
Kunc  tremulum  iUudet  fintrem,  qui  suspidt,  et  Pol 

Cainalis,  quii^piB  te  dooet,  inauit,  homo  est ; 
Aiguts  nmic  stndet  anfts  azj^uhihifl  instar ; 

Respidtt  et  nebulo  ei,  qiuaquis  es,  inquit  anus. 
Quando  fioit  meEor  t^,  meliorve  magistm ! 

Quando  duo  ingemis  tarn  coieze  paves ! 
Ardua  discenti  nulla  est,  res  nidla  docenti 

Aldus  I  cam  doceat  foemina,  discat  avis. 


IV.    THE  PARROT. 

T]LAVtI.ATXO|r  OF  THE  FOKXOOIVa. 

Ik  punted  plumes  superbly  dressed, 
A  native  of  the  gorgeous  east. 

By  many  a  hSlow  toss'd, 
PoU  gains  at  len^h  the  British  shore. 
Part  of  the  captam*s  predous  store. 

A  present  to  his  toast. 
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Beliiida*8  maids  are  soon  preferred. 
To  teach  him  now  and  then  a  word, 

As  Poll  can  master  it ; 
But  'tis  her  own  important  diaige. 
To  qualify  him  more  at  large. 

And  make  him  quite  a  wit. 

Sweet  PoU  !  his  doating  mistress  cries. 
Sweet  Poll!  the  mimic  bird  replies ; 

And  calls  aloud  for  sadc 
She  next  instructs  him  in  the  kiss ; 
'Tis  now  a  little  one  like  Miss, 

And  now  a  hearty  smack. 

At  first  he  aims  at  what  he  hears ; 
And,  listening  dose  with  both  his  ears. 

Just  catches  at  the  sound ; 
But  soon  articulates  aloud. 
Much  to  th'  amusement  of  the  crowd. 

And  stuns  the  neighbours  round. 

A  querulous  old  woman's  vdoe 
His  hum'rous  talent  next  empbys ; 

He  scolds,  and  gives  the  li& 
And  now  he  sings,  and  now  is  sick. 
Here  Sally,  Susan,  oome,  come  quidc. 

Poor  PoU  is  like  to  die  I 

Belinda  and  her  bird  !  'tis  rare. 

To  meet  with  such  a  well-match'd  pair. 

The  language  and  the  tone. 
Each  charMter  in  ev'ry  part 
Sustain'd  with  so  mudi  grace  and  art. 

And  both  in  unison. 

When  children  first  b«in  to  spdl. 
And  stammer  out  a  ^Uable, 

We  think  them  temous  creatures ; 
But  difficulties  soon  abate. 
When  bhds  are  tobetau^  to  prate. 

And  women  are  the  teachers. 
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TRANSLATION  OF  PRIOR'S  CHLOB 
AND  EUPHELIA. 

Mercator,  Tidies  oculos  ut  fallere  po8sit» 
Nomine  sub  &to  trans  mare  mittit  opes ; 

Lea^  sonat  liquidumque  meis  Euphelia  chordis, 
Sed  solam  exoptant  te,  mea  vota,  Chloe. 

Ad  speculum  omabat  nitidos  Euphelia  crines. 
Cum  dixit  mea  lux,  Heus,  cane,  sume  lyianu 

Namque  lyram  juxta  positam  cum  carmine  vidit. 
Suave  quidem  carmen  dulcisonamque  lyram. 

FOa  lyne  yocemque  paro,  suspiria  surgunt, 
Et  miscent  numens  murmura  mcesta  meis, 

Dumque  tu»  memoro  laudes,  Euphelia,  forms, 
Tota  anima  interei  pendet  ab  ore  Chloes. 

Subrubet  ilia  pudore,  et  contrahit  altera  fiontem, 
Me  t(^uet  mea  mens  consda,  psaUo,  tremo ; 

Atque  Cupidindl  dixit  Dea  dncta  coron&, 
Heu  I  uiUendi  artem  quam  didicere  parum. 


THE  BIVERTIMO 

HISTORY  OF  JOHN  GILPIN; 

Shotwing  how  he  went  farther  Hum  he  intended^  and 
came  tqfr  home  again, 

John  Gilpin  was  a  citizen 

Of  credit  and  renown, 
A  train-band  captain  ^e  was  he 

Of  femous  London  town. 

John  6^MB*s  spouse  said  to  her  dear, 

Thougn  wedded  we  have  been 
These  twice  ten  tedious  years,  yet  we 

No  holiday  have  seen. 

2q2 
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To-monow  is  our  weddidg-day. 

And  we  will  then  repair 
Unto  ibt  Ben  at  Edmonton 

An  in  a  chaise  and  pair. 

My  aster  and  my  sister's  child, 

Mysdf,  and  children  three. 
Win  fin  the  chaise ;  so  you  must  ride 

On  horseback  after  we. 

He  soon  repUed,  I  do  admire 

Of  womankind  but  one. 
And  you  are  she,  my  dearest  dear. 

Therefore  it  shaU  be  done. 

I  am  a  Unendraper  bold. 

As  an  the  world  doth  know. 
And  my  good  fiiend  the  calender 

Win  lend  his  horse  to  go. 

Quoth  Mrs  Gflpin,  That's  wdl  said ; 

And  for  that  wine  is  dear. 
We  win  be  fumish'd  with  our  own, 

Whidi  is  both  bright  and  dear. 

John  Gilpin  kiss'd  his  loving  wife ; 

O'erjoy'd  was  he  to  find. 
That,  though  on  pleasure  she  was  bent. 

She  had  a  frugal  mind. 

The  morning  came,  the  chaise  was  bronq^t. 

But  yet  was  not  aUow'd 
To  drive  up  to  the  door,  lest  an 

Should  say  that  she  was  jnoud. 

So  three  doors  off  the  chaise  was  stay'd,  ' 

Where  they  did  an  get  in ; 
Six  precious  souls,  and  an  i 

To  dash  throu^  thick  i 

Smack  went  the  whip,  round  went  the  wheels, 

Were  never  folk  so  glad. 
The  stones  did  rattle  underneath, 

As  if  Cheapside  were  mad. 
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John  Gilpin  at  his  hone's  side 

Seized  fast  the  flowing  mane. 
And  up  he  got,  in  haste  to  ride. 

But  soon  came  down  again ; 

For  saddletree  scarce  leacfaM  had  he. 

His  journey  to  begin. 
When,  turning  round  his  head,  he  saw 

Three  customers  come  in. 

So  down  he  came ;  for  lots  of  time, 

Althou^  it  grieved  him  sore. 
Yet  loss  of  pence,  full  well  he  knew 

Would  trouble  him  much  more. 

Twas  long  before  the  customers 

Were  suited  to  their  mind. 
When  Betty  screaming  came  down  stairs^ 

*  The  wine  is  left  behind  I* 

Good  lack  I  quoth  he— yet  bring  it  me,  • 

My  leathern  belt  likewise. 
In  which  I  bear  my  trusty  sword. 

When  I  do  exercise. 

Now  mistress  Gilpin  (careful  soul  I) 

Had  two  stone  bottles  foimd. 
To  hold  the  liquor  that  she  lov'd. 

And  keep  it  safe  and  sound. 

Each  bottle  had  a  curling  ear, 
Throu^  which  the  bdt  he  drew. 

And  hung  a  bottle  on  each  side. 
To  make  his  balance  true. 

Then  over  all,  that  he  mi^t  be 

Equipped  firom  top  to  toe. 
His  long  red  doak,  well  brushed  and  neat. 

He  manfblly  did  throw. 

Now  see  him  mounted  once  again 

Upon  his  nimble  steed, 
Full  slowly  pacing  o*er  the  stones, 

With  caution  and  good  heed. 
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But  finding  ioon  a  smoother  road 

Beneath  Yaa  well-shod  feet. 
The  snorting  beast  began  to  tzot» 

Which  galled  him  in  his  seat. 

So,  Fair  and  softly,  John  he  cried. 

But  John  he  cned  in  vain ; 
That  trot  became  a  gallop  soon. 

In  spite  of  curb  and  rem. 

So  stoopmg  down,  as  needs  he  must. 

Who  cannot  at  upright. 
He  grasp*d  the  mane  with  both  his  hands. 

And  eke  with  all  his  mi^t 

His  horse,  who  never  in  that  sort 

Had  handled  been  before. 
What  thing  upon  his  back  had  got 

Did  wonder  more  and  more. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  neck  or  nought ; 

Away  went  hat  and  wig ; 
He  little  dreamt,  when  he  set  oat. 

Of  running  such  a  rig. 

The  wind  did  blow,  the  doak  did  fly. 

Like  streamer  long  and  gay. 
Till,  loop  and  button  foiling  both. 

At  last  it  flew  away. 

Then  might  all  people  well  disoem 

The  bottles  he  had  dung; 
A  bottle  swinging  at  each  side. 

As  hath  been  said  or  sung. 

The  dogs  did  bark,  the  diildren  8cream*d» 

Up  flew  the  windows  all ; 
And  ev*ry  soul  cried  out.  Well  done ! 

As  loud  as  he  could  bawL 

Away  went  Gilpin— who  but  he  ? 

His  &me  soon  spread  around. 
He  carries  weight !  he  rides  a  race ! 

'Tis  for  a  thousand  pound ! 
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And  stin,  as  flut  as  hediew  near, 

'Twas  wonderful  to  view, 
How  in  a  trice  the  tompike  men 

Their  gates  wide  open  ihrew. 

And  now,  as  he  went  bowing  down 

His  reeking  head  full  low, 
The  bottles  twain  behind  lus  back 

Were  shatter'd  at  a  blow. 

Down  ran  the  wine  into  Ihe  road. 

Most  piteous  to  be  seen. 
Which  made  his  horse's  flanks  to  smoke 

As  they  had  basted  been. 

But  stin  he  seem*d  to  cany  wei^t. 

With  leathern  girdle  brac'd ; 
For  an  might  see  the  bottle  necks 

StiU  dangling  at  his  waist 

Thus  aU  through  men^  Islington 

These  gambols  he  did  play. 
Until  he  came  unto  the  Wash 

Of  Edmonton  so  gay ; 

And  there  he  threw  the  wash  about 

On  both  sides  of  (he  way. 
Just  like  unto  a  trundling  mop. 

Or  a  wild  goose  at  play. 

At  Edmonton  his  loving  wife 

From  the  baloonv  spied 
Her  tender  husband,  wondering  much 

To  see  how  he  did  ride. 

Stop,  stop,  John  Gilpm !— Here's  the  house— 

They  aU  at  once  md  cry ; 
The  dinner  waits,  and  we  are  tir'd ; 

Said  Gilpin— So  am  I ! 

But  yet  his  horse  was  not  a  whit 

Indin'd  to  tany  there ; 
For  why  ?-»his  owner  had  a  house 

Fun  ten  miles  off,  at  Ware. 
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So  like  an  «rov  swift  he  flew. 

Shot  by  an  aidier  Strang ; 
So  did  he  flv— which  fadngs  me  to 

The  midale  of  my  song. 

Away  went  Gi!]^  oi^  of  brartfa. 

And  sore  against  his  will. 
Till  at  his  tnead  Ihe  calender's 

His  horse  at  last  stood  stilL 

The  calender,  amazM  to  see 

His  neighbour  in  such  trim. 
Laid  down  his  pipe,  flew  to  the  gate. 

And  thus  aooo^ed  himt 

What  newt?  what  news?  your  tidings  Itll ; 

Tdl  me  yoa  must  and  shall — 
Say  why  bareheaded  you  are  come. 

Or  why  you  oome  at  all  ? 

Now  Gi^  had  a  nleasant  wit. 

And  lov'd  a  timdy  joke ; 
And  thus  unto  the  odendec 

In  merry  giiise  he  qpoke : 

I  came  because  tooi  horse  would  oome ; 

And,  if  I  wdl  fiwebode, 
Myhat  and  wig  wHl  soon  be  here. 

They  are  upon  the  road. 

The  calender,  right  g^  to  find 

His  finend  in  merry  pin. 
Returned  him  not  a  sii^e  wmd. 

But  to  the  house  went  in ; 

Whence  straigfat  he  came  wi£h  hat  aad  wig; 

A  wig  that  flow'd  behind, 
A  hat  not  much  the  worse  for  wear. 

Each  comeLj  in  its  kind* 

He  hdd  them  up,  and  in  his  turn 

Thus  show'd  his  ready  wit : 
My  head  is  twice  as  big  as  yours. 

They  therefore  needs  must  fit. 
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But  let  me  Knpe  the  dirt  awmj. 

That  hangs  iqMn  your  &ce ; 
And  stop  and  eat,  fat  well  you  may 

Be  in  a  hungiy  case. 

Said  John,  It  is  my  wedding-day, 
And  all  the  worm  would  stare. 

If  wife  should  dine  at  Edmonton, 
And  I  should  dine  at  Ware. 

So  turning  to  his  horse,  he  said, 

I  am  in  haste  to  dine ; 
*Tw8s  for  your  pleasure  you  came  here. 

You  shall  go  hack  for  mine. 

Ah  loddesB  roeech,  and  bootless  boast ! 

For  which  ne  paid  fiill  dear ; 
For,  while  he  spake,  a  braying  ass 

Did  smg  most  loud  and  dear ; 

Whereat  his  horse  did  snort,  as  he 

Had  heard  a  lion  roar. 
And  galloi^'d  off  with  all  his  mi^t. 

As  he  mul  done  before. 

Away  went  Gilphi,  and  away 

Went  Gilpin^s  hat  and  wig : 
He  lost  them  sooner  than  at  first. 

For  why  P— they  were  too  big. 

Now  Mrs  Gi^un,  when  she  saw 

Her  husband  posting  down 
Into  the  ooimtiy  for  away. 

She  pulled  out  half  a  crown ; 

And  thus  imto  the  youth  she  said. 
That  drove  them  to  the  Bell, 

This  shall  be  yours,  when  you  bring  back 
My  husband  safe  and  welL 

The  youth  did  ride,  and  soon  did  meet 

John  coming  bade  amain ; 
Whom  in  a  trice  he  tried  to  stop. 

By  catching  at  his  rein ; 
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But  not  peffonning  what  he  meant. 
And  glacDj  woiSd  have  done. 

The  fio^ted  steed  he  ftig^Miad  nune. 
And  made  hhn  faster  nm. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  and  away 

Went  postboy  at  hit  heds. 
The  postboy's  hone  rig^t  glad  to  miss 

The  lumbering  of  the  wheds. 

Sizffentlemen upon  the  road. 

Thus  seeing  Gilpin  fly. 
With  postboy  scamp'ring  in  the  rear. 

They  iais*d  the  hue  and  cry : — 

Stop  thief!  stoptiiief! — afai^wayman! 

Not  one  of  them  was  mute ; 
And  an  and  each  that  passed  that  way 

Did  join  in  the  pursuit. 

And  now  the  turnpike  gates  again 

Flew  open  in  ^ort  space; 
The  toILmen  thinlring  as  b^ne» 

That  Gilpin  rode  a  race. 

And  so  he  did,  and  won  it  too. 

For  he  got  first  to  town ; 
Nor  stopped  tin  where  he  had  got  tip 

He  did  again  get  down. 

Now  let  us  sing,  lon^  live  the  king» 

And  Gilpin  long  hve  he ; 
And,  when  he  next  doth  ride  abioAd, 

May  I  be  there  to  see ! 
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AN  EPISTLE 

TO 

ak  afflicted  protestant  ladt  ik  fran'ce« 

Madam, 

A  8TiiAKOER*8  puipose  in  these  layn 
Is  to  congratulate,  and  not  to  praise. 
To  give  me  creature  the  Creator^s  due 
Were  sin  in  me,  and  an  ofience  to  you. 
From  man  to  man,  or  e*en  to  woman  paid. 
Praise  is  the  medium  of  a  knavish  trade, 
A  coin  by  craft  for  folly's  use  designed. 
Spurious,  and  only  current  with  the  bhnd. 

The  path  of  sorrow,  and  that  path,  alone. 
Leads  to  the  land  where  sorrow  is  unknown ; 
No  travller  erear  readi'd  that  blest  abode. 
Who  found  not  thorns  and  briers  in  his  road. 
The  World  may  dance  along  die  flowery  plain, 
Cheer'd  as  they  go  by  many  a  sprightly  strain, 
Where  Nature  1^  her  mossy  velvet  sprod. 
With  unshod  feet  they  yet  securely  tread. 
Admonished,  scorn  the  caution  and  the  friend^ 
Bent  all  on  pleasure,  heedless  of  its  end. 
But  he,  who  knew  what  human  hearts  would  prove. 
How  slow  to  learn  (he  dictates  of  his  love. 
That,  hard  by  nature  and  of  stubborn  will, 
A  life  of  ease  would  make  them  harder  still. 
In  pity  to  the  souls  his  grace  designed 
To  rescue  from  the  ruins  of  mankind. 
Called  for  a  doud  to  darken  all  their  years. 
And  said,  *  Go,  spend  them  in  the  vale  of  tears*' 
O  balmy  gales  of  soul-reviving  air ! 
O  salutary  streams,  that  munnur  there  f 
These  flowing  from  the  fount  of  gnu»  above. 
Those  breathed  from  lips  of  everlasting  love. 
The  flinty  soil  indeed  meir  feet  annoys ; 
ChiU  blasts  of  trouble  nip  their  springing  joys ; 
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An  envious  wodd  wiU  intajKwe  its  finwn. 
To  mar  delights  siqierior  to  its  own ; 
And  many  a  pang,  experienced  stili  widiin, 
Roninds  them  oitheir  hated  inmate,  Sin ; 
But  i]]s  of  ev'ry  8ha|ie  and  ev*zy  name, 
Tzansform'd  to  blessings,  miss  their  cruel  aim ; 
And  ev*]j  moment^s  cdm  tliat  soothes  the  breast. 
Is  ^v'n  m  earnest  of  eternal  rest 

Ah,  be  not  sad,  although  thy  lot  be  cast 
Far  finom  the  flock,  and  in  a  boimdUss  waste  I 
No  shepherds*  tents  within  thy  view  appear. 
But  die  chief  Shepherd  even  dieie  is  near ; 
Thy  tender  sorrows  and  thy  plaintive  strain 
Flow  in  a  foreign  land,  but  not  in  vain ; 
Thy  tears  all  issue  fiom  a  source  divine. 
And  ev*ry  drop  bespeaks  a  Saviour  thine— 
So  once  in  Giaeon*s  fleece  the  dews  were  found. 
And  drought  on  all  the  drooping  herbs  around. 


TO  TB£ 

RBV.  W,  CAWTHORNE  TJNWIN. 

Unwin,  I  should  but  in  repay 

The  kindness  of  a  £dend. 
Whose  wcHrth  deserves  as  warm  a  lay 

As  ever  friendship  pennM, 
Thy  name  omitted  in  a  page. 
That  would  reclaim  a  vicious  agjd. 

A  union  fonn*d,  as  mine  with  thee^ 

Not  rashly,  or  in  sport. 
May  be  as  rervent  in  degree. 

And  fidtfaftd  in  its  sort. 
And  may  as  ridi  In  comfort  prove. 
As  that  of  true  firatema!  bve. 

The  bud  inserted  in  the  rind. 

The  bud  itf  peach  or  rose, 
Adorns,  though  differing  >n  its  kin^r 

The  stock  whereon  it  grows. 
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Whfa  flowV  as  f weet,  or  firuh  m  finr. 
As  if  pioduc'd  by  Nature  there. 

Not  ridi,  I  render  what  I  may, 
I  seize  thy  name  in  haste. 

And  place  it  in  this  first  essay. 
Lest  it  should  prove  the  last 

^Tis  where  it  should  b&— in  a  plan. 

That  holds  in  view  the  good  of  nuuL 

The  poet's  lyre,  to  fix  his  fiune. 
Should  be  the  poet's  heart ; 

Affection  li^ts  a  brig^itcr  flame 
Than  ever  bUiz*d  by  art 

No  muses  on  these  lines  attend, 

I  sink  the  poet  in  the  friend. 


AN  EPISTLE  TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  Eao. 

Dear  JossPH^five  and  twenty  yean  agi^. 
Alas  how  time  escapes  1— 'tis  even  so— 
With  frequent  intercourse,  and  always  sweet, 
And  always  friendly,  we  were  wont  to  cheat 
A  tedious  hour — and  now  we  never  meet  1 
As  some  grave  gentleman  in  Terence  says 
<'Twas  therefore  much  the  same  in  ancient  days). 
Good  lack,  we  know  not  idiat  to-morrow  brings— 
Strange  fluctuation  of  all  human  things  I 
True.    Changes  will  befUl,  and  friends  may  pait» 
But  distance  only  cannot  change  the  heart  i 
And,  were  I  call'd  to  loove  th^assertibii  troe, 
One  TOoof  should  serve— a  reference  to  you. 

Whence  comes  it  then,  that  in  the  wane  of  life» 
Though  nothing  have  oocurr'd  to  kindle  stzife» 
We  find  the  friends  we  fancied  we  had  won. 
Though  num'rous  once,  reduc*d  to  fbw  or  none  ? 
Can  gold  grow  worthless,  that  has  stood  the  touchf 
No  i  ffM  they  seem'd,  but  they  were  never  such.  j 
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Hontio^s  uamnt  once,  wkfa  bofw  and  eringe^ 
Swinging  the  parkur-doer  upon  its  faille. 
Dreading  a  negadre,  and  oreraw'd 
Lest  he  dioold  tKspass,  begg*d  to  go  abvoad. 
Go,  feDow  ! — ^whither  ? — ^turning  ^ort  about^ 
Nay.     Stay  at  home — you're  always  going  out 
'Tis  but  a  step,  sir,  just  at  the  street's  end.^ 
For  what  ? — An  please  you,  sir,  to  see  a  friend.— 
A  friend  !  Horatio  cried,  and  seem'd  to  start — 
Yea  marry  shalt  thou,  and  with  aU  my  heart. — 
And  fetch  my  doak ;  for,  though  the  night  be  raw, 
I*n  see  him  too — the  first  I  ever  saw. 

I  knew  the  man,  and  knew  his  nature  mild. 
And  .was  his  pla3rthing  often  when  a  child ; 
But  somewhat  at  that  moment  pinch*d  him  dose. 
Else  he  was  seldom  bitter  or  morose. 
Peiha^  his  confidence  just  then  betray'd. 
His  gnef  might  prompt  him  with  the  speech  he  made 
Perhaps  *twas  mere  good  humour  gave  it  birth. 
The  haimless  play  of  plenaantiy  and  mirdi. 
Howe'er  it  was,  nis  language,  in  my  mind. 
Bespoke  at  least  a  man  that  knew  mankind. 

But  not  to  moralize  too  much,  and  strain 
To  prove  an  evil,  of  which  all  complain 
(I  hate  long  arguments  verbosely  spun), 
One  story  more,  dear  Hill,  and  I  have  done. 
Once  on  a  time  an  emp'ror,  a  wise  man. 
No  matter  whece,  in  China  or  Japan, 
Decreed,  that  whosoever  should  offend 
Against  the  well-known  duties  of  a  friend, 
Coinvicted  once  should  ever  after  wear 
But  half  a  coat,  and  show  his  bosom  bare. 
The  punishment  importing  this,  no  doubt. 
That  all  was  naught  withm,  and  all  found  out. 

0  happy  Britain  !  we  have  not  to  fear 
Such  ba^  and  arbitrary  measure  here ; 
Else,  could  a  law,  like  that  which  I  relate. 
Once  have  the  sanction  of  our  triple  state. 
Some  few,  that  I  have  known  in  days  of  old. 
Would  run  most  dreadful  risk  of  catdiing  cold ; 
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White  you,  my  fifiend,  whatever  wind  should  Uow, 
Might  tmveise  En^and  safely  to  and  fio. 
An  honest  man»  dose  buttoned  to  the  chin, 
Broad  doth  wiUioat,  and  a  wann  heart  wUhin. 


TO  THB 

REVEREND  MR  NEWTON. 

An  InvUaiian  into  the  Country, 

The  swallows  in  their  torpid  state 
Compose  theur  useless  wing. 

And  bees  m  hives  as  idly  wait 
The  call  of  early  Spring. 

The  keenest  fiaost  that  binds  the  stream. 
The  wildest  wind  that  blows. 

Are  neither  felt  nor  fear*d  by  them. 
Secure  of  then:  repose. 

But  man,  all  feding  and  awake. 

The  gloomy  scene  surveys ; 
With  present  ills  his  heart  must  ache 

And  pant  for  brighter  days. 

Old  Winter,  halting  o*er  the  mead. 

Bids  me  and  Mary  mourn ; 
But  lovdy  Spring  peeps  o'er  his  head. 

And  whispers  your  reCura. 

Then  April,  with  her  sister  May, 
ShflO  chase  hnn  from  the  bow*rs. 

And  weave  fresh  garlands  ev*ry  day. 
To  crown  the  smiling  hours. 

And  if  a  tear,  that  speaks  regiet 

Of  happier  times,  appear, 
A  glimpse  of  joy,  that  we  have  met, 

Shall  diine  and  diy  the  tear. 
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CATHARINA, 

ADDRESSED  TO  BaSS  8TAFLET0K) 
(NOW  mis  COVRTKET.) 

She  came— she  is  gone— we  have  me^^ 

And  meet  perhi^  never  again ; 
The  ran  of  that  moment  is  set. 

And  seems  to  have  risen  in  vain. 
Catharina  has  fled  like  a  dream — 

(So  vanishes  pleasure,  alas !) 
But  has  left  a  regret  and  esteem. 

That  win  not  so  suddenly  pass. 

The  last  evening  ramhle  we  made, 

Catharina,  Maria,  and  I, 
Our  progress  was  often  dela^M 

By  the  nightrngaTe  warblmg  nigh. 
We  paused  under  many  a  tree. 

And  much  she  was  chann*d  with  a  tone 
Less  sweet  to  Maria  and  me, 

Who  so  lately  had  witnessed  her  own. 

My  numbers  that  day  she  had  sung. 

And  gave  them  a  grace  so  divine. 
As  only  her  musical  tongue 

Could  inftise  into  numbers  of  mine. 
The  longer  I  heard,  I  esteemed 

The  work  of  my  fimcy  the  more. 
And  e'en  to  mysdf  never  seem'd 

So  tuneftd  a  poet  before. 

Though  the  {Measures  of  London  exceed 

In  number  the  da3rs  of  the  year, 
Catharina,  did  nothing  impede. 

Would  fed  herself  happier  here ; 
For  the  dose-woven  arches  of  limes 

On  the  banks  of  our  river,  I  know. 
Are  sweeter  to  her  many  times 

Than  aught  that  the  dty  can  ^ow 
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So  it  is,  when  the  mind  is  endu*d 

With  a  well-judging  taste  fiom  above ; 
Then,  whether  embeflvh'd  or  rude, 

'Tis  nature  alone  that  we  love. 
The  achievemcnCs  «f  art  may  amuw* 

May  even  our  wonder  eacdte. 
But  groves,  hills,  and  vallejrs,  difiiise 

A  lasting,  a  sacred  delights 

Since  then  in  the  rural  recess 

Catharina  alone  can  rejoice. 
May  it  still  be  her  lot  to  possess 

The  scene  of  her  sensible  choice ! 
To  inhabit  a  mansion  remote 

From  the  clatter  of  street-pacing  steeds, 
And  by  Philomel's  annual  note 

To  measure  the  life  that  she  leads. 

With  her  book,  and  her  voice,  and  her  lyre. 

To  wing  all  her  moments  at  home ; 
And  with  scenes  that  new  rapture  inspire. 

As  oft  as  it  suits  her  to  roam ; 
She  will  have  just  the  life  she  prefers. 

With  little  to  hope  or  to  fear. 
And  ours  would  be  pleasant  as  hers. 

Might  we  view  ha  enjoying  it  hoe* 


THE  MORALIZER  CORRECTED. 

▲  TALE. 

A  HEEHIT,  (or  if  'chance  you  hold 
That  title  now  too  trite  and  old) 
A  man,  once  young,  who  liv'd  retir'd 
As  hermit  could  have  well  denr'd. 
His  hours  of  study  dosM  at  last. 
And  finished  his  concise  repast. 
Stoppled  his  cruise,  repIacM  his  book' 
Within  its  customary  nook, 
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And,  «laff  In  hand,  set  forth  to  ihare 
The  tober  eorAd  of  sweet  air. 
Like  Isaae,  with  a  mind  mplied 
To  serious  thought  at  ef 'tdngtide. 
Autumnal  rains  had  made  it  chin. 
And  from  the  trees,  that  ftin^  his  hill, 
Shades  danting  at  the  dose  of  day 
ChiU*d  more  his  eise  ddi^tlbl  wvf. 
Distant  a  little  mUe  he  s^ed 
A  western  hank's  still  sunny  ride. 
And  ri^t  toward  the  fiivonr*d  place 
Proceeung  with  his  nimblest  pace. 
In  hope  to  bask  a  little  yet. 
Just  reached  it  when  the  sun  was  art. 

Your  hermit,  young  and  jovial  sirs ! 
Learns  somethhig  from  whs^'er  occurs-* 
And  hence,  he  sud,  my  mind  computes 
The  real  worth  of  man^s  pursuitB. 
His  object  diosen,  wealth  or  fame^ 
Or  other  sublunary  ^ame. 
Imagination  to  his  view 
Presents  it  dedc'd  with  ev*ry  hoe. 
That  can  seduce  him  not  to  spare 
His  powers  of  best  ezortian  there. 
But  youth,  hedth,  wmr,  to  ta^&aA 
On  so  desirable  an  end. 
Ere  long  approadi  hfe's  e?*niiu;  shades. 
The  gknr,  tnat  fimcy  pare  it,  ades ; 
And,  eam*d  too  late,  it  wants  the  grace 
That  first  engaged  him  in  the  diase. 

True,  answered  an  angdic  guide. 
Attendant  at  the  senior's  ride- 
But  idiether  all  the  time  it  cost» 
To  urge  the  fruitless  chase  be  k«t. 
Must  be  decided  by  the  worth 
Of  that,  whidi  call'd  his  ardour  Ibfth. 
Trifles  pursu'd,  whate'er  ih'  ef  ent. 
Must  cause  him  shame  or  ^soontent  $ 
A  Tickms  object  still  is  worse. 
Successful  there  he  wins  a  cuite ; 
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But  he,  whom  e*en  in  life*s  iMt  stage 
Endeavours  kudable  engage. 
Is  paid,  at  least  in  peace  of  mind. 
And  sense  of  having  weU  designed ; 
And  i^  ere  he  attain  his  end. 
His  sun  precipitate  descend, 
A  brighter  prize  than  that  he  meant 
Shall  recompense  his  mere  intent 
No  virtuous  wish  can  bear  a  date 
Either  too  early  or  too  late. 


THE  FAITHFUL  BIRD. 

The  greenhouse  is  my  summer  seat ; 
Mj  smrubs  dirolac*d  m>m  that  retreat 

Enjoy'd  the  open  air ; 
Two  goldfinches,  whose  sprightly  song 
Had  been  their  mutual  solace  long, 

Liv*d  happy  prisoners  there. 

They  sang  as  blithe  as  finches  sing. 
That  flutter  loose  on  golden  wing. 

And  fiN>]ic  where  they  list ; 
Stranoers  to  liberhr,  *tis  true. 
But  that  dehg^t  tney  never  knew. 

And  therefore  never  missed. 

But  nature  works  in  ev*ry  breast. 
With  force  not  easily  suppressed ; 

And  Dick  felt  some  desires. 
That,  after  many  an  efiS>rt  vain. 
Instructed  him  at  length  to  gain 

A  pass  between  his  wires. 

The  open  windows  seemM  t*  invite 
The  freeman  to  a  fioewell  flight ; 

But  Tom  was  still  confined; 
And  Dick,  although  his  way  was  dear. 
Was  much  too  generous  ana  sincere. 

To  leave  his  fiiend  behind. 


d  by  Google 


47(» 

So  feldiiig  an  fais  ca^e,  by  pla j. 
And  chiip,  and  kiat,  he  aeemM  to  sajs 

You  mmt  not  live  alopft  ■  ■ 
Nor  would  lie  quit  that  dtoaoi  stand 
Tin  I,  with  shnr  and  cantioaB  hand, 

tLtbam*d  him  to  hie  own. 

O  ye,  who  never  taste  the  joys 
Of  Friendship,  satisfied  wkh  noise, 

Fandango,  ball,  and  lOut ! 
Bhish,  when  I  teQ  you  how  a  biid, 
A  prison  with  a  fiioid  pceferr'd 

To  liberty  without 


THE  NEEDLESS  ALARM. 

A  TALE. 

Thbae  II  a  fidd,  through  which  I  often  paa^ 
Thick  overapnead  with  moss  and  silky  giniw. 
Adjoining  close  to  Kilwick*8  eehmng  wood. 
Where  oft  the  bildi-te  hides  her  mplesi  brood. 
Reserved  to  solace  many  a  neigfab*ring  aqiiiie. 
That  he  may  IbBow  them  Ihvmi^  bmkie  and  bner. 
Contusion  liazaiding  of  neck,  or  ifine. 
Which  rural  gentlemen  call  sport  divine. 
A  narrow  brook,  by  loshy  banks  concealed. 
Runs  in  a  bottom,  and  divides  the  field ; 
Oaks  intersperse  it,  that  had  once  a  head. 
But  now  wear  crests  of  oven-wood  instead  ; 
And  where  the  land  slopes  to  its  wat*ry  boom. 
Wide  yawns  a  gulf  beside  a  ragged  thorn  ; 
Bricks  line  the  sides,  but  shiver*d  kng  ago^ 
And  homd  brambles  intertwine  bdow  $ 
A  hoQow  sooop*d,  I  judge,  in  amdent  time. 
For  baking  esith,  or  burning  rock  to  lime. 

Not  yet  the  hawthorn  bore  her  henries  red. 
With  which  the  fiddfare,  wintry  guest,  is  fed ; 
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Nor  Autumn  yet  had  bnuhM  from  er'rf  tpnjf 
With  her  chiU  hand,  the  mcilow  kayes  away  ; 
But  com  was  bousM^  and  beans  were  in  the  stack. 
Now  therefore  issa'd  forth  the  spotted  pa«^ 
With  tails  hi|^  mounted,  ean  hung  kw,  and  throatSy 
With  a  whde  gamut  fiU'd  of  hea^y  notes. 
For  which,  alas !  my  destiny  severe, 
Thongh  ears  she  gave  me  two,  gave  me  no  ear. 

The  Sun,  accomplishing  his  early  mardi. 
His  lamp  now  planted  on  HeavVs  topmost  aicfa. 
When,  exercise  and  air  my  onlv  aim. 
And  heedless  whither,  to  that  neld  I  came. 
Ere  yet  with  ruthless  joy  the  happy  hound 
Tdd  hiU  and  dale  that  RcynazdS  track  was  found. 
Or  with  the  hig^-iais'd  hom*s  melodious  dang 
An  Kilwick*  and  aU  Dingtedciry*  rang. 

Sheep  graz'd  the  fidd ;  some  with  soft  bosom 
presB*d 
The  herb  as  soft,  while  nUhng  stmy'd  the  rest ; 
Nor  ndse  was  heard  but  of  the  hasty  brook, 
Stmg^Ung,  detain^  in  many  a  pet^  node 
AU  seem*d  so  peaoeAiL,  that,  ftem  liiem  oonvey*dr 
To  me  their  peace  by  kind  contagion  qpread. 

But  when  the  huntnoan,  with  distended  dieek, 
*Gan  make  his  instrument  of  music  qpeak. 
And  ftom  within  the  wood  that  crash  was  heard, 
Thouffh  not  a  hound  ftem  whom  it  burst  appeaiM, 
The  Sieep  recombent,  and  the  dieep  that  graced, 
AU  huddling  into  phalanx,  stood  and  gaz^d, 
Adnuring,  tBrrifien,  the  novd  strain. 
Then  cours*d  the  field  anmnd,  and  coursM  it  raand 

again; 
But,  recoUectin^  with  a  sudden  thought. 
That  flight  in  ardes  uig*d  advanced  than  nought. 
They  gj^ier'd  dose  around  the  old  pit's  brink. 
And  thought  again^— bat  knew  not  what  to  thmh. 

The  man  to  sditiide  aocustem'd  long 
Perodves  in  ev^  thing  that  Uves  a  to^guei 

*  Tvo  ireod*  belonging  to  Mhn  ThMclunortait  U%, 
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Not  jBunftb  alone,  but  ahmbi  and  trees 

Have  speedi  £» likn,  and  undefstood  wkh  case; 

After  long  dirn^^  ipfaen  wins  ahimiiiiiH  fail» 

He  hean  die  bote  and  flow*n  iqoifdagaU  ; 

Knoura  what  «lie  freahnoi  of  tbdr  hue  iomUeB, 

How  glad  ^cy  catdi  die  Imaai  of  die  akies  ; 

But,  yriih  prednon  nicer  stillu  die  ndnd 

He  scans  m  e^hj  locomotive  kind ; 

Birds  of  an  feadier,  beasts  of  ev^iy  name. 

That  serve  mankind,  or  shun  diem,  wild  or  tame; . 

The  looks  and  gestures  of  dieir  griefii  and  fean 

Have  all  aitici&tion  in  his  ears ; 

He  spells  them  true  by  intuition's  ligbt^ 

And  needs  no  glossary  to  set  him  ri^t. 

This  trudi  peemis'd  was  needfol  as  a  text. 
To  win  due  credence  to  what  fbflows  next. 

A  while  they  mus'd ;  surveying  ev*ry  fieiee. 
Thou  hadst  supposed  them  of  superior  raoe ; 
Their  periwigs  of  wool,  and  fiears  combined. 
Stamp  ^d  on  each  countenance  such  marfas  of  nuBd» 
That  sage  duy  seem'd,  as  lawyen  e*ar  a  deubt. 
Which,  puzznng  long,  at  latt  Ihey  puzale  out; 
Or  academic  tutors,  tearfiing  youtns. 
Sure  ne'er  to  want  diem,  matfannatic  frMfths ; 
When  dnis  a  mutton,  statelier  dian  the  rest* 
A  ram,  the  ewes  and  wethers  sad  addxess'd* 

Friends !  we  have  liv*d  too  long.    I  never  hevd 
Sounds  such  as  dieie,  «o  worthy  to  be  fiear'd. 
Could  I  believe,  that  winds  fin  ages  pent 
In  eardi*s  daric  womb  haive  foand  at  last  a  vent. 
And  faxn.  their  prison-house  bdow  aase^ 
With  all  these  hideous  bowlings  to  the  skies, 
I  could  be  nmch  eonmos'd,  nor  shoidd  appear. 
For  such  a  cause,  to  nsel  the  slightest  ftarv 
Yourselves  have  seen,  what  time  thedrandeie  JoU*d, 
All  ni^t,  me  resting  quiet  in  die  fold. 
Or  heard  we  that  tremegmious  foray  alone, 
I  could  expound  the  melancholy  tone; 
Should  deem  it  by  our  old  companion  made. 
The  ass ;  for  he,  we  know,  has  lately  strayM, 
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And  being  lost  perhaps,  and  wand'ring  wide. 
Might  be  supposed  to  damour  fot  a  guide. 
But  ah !  those  dreadM  ydls  what  smil  can  hear 
That  owns  a  carcass,  and  not  quake  for  fear  ? 
Dfemont  piodiice  them  doubtless,  bnusen-olaw'd 
And  fiing^d  with  brass  the  dsmons  are  abroad ; 
I  hold  it  therefine  wisest  and  most  fit. 
That,  life  to  save,  we  leap  into  the  pit. 

Him  answer'd  then  his  loving  mate  and  true. 
But  more  discreet  than  he,  a  Cambrian  ewe* 

How  ?  leap  into  the  pit  our  life  to  save  ? 
To  save  our  me  leap  all  into  the  grave  ? 
For  can  we  find  it  less  ?  Contemplate  first 
The  depth  how  awful !  fiiUing  there,  we  burst : 
Or  should  die  brambles,  interpos*d,  our  fiill 
In  part  abate,  that  ht^piness  were  small ;   ' 
For  with  a  race  like  thors  no  chance  I  see 
Of  peace  or  ease  to  creatures  dad  as  we. 
Meantime^  noise  kills  not    Be  it  Dap^s  bray. 
Or  be  it  not,  or  be  it  whose  it  may. 
And  rudi  those  other  sounds,  ihat  seem  by  tongues 
Of  dsemons  utier'd,  ficora  idiatever  lungs. 
Sounds  are  bat  sounds ;  and,  till  the  cause  appear. 
We  have  at  least  commodious  standing  here. 
Come  fisnd,  come  ftuy,  giant,  monster,  blast 
From  earth  or  hell,  we  can  but  phmge  at  last. 

While  thus  she  spake,  I  fainter  heard  the  peals. 
For  Reynaid,  dose  attended  at  his  beds 
By  panting  dog,  tir'd  man,  and  spatter'd  horse, 
Throuf^  meia  good  fortune,  took  adiflTrent  onirse. 
•  The  flock  grew  calm  again ;  and  I,  the  road 
Following,  that  led  me  to  my  own  abode, 
Mudi  'wonder'*d,  that  the  sQly  sheep  had  found 
Such  cause  of  terrour  in  an  empty  sound. 
So  sweet  to  huntsman,  gentleman,  and  hound. 


Beware  of  desp*ni«e  steps.    The  darkest  day. 
Live  till  to-morrow,  wul  have  pess*d  away. 


«S 
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BOADICEA. 

AN  ODE. 

Wbev  llie  Briti!^  wamor  queen, 
BleediBff  from  the  Rcpman  rods, 

Son^t,  ^itth  an  Indignaftt  nden, 
Coonsel  of  her  ooimtr^s  gods. 

Sage  heaeaOk  a  tpnadiiig  oak 
Sat  the  Druid,  hoaiy  dnef ; 

Ev*iy  biiniiag  word  he  spoke 
i^ull  of  lage,  and  fiiU  of  gne& 

Princess!  If  our  aged  eyes 

Weep  upon  liiy  matdiless  wrongly 
Tis  because  resentment  ties 

An  the  teriDiiis  of  oar  tongaea. 

Pane  diall  peosh— write  tiiat  void 
In  the  blood  that  ibe  has  spttt  3 

FvA^  hopeless  and  ttbtum^i 
Peep  in  nun  «•  In  i^U» 

Rome,  for  empire  fiur  renownM, 
TrmtfieB  on  a  thotisand  states  ; 

Soon  her  pride  shall  kiss  the  groond— 
Hark !  the  Gaid  is  at  her  gates ! 

Other  Romans  d»U  aiieei 
Heedlew  of  a  soldier^i  ntme ; 

Soundi,  not  aims,  fball  irim  tha  pinaer 
Hannogiy  Ifae  path  to  ftne. 

Then  the  progeny  that  springs 
From  me  forests  of  our  land, 

Arm'd  with  Hmnder,  dad  with  wing*, 
ShaS  a  wider  woiM  command. 

RcgioDs  CsBsar  BswBr  knew 

Thy  sosteikT  flhatt  fivair « 
Where  his  eagMs  nefcr  flev» 

None  inmcibk  aa  they. 
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Such  the  bnd*g  pmhedc  wa^ 
Pregnant  widi  otkitua  fire, 

Bendinff  as  he  swqit  the  cboids 
Of  hu  sweet  hut  awftil  lyreu 

She»  with  all  a  monarch's  pride. 
Felt  them  in  her  bosrai  dow : 

Ru8h*d  to  hattle,  fimght  and  died ; 
Dying,  hnrrd  diem  at  the  foe. 

Ruffians,  pitiless  as  proud, 

Heav^  awards  the  vengeance  due ; 
Empire  is  on  us  bestow'd, 

Sosaaae  mad  ruin  wait  hi  yau 


HEROISM. 

Thxrx  wn  a  time  when  JBtna*s  s&ent  fire 
^pt  unperceiy*d,  the  mountain  yet  entire ; 
When,  oonscioas  of  no  danger  from  beh>w, 
She  tower*d  a  doud-omt  pyramid  of  snow. 
No  thunders  diook  wim  aero  intestine  sound 
The  blooming  ^ves  that  girdled  her  around. 
Her  unctuous  ouves,  and  her  purple  vines, 
(Unfdt  the  funr  of  ^ose  bursting  muxes) 
The  peasant's  hopes,  and  not  hi  vain,  assurM, 
Ih  peace  upon  her  doping  sides  matur*d. 
When  on  a  day>  Eke  (hat  of  the  last  doom, 
A  conflagration  ]ab*r!ng  in  her  womb, 
She  teem'd  and  heav*d  with  tm  infernal  bhrth. 
That  diook  the  drding  seas  and  solid  earth. 
Dark  and  voluminous  the  vapours  rise, 
And  hang  thehr  horrours  m  me  neighb'ring  skies. 
While  through  the  Stygian  v^,  that  blots  die  day. 
In  dazzling  streaks  tlie  vivid  li^tnings  play.  ' 
But  oh  !  what  muse,  and  in  what  pow'rs  of  song. 
Can  trace  the  torrent  as  it  bums  along  ? 
Havtc  and  devastation  in  the  van. 
It  marches  o*er  the  prostrate  works  of  man ; 
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Vines,  olivea,  herbage,  foreits  dis^pear. 
And  all  the  dianns  of  a  SidUan  year. 

Revolving  seasons,  fruitless  as  they  pass» 
See  it  an  umnfoim*d  and  idle  mass  ; 
Without  a  soil  t*  invite  the  tiller's  care. 
Or  blade,  that  might  redeem  it  from  despair. 
Yet  time  at  length  (what  will  not  time  achieve  ?) 
Clothes  it  tnth  earth,  and  bids  the  produce  live. 
Once  moie  the  spiry  myrtle  crowns  the  glade. 
And  ruminating  flocks  enjoy  the  shade. 
O  bliss  pncaiious,  and  unsafe  retreats, 
O  charming  Paradise  of  short-liv'd  sweets ! 
The  selfisame  gale,  that  wai^  the  fragrance  round. 
Brings  to  the  distant  ear  a  sullen  sound  : 
Again  the  mountain  feels  th'  imprisoned  foe. 
Again  pours  ruin  on  the  vale  below. 
Ten  thousand  swains  the  wasted  scene  deplore. 
That  only  future  ages  can  restore. 

Ye  monaxcfas,  wh( 
Who  write  in  blood  \ 
Who  strike  the  blow 
Glory  your  aim,  but 
Behold  in  iEtna's  en 
The  mischie&  your  f 

Fast  by  the  stream 
And  tells  you  where 

A  nation  dwells,  not  envious  of  your  throne. 
Studious  of  peace,  their  neighbours*  and  their  own. 
Ill-fated  race !  how  deeply  must  they  rue 
Their  only  crime,  vicinity  to  you ! 
The  trumpet  sounds,  your  l^ons  swarm  abroad. 
Through  the  ripe  harvest  lies  their  destined  road  ; 
At  ev'ry  step  beneath  their  feet  they  tread 
Tlie  life  of  multitudes,  a  nation's  bread  ! 
Earth  seems  a  garden  in  its  loveliest  dress 
Before  them,  and  behind  a  wilderness. 
Famine,  and  Pestilence,  her  first-born  son, 
Attend  to  finish  what  the  sword  begun ; 
And  echoing  praises,  such  as  fiends  might  earn, 
And  Folly  pays,  resound  at  your  return. 
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A  calm  siMeeedf— but  Plen^,  with  ber  train 
Of  hflttt-felt  JD^  siioceeds  not  loea  i^aia. 
And  yeara  of  pming  kid^eBce  must  ibow 
What  aoomgei  are  the  gods  that  nik  below. 

Yet  man,  laberioua  maa,  by  dow  deg^oi^ 
(Sudi  ii  his  diint  of  opidenM  and  eas^ 
Flies  all  the  linewB  of  industnoqw  tmlt 
Gleans  ttp  Ihe  tefiise  of  tiiegen'nl  ^oil. 
Rebuilds  the  to«r*n,  that  onok'd  upon  the  plain^ 
And  the  sun  gilds  the  sMiuiig  nfaresagain. 

Increasing  oommerct  and  nming  ait 
Renew  the  qaand  on  the  eon^*H)r*6  pari ; 
And  the  iad  lesson  must  be  kun'd  once  moie. 
That  wealth  within  is  rum  aft  the  do(»» 
What  are  ye,  monardis,  lautett'd  hooes,  BUf^ 
But  ^tnas  of  the  sufiTifaig  world  ye  swi^  ? 
Sweet  Nattnze,  strij^'d  of  her  embioidMr*d  robe» 
Deplores  the  wasted  regions  of  her  globe ; 
And  stands  a  witnen  at  Truth's  aw^  bar. 
To  prove  you  there  destri^ers  as  ye  tat, 

O  place  me  in  some  Heav'n-proteeted  isle. 
Where  Peace,  and  Bqui^,  and  Freedom  smile  } 
Where  no  idesmo  poun  his  fiery  flood. 
No  crested  warrior  dips  his  plume  in  blood ; 
Where  Pow*r  seeutes  what  Industry  has  woo ; 
Where  to  succeed  it  not  te  be  undone » 
A  land,  that  distant  tyrants  hats  in  v»m, 
In  Britain's  ade,  beneath  a  George^  leigo ! 

cut  THX  mxcKiPT  or 
MY  MOTHER'S   PICTURE 

OUT  OF  KOBFOLK  ; 

The  Gift  tfrny  CouHn^  Am  Bodhanu 

O  THAT  those  Upt  had  kngnage!  Life  has  pais'd 
With  me  but  roi^y  since  I  heiml  thee  hot 
Those  lips  are  i2une---diy  own  sweet  smfle  I  see. 
The  same,  tiiat  oft  in  childhood  solac'd  me : 
2S2 
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Voice  only  faOs,  dsc  how  distinct  Aey  Mty, 
*  Grieve  iMi,  my  child,  diase  all  thy  ftar*  away  !* 
The  meek  intdJigenoe  cf  those  dear  eyes 
(Blest  be  the  art  that  can  immortalize. 
The  art  that  baffles  Time's  tyramuc  dahn 
To  quench  it)  here  shines  on  me  still  the  same 
Faithful  remembrancer  of  one  so  dear, 

0  welcome  guest,  though  unexpected  here ! 
Who  bidd*8t  me  honour  wkh  an  artless  song. 
Affectionate,  a  mother  lost  so  long. 

1  will  obey,  not  willingly  alone. 

But  gladly,  as  the  precept  were  her  own : 
And,  whue  that  fiies  renews  n^  filial  grief. 
Fancy  shall  weave  a  charm  fi»  my  reuef. 
Shall  steep  me  in  ElysiaD  reverie, 
A  momentary  dream,  that  thou  art  she. 

My  mother !  when  I  learned  that  thoawast  dead 
Say,  wast  thou  consdous  of  the  tears  I  shed  ? 
Hover'd  diy  niiiit  o'er  thy  sorrowing  son. 
Wretch  even  then,  life's  joumenr  just  begun  ? 
Perhaps  thou  gav*st  me,  though  unfdt,  a  kiss ; 
Perhaps  a  tear,  if  souls  can  weep  in  bliss— 
Ah  that  Tnaternal  smile !  it  answers— Yes> 
I  heard  the  bell  toU'd  on  thy  burial  day, 
I  saw  the  hearse  that  bore  thee  slow  away. 
And,  turning  from  my  nurs'ry  window,  drew 
A  long,  long  sigh,  and  wept  a  last  adieu ! 
But  was  it  such  ? — It  was.— Where  thou  art  gone,- 
Adieus  and  farewells  are  a  sound  unknown. 
May  I  but  meet  thee  on  that  peaceful  shore. 
The  parting  word  shall  pass  my  Kps  no  more ! 
Thy  maidensy  griev'd  themselves  at  my  conoecn. 
Oft  gave  me  promise  of  thy  quick  return. 
What  ardently  I  wish'd,  I  long  believM, 
And,  disappouted  still,  was  s^  deceiv'd. 
By  expectation  ev'ry  day  beguil'd, 
T>upe  of  toomofTOw  even  ftwn  a  child. 
I'hiis  many  a  sad  to^morxow  came  and  went^ 
IMU,  all  my  stock  of  intuit  sorrow  spent» 
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I  leam'd  at  last  submbBsioii  to  my  lot. 

But,  though  I  len  d^i]or*d  tfaee,  ne*er  forgot. 

Where  once  wedwdt  onr  name  u  heard  no  more. 
Children  not  thine  have  trod  my  nurs'ry  floor ; 
And  where  the  gardener  Robin,  day  by  day. 
Drew  me  to  sehool  along  the  public  way. 
Delighted  with  my  bauUe  ooaich,  and  wnqip*d 
In  scailet  mantle  warm,  and  ydTet  capt, 
'Tis  now  become  a  hist'ry  little  known. 
That  once  we  call'd  the  past*ral  house  our  own. 
Short^liv'd  possession !  but  the  record  fair. 
That  mem'ry  keeps  of  ail  Ihy  kindness  there, 
4Still  outlives  many  a  storm,  that  has  effaced 
A  thousand  other  themes  less  deeply  traced. 
Thy  ni^tly  visits  to  my  chamber  made, 
That  thou  might'st  know  me  safe  and  waimly  laid ; 
Thy  m(»xung  bounties  ere  I  left  my  home. 
The  biscuit,  or  confectionary  plum ; 
The  fragrant  waters  on  my  cheeks  bestow'd 
By  thy  own  hand,  till  freui  th^  shone  and  glowM : 
All  thiist  and  more  endearing  still  than  all. 
Thy  constant  flow  of  love,  that  knew  no  1^, 
Ne^er  roughen'd  by  those  cataracts  and  bre^, 
That  humoiur  interpos'd  too  often  makes ; 
All  this  still  legible  in  memory's  page. 
And  still  to  be  so  to  my  latest  age. 
Adds  joy  to  duty«  makes  me  glad  to  pay 
Such  honours  to  thee  as  my  numbers  may  ; 
Perhaps  a  ftail  memorial,  but  sincere. 
Not  scom*d  in  Heav*n,  Uiough  little  notic'd  here. 

Could  Time,  his  flidit  reversM,  restore  the  hours. 
When,  jdaying  with  tiiy  vestmre's  tissued  flowers , 
The  violet,  the  pink,  and  jessamine, 
I  prick*d  Uiem  into  paper  with  a  pin, 
(And  thou  wast  happier  than  mysidf  the  whi}e> 
Wouldst  softly  speak,  and  stroke  my  head,  and  smile) 
Could  those  few  pleasant  diiys  agam  amyear. 
Might  one  wish  faring  them,  would  I  widi  them  here? 
I  would  not  trust  my  heart-*the  dear  delight 
Seems  so  to  be  desirM,  perhaps  I  might— 
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But  no— what  bera  we  call  our  hh  k  ftidi. 
So  litde  to  be  lov'd,  and  thoa  so  macii, 
lliat  I  sboold  ill  le^^ohe  thee  to  oonstraiB 
Thy  nnbonnd  wj^rit  into  bond*  again. 

Thou,  at  a  gaDant  boik  from  AHikm^s  coast 
(The  storms  all  weathered  and  the  ocean  crossM) 
Shoots  into  port  at  asnie  weU-havai'd  ide. 
Where  spices  hreadie,  and  fang^iter  aeasons  smik, 
There  sits  quieseart  em  die  floods,  &at  show 
Her  beauteous  fonu  zefledsd  deal  below. 
While  aiis  impregnated  with  ineenae  jUaj 
Around  her,  ftmyng  lig^t  her  sfertamcrs  gsy ; 
So  thou,  widi  sails  how  swift!  hastreach'duesliore, 
'  Where  tempests  nerer  beat  nor  bilkwa  roar»'* 
And  thy  lor'd  consort  ea  &e  dangVons  tUe 
Of  life  ioog  since  has  anchored  by  tby  sidew 
But  me,  scaBce  hepinff  to  attain  that  resty 
Alwajrs  from  port  wimhdd,  always  distxesi*d— 
Me  howling  blasts  drive  devious,  tenopest-toss'd. 
Sails  ripped,  seams  opening  wide,  and  compass  lost» 
And  day  by  day  some  cuneat^s  thwarting  fintee 
Sets  me  mote  ostaat  from  a  piosp*ious  coiirB& 
Yet  0  the  tboijight,  that  thou  art  sale,  and  he  I 
That  thou^  is  fOTt  arrive  what  may  to  ma. 
My  boast  is  not,  that  I  deduce  my  birth 
From  loins  entlmm^d,  and  mleis  of  the  earth ; 
But  higher  fiur  my  i»oud  pretensions  rise— > 
The  son  of  paroits  passed  mto  the  sides. 
And  now,  &rewdJUl-Tmie  uatrevok'd  has  run 
His  wonted  course,  vet  what  I  vrish'd  is  denew 
By  eontemplatioii*s  help,  not  sought  in  vatn, 
I  seem  t'  have  liy*d  my  diildhood  o*er  agam ; 
To  have  renew'd  the  joys  tibat  oAea  were  mine. 
Without  the  sin  of  violating  thine ; 
And,  while  the  wings  of  Fancy  still  are  free# 
And  I  can  view  this  mimic  diow  of  thee. 
Time  has  but  half  succeeded  in  his  thefW 
Thyself  remevM^  thy  pew*r  to  sooth  mtlaSk 
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ON  FRIENDSHIP. 

What  virtne  can  we  name,  or  giace^ 
But  ineo  unqualified  and  base 

Will  boast  it  their  possession  ? 
Profusion  apes  the  noble  part 
Of  liberality  of  heart. 

And  dulness  of  discretion. 

But  as  the  gem  of  richest  cost 
Is  ever  counterfeited  most, 

So  always  imitation 
Employs  the  utmost  skill  she  can 
To  counterfeit  the  faithful  man. 

The  friend  of  long  duration. 

Some  will  pronounce  me  too  severe  ; 
But  long  experience  speaks  me  dear  ; 

Therefore  that  censure  scorning, 
I  will  proceed  to  mark  the  shelves 
On  which  so  many  dash  themselves. 

And  give  the  shnple  warnings 

Youth,  unadmonishM  by  a  gtude. 
Will  trust  to  any  fair  outside,<» 

An  error  soon  corrected ; 
For  who  but  learns  with  riper  years. 
That  man,  when  smoothest  he  appears. 

Is  most  to  be  suspected  ? 

But  here  again  a  danger  lies. 
Lest,  thus  deluded  by  our  eyes, 

And  taking  trash  for  treasure. 
We  should  when  undeoeiv'd  conclude 
Friendship  imaginary  good, 

A  mere  Utopian  pleasure 


d  by  Google 


480 

An  acquisition  rather  rare 
Is  yet  no  sabject  of  des^ir ; 

Nor  should  it  seem  distressfiil, 
If  either  on  forbidden  ground. 
Or  where  it  was  not  to  be  found. 

We  sought  it  unsuccessfuL 

No  friendship  will  abide  Uie  test. 
That  stands  on  sordid  interest^ 

And  mean  self-love  erected ; 
Nor  such  as  may  a  while  subsist, 
'Twist  sensualist  and  sensualist. 

For  vicious  ends  connected. 

Who  hopes  a  friend  should  have  a  hear^ 
Himself  well  fumi8h*d  for  the  part, 

And  ready  on  occasion 
To  show  the  virtue  that  he  seeks ; 
For  'tis  a  union  that  bespeaks 

A  just  redprocatbn. 

A  fretful  temper  will  divide 
The  closest  knot  that  may  be  tied. 

By  ceaseless  sharp  corrosion ; 
A  temper  passionate  and  fierce 
May  suddenly  your  joys  disperse 

At  one  immense  explosion. 

In  Tain  the  talkatire  unite 

With  hope  of  permanent  deHghU- 

The  secret  just  committed. 
They  drop  through  mere  desire  to  prate. 
Forgetting  iu  important  weight. 

And  by  themselves  outwitted. 

How  bright  soe'er  the  prospect  seems, 
All  thoughts  of  friendfliiip  are  but  drc^mi^ 
If  envy  chaBce  to  creep^  in  t 
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An  envioiu  inaiiy  if  you  woeeed^ 
Ma7  prove  ft  dangeroutibe  uid«ed» 
But  not  ft  fneod  woA  keeping. 

As  envy  pines  at  good  poisess'd. 
So  jealow  looks  forth  distnasM 

On  good,  that  seems  approachiog  | 
And,  if  success  his  steps  attend* 
Discerns  a  rival  in  a  fricnd» 

And  hates  him  for  encroiiching. 

Hence  authors  of  illustrious  name, 
Unless  belied  by  common  fome^ 

Are  sadly  prone  to  quarrel, 
To  deem  the  wit  a  friend  di^ays 
So  much  of  loss  to  theif  own  praise» 

And  pluck  each  other*s  UureL 

A  man  renown  d  for  repartee 
Will  seldom  scruple  to  m^  free 

With  friendship's  finest  feeling* 
Will  thrust  ft  dagger  at  your  breast, 
And  ten  you  'twas  a  special  jest. 

By  way  of  bahn  for  healing. 

Beware  of  tattlers,  keep  your  ear 
Close  stopt  against  the  tales  they  heart 

Fruits  of  their  own  invention ; 
The  separalioo  of  chief  firiends 
Is  wba)  Aeir  kindness  most  imokot,^ 

Their  sport  is  your  dissenekHi* 

Frieodebip  that  wantonljr  adaaits 
A  joco-serious  play  of  wits* 

In  brilliant  altercation, 
Is  union  such  as  indkalei^ 
Like  hand«in«hand  insuiaafle  plates^ 

Danger  of  conflagratioD* 
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Some  fickle  enatufes  boMt  ft  mil 
True  ••  the  needle  to  the  pole, 

Yet  jhiftiiig  like  tfae  weather; 
The  oeedIe*s  ooDstancy  fdiego 
For  any  novelty,  and  show 

It!  variationt  rather. 

Insensibility  makes  tome 
Unseasonably  deaf  and  dumb. 

When  most  you  need  their  pky  { 
'Tis  waiting  till  the  tears  shall  fall 
From  Gog  and  Magog  in  GnydhaU,— 

Those  playthings  of  the  ci^« 

The  great  and  small  but  rarely  meet 
On  tenns  of  amity  complete : 

The  attempt  would  scarce  be  madder, 
Should  any,  from  the  bottom,  hope 
At  one  huge  stride  to  readi  the  top 

Of  an  erected  ladder. 

Courtier  and  patriot  cannot  mix 
Their  het*rogeneous  politics 

Without  an  effervescence, 
Such  as  of  salts  with  lemon  juice. 
But  which  is  rarely  known  to  indiice, 

Like  that,  a  coalescence. 

Religion  should  eztineuish  strife, 
And  midte  a  calm  of  human  life ; 

But  even  those  who  differ 
Only  on  topics  left  at  large. 
How  fiercely  will  they  meet  and  dMfge ! 

No  combatants  are  stifi^. 

To  prove,  alaa  I  my  maiii  mtent 

Needs  no  great  cost  of  aigiimeiitt 

No  cutting  «Bd  CDptri^Bg-^ 
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T'  adopt  the  chjnrist's  goiini  dfMn^ 
With  tcm  k«  bofw  of  thrivii^ 

Then  judge  or  e'er  you  diodie  your  mail* 
As  drciunspecdy  m  you  oea,    • 

And,  hftving  made  election, 
See  that  no  disrespect  of  youzsy 
Such  as  a  firiend  but  ill  endures^ 

£nfeeble  his  aflfection. 

It  is  net  timber,  lead,  and  stone, 
An  architect  requires  alone. 

To  finish  a  great  building'— 
Thb  palace  were  but  half  complete. 
Could  he  by  any  chance  forget 

The  carving  and  the  gilding. 

As  similarity  of  mind. 

Or  something  not  to  be  defined, 

First  rivets  our  attention ; 
So  manners  decent  and  polite, 
The  same  we  practised  at  first  sight. 

Must  save  it  from  declension* 

The  nan  who  hails  yeo  Tom  or  Jack, 
And  proves  by  thumping  on  your  back 

His  sense  of  your  great  merit. 
Is  such  a  friend  tint  one  had  need 
Be  very  much  his  friend  indeed 

To  pardon  or  to  bear  it. 

Soma  fiiands  maka  this  thev  prodeat  plan, 
<  Say  little,  and  hear  all  you  can.* 

Safe  policy,  but  hateful^ 
So  barren  aanda  imbibe  the  shovV, 
fiut  render  acilher  fruit  nor  flow*?. 

Unpleasant  and  vogmtefuL 
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Tbej  wbiflper  triml  things  and  small ; 
But  to  couimumcate  at  afl 

Things  serkmt  deem  improper ; 
Their  feculence  and  froth  they  show. 
But  keep  the  best  contents  l>elow. 

Just  like  a  nmmenog  copper. 

These  samples— for  alas !  at  last 
These  are  but  samples,  and  a  taste 

Of  evib  yet  unmention'd— 
May  prove  the  task  a  task  indeed, 
In  which  'tis  much  if  we  succeed. 

However  well.intention*d. 

Pursue  the  theme,  and  you  shall  find 
A  disdplin'd  and  faroisbM  mind 

To  be  at  least  expedient. 
And,  after  summing  all  the  rest. 
Religion  ruling  in  the  breast 

A  principal  rogredient 

True  friendship  has,  in  short,  a  grace 
More  than  terrestrial  in  its  iiice. 

That  proves  it  heaven-descended, 
Man's  love  of  woman  not  so  pure. 
Nor,  when  stncerest,  so  secure 

To  last  till  life  is  ended. 


THE  ENCHANTMENT  DISSOLVED. 

Blikded  in  youth  by  Satan's  arts. 
The  world  to  our  unpractis'd  hearts 

A  flattering  prospect  shows ; 
Our  fimcy  forms  a  thousand  schemes 
Of  gay  delights,  and  golden  dreams. 

And  undisturb'd  repose. 
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So  ill  tbo  dflserfs  dreary  wa$te, 
By  magic  power  produced  in  haste, 

(As  ancient  fables  say) 
Castles,  and  groves,  and  music  sweet, 
The  senses  of  the  traveller  meet, 

And  stop  him  in  bis  way. 

But  while  he  listens  with  surprise. 
The  charm  dissolves,  the  vision  dies, 

*Twas  but  enchanted  ground : 
Thus  if  the  Lord  our  spirit  touch. 
The  world,  which  promis*d  us  so  much, 

A  wilderness  is  found. 

At  first  we  start  and  feel  distressed, 
Convinced  we  never  can  have  rest 

In  such  a  wretched  place : 
But^Ue  whose  mercy  breaks  the  chami. 
Reveals  his  own  Almighty  arm. 

And  bids  us  seek  his  face. 

Then  we  begin  to  live  indeed. 
When  from  our  sin  and  bondage  freed 

By  this  beloved  Friend 
We  follow  him  from  day  to  day, 
As8ur*d  of  grace  through  all  the  way. 

And  glory  at  the  end. 


LIGHT  SHINING  OUT  OF  DARKNESS. 

God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way. 

His  wonders  to  perform  ; 
He  plants  his  footsteps  in  the  sea. 

And  rides  upon  the  storm. 
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Deep  in  uftMiomftble  mbiei  . 

Of  never-fiHliog  ikill. 
He  treasures  «p  bk  bright  designs* 

And  works  bis  sovVtign  wUL 

Ye  fearful  saints,  fresb  ooniage  take. 
The  douds  ye  so  much  dread 

Are  bk  with  mercy,  and  shall  break 
Id  Uessings  on  your  head. 

Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  senie, 
But  trust  him  for  his  grace ; 

Behind  a  frowning  PMt idence 
He  hides  a  smiling  face. 

His  parposes  will  ripen  ftst. 

Unfolding  er'ry  Iwuf ; 
The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste, 

But  sweet  will  be  the  flow"^. 

Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err,* 
And  scan  his  work  in  vafai ; 

God  is  his  own  ineerprtter. 
And  he  will  make  it  plain. 


TEMPTATION, 

Thb  billows  swell,  the  winds  are  high, 
Clouds  overcast  my  wintiy  sky ; 
Out  of  the  depths  to  thee  I  call^ 
My  fears  are  great,  my  strength  is  6m^l. 


*  John  tliU  7 
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O  Lord,  the  inlot*8  pait  pofimn. 
And  guard  and  guide  me  tiuou^  the^torm ; 
Defend  me  from  eadi  tfazeat*ning  Ul, 
OmtioL  the  waves,  say,  *  Peace,  be  stilL' 

Amidst  the  roaring  of  the  sea, 
My  soul  stiU  hangs  her  hope  on  thee ; 
Thy  constant  bve,  thy  fiumfid  care. 
Is  all  that  saves  me  ficom  despair. 

Dangers  of  every  shape  and  name 
Attend  the  followers  of  the  Lamb, 
Who  leave  the  world's  deceitful  shore, 
And  leave  it  to  return  no  more. 

Though  tempest-tossM  and  half  a  wreck. 
My  Saviour  through  the  floods  I  seek ; 
Let  neither  winds  nor  stormy  main 
Force  back  my  shattered  bark  ag^n. 


SUBMISSION. 

O  Lord,  my  best  desire  Ailfll, 

And  help  me  to  resi£;n 
Life,  health,  and  com&rt,  to  thy  will. 

And  make  thy  pleasure  mine. 

Why  should  I  shrink  at  thy  command. 
Whose  love  forbids  my  fears  ? 

Or  tremble  at  ihe  gracious  hand 
That  wipes  away  my  tears  ? 

No,  rather  let  me  freely  yield 
What  most  I  prize  to  Thee ; 

Who  never  hast  a  good  withheld. 
Or  wilt  withhold  firom  me. 

Thy  &vour,  all  my  journey  through 
Thou  art  engaged  to  grant ; 

What  else  I  want,  or  think  I  do, 
^is  better  still  to  want 

2T2 
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Wisdom  and  mmj  gnUe  my  w«f , 

ShiU  I  i«ut  tiiem  boA  ? 
A  poor  blind  emtote  of  a  diy. 

And  cnuh*d  bdbfe  the  modi  I 

But  ah!  mj  innard  spizit  dies. 

Still  bind  me  to  thr  sway ; 
Else  the  next  dood  that  Teilt  the  skicB, 

Drives  all  these  thou^its  sway. 


STANZAS 

Sutjoined  to  the  Yearly  BiU  of  Mortaliiy  of  HnB 

Parish  ofAU-iSfakUs,  NorffuunpUm^^ 

Amn  Homiftl,  1787. 


PiUida  Mon  Bqno  ptdsat  pede  penpenim  tabemas, 

Bcgmnqae  tncm.  H<naoe. 

Pila  Death  with  eqoal  fiwt  ttziket  wide  the  door 
Of  rojal  halls,  ana  ho«d«  off  the  poor. 


While  thirteen  moons  saw  smoothly  nm 

The  Nen's  baige-laden  wave. 
An  these,  life's  rambling  journey  dooey 

Have  £Dund  theiz  home,  the  grave. 

Was  man  (frail  always  made  more  final 

Than  in  foregoinff  years? 
Did  famine  or  md  j^ague  prevail. 

That  so  much  death  appears  ? 

No;  these  were  vig'ioas  as tiieir  sires, 

Nor  plague  nor  lunine  came : 
This  annual  tribute  Death  requires. 

And  never  waves  his  daim. 

Like  crowded  forest-trees  we  stand, 

And  some  axe  maik'd  toiaQ ; 
The  axe  will  smite  at  God*8  command^ 

And  soon  shall  smite  us  alL 

*  CompoMMl  for  Joha  eis»  pttWi  dakk  arileMiimF**"^ 
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With  its  new  ftlkge  on. 
The  gay,  the  thwighdMi»  hsve  I  seen* 

I  pa«*d  ■  and  &f  wcm  gone. 

Read«  to  that  nin,  the  awfiil  truth 

With  which  I  diarge  my  page  i 
A  woim  11  in  the  bud  of  youths 

And  at  the  root  of  age. 

No  pNMttt  health  can  healdi  cnime 

For  yet  an  hour  to  come ; 
No  med'dne,  tfaoufl^  it  oft  can  cme. 

Can  alwayf  baulk  the  tomb. 

AndOl  that  humble  at  my  lot. 

And  eoQtn'd  at  if  my  atrain« 
These  tnitha,  thou^  known,  too  much  fotgot* 

I  may  not  teach  m  vain. 

So  prays  your  derk  with  aU  his  heart. 

And  ere  he  quits  the  pen. 
Begs  you  for  once  to  take  his  pait. 

And  answer  alU^Amen ! 


ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION, 

For  ihe  year  1788. 


Compaocra  aqaua,   C«ten  flumlnlf 
Mtuftraitaf;  a 

v.ftraUl 


Could  I,  from  Hear'n  in^*d,  as  sure  presage 
To  whoill  the  rising  year  shall  prore  hu  last, 

Af  I  can  number  in  my  punctual  page. 
And  item  down  th«  victims  of  the  past ; 
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How  eadi  would  ticmbliiiff  wak  the  moumfiil  di^et. 
On  whidi  the  preM  m^t  etamphnn  next  to  die; 

And,  reading  here  his  tentenoe,  how  replete 

With  anxiout  meMBDg,  Ueav*nwaid  turn  his  eye ! 

Time  then  would  seem  more  predous  than  the  joys, 
In  which  he  sports  away  the  treasure  now ; 

And  pray*r  more  seasonable  than  the  noise 
Of  drunkards,  or  the  music-drawing  bow. 

Then  doubtless  many  a  trifler,  on  the  brink 
Of  this  wotld*s  hazardous  and  headlonff  shore, 

Forced  to  a  pause,  would  fisel  it  good  to  &ink. 
Told  that  his  setting  sun  must  rise  no  more. 

Ah  sdf-deoeivM !  Could  T  prophetic  say 
Who  next  is  fiUed,  and  -wbo  next  to  &J1^ 

The  rest  mi^t  then  seem  privileged  to  play  $ 
But,  nammg  none^  the  Voioenow  qwaks  to  ALL, 

Observe  the  dappled  fbresterS,  how  light 
They  bound  and  airy  o*er  the  sunny  gjlade  « 

One  falls    the  rest,  wide-«catter*d  with  affii^t. 
Vanish  at  once  into  the  darkest  shades 

Had  we  their  wisdom,  diould  we,  often  wam'd. 
Still  need  repeated  warnings,  and  at  last, 

A  thousand  awrol  admonitions  80om*d, 
Die  self-accus'd  of  life  run  all  to  waste? 

Sad  waste !  for  which  no  after-thrift  atones. 

The  grave  admits  no  cure  for  guilt  m  sin ; 
Dew-drops  may  deck  the  turf  that  hides  the  bones, 

But  tears  of  godly  grief  ne*er  flow  within. 

Learn  then,  ye  livins !  by  the  mouths  be  tau^t 
Of  all  those  sepuldnes,  instnictors  true^ 

That,  soon  or  late,  death  also  is  your  lot. 
And  the  next  opening  grave  may  yawn  for  yoa 
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ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION, 
For  the  year  1789. 


— Pladdaqo*  lU  dammn  norta  qolnlt.       Ttaf* 
Then  calm  at  kagth  h*  bnath'd  his  ■ool  awiqr> 


*  O  K08T  ddig^tM  hour  by  man 

*  Experienc'd  how  b«low, 

*  The  hour  that  teiminates  his  span, 

*  His  fidfy,  and  his  wo  1 

<  Worlds  should  not  bribe  me  back  to  tread 

*  Again  life*s  dreary  waste, 

*  To  see  again  my  day  o'enpread 

«  With  all  the  gloomy  past. 

<  My  home  henceforth  is  in  the  skies, 

<  Earth,  seas,  and  son,  adiea ! 

*  All  Hea¥*n  unfolded  to  mv  eyes, 

*  I  have  no  sight  for  you.' 

So  spake  Aspasio,  firm  possenM 

Ci  &ith's  supportinff  rod. 
Then  breath'd  ms  soul  into  its  rest. 

The  bosom  of  his  God. 

He  was  a  man  among  the  few 

Sincere  on  Tixtue's  side ; 
And  an  his  strength  from  Scnpture  drew. 

To  hourly  use  appfied. 

That  nde  he  pxit *d,  by  thai  he  fb«r*d, 

He  hated,  bop'df  and  )of*d ; 
Nor  ever  frownM,  or  sad  appeared. 

But  when  his  heart  had  rov*d. 

For  he  was  frail,  as  thou  or  I, 
And  evil  ^elt  within  s 
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But,  when  he  fdt  it,  heay*d  a  ag^. 
And  kMth'd  the  tfaon^t  of  an. 

Such  liv'd  Aspasao ;  and  at  last 
Ca]l*d  up  mm  Earth  to  Heav^, 

The  gulf  of  death  triumi^iant  pass'd. 
By  gaka  of  hkaaing  dnv^ 

His  jof9  he  mine,  each  Reader  cries. 
When  mj  last  hour  aiiives : 

They  shall  he  yoon,  my  V  oae  leplki. 
Such  only  he  your  Uvo. 


ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION, 
For  Ute  year  1790. 

Ne  oammancntan  nda  ^ome.    Bodiaim. 
DopiMnoC  my  good  oounML 

He  who  ats  from  day  to  day. 
Where  the  prisoned  lark  is  hung. 

Heedless  of  his  knidest  krav 
Hardly  knows  that  he  has  sung. 

Where  the  watchman  in  his  round 
Ni^tly  lifts  his  voice  on  hig^. 

None,  accustomed  to  the  sound. 
Wakes  the  sooner  for  his  cry. 

So  your  verse-man  I,  and  derk. 
Yearly  in  my  song  proclaim 

Death  at  hand^— yoiusdves  his  marifr^ 
And  the  Ii9e*s  unening  aim. 

Duly  at  my  time  I  come, 

Puhlishmg  to  all  aloud- 
Soon  the  grave  must  he  your  home. 

And  your  only  suit,  a.  shroud* 
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But  the  monitory  strain^ 

Oft  repeated  in  your  ears. 
Seems  to  sound  too  much  in  rain. 

Wins  no  notice,  wakes  no  fears. 

Can  a  tradi,  by  all  oonfessM 
Of  such  magnitu^  and  weight, 

Grow,  by  being  oft  impressed. 
Trivial  as  a  paizot's  prate  ? 

Pleasnze's  caQ  attention  wins. 

Hear  it  often  as  we  may ; 
New  as  ever  seem  our  sins. 

Though  committed  ev*ry  day* 

Death  and  Judgment,  Heav*n  and  Hell- 

These  alone,  so  often  heard. 
No  more  move  us  than  the  bdl. 

When  some  stnmger  is  interr*d. 

0  then,  ere  the  turf  or  tomb 

Cover  us  fiom  ev'ry  eye. 
Spirit  of  instruction  come. 

Make  us  learn,  that  we  must  die. 


ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION, 
For  the  year  1792. 


PeHx,  qui  potnlt  ramm  cogntMoen  eaiin% 
AtmM  matos  ouiim  et  inBsnUI*  fittun 
SuOmU  padlbui,  itMiiitamqiae  Achoontla  avari 
Vtarg. 
namf  <!>•  nustal,  wbo  hu  trac'd  effbcU 
To  their  first  cmiae,  east  fear  benaatfa  his  ftftt. 
And  Daalh  and  nasfaig  Hell's  vocaiiow  fins : 


Thankless  for  favours  filom  on  high, 
Man  thinks  he  fedes  too  soon  ; 

Thou^  'tis  his  privil^e  to  die. 
Would  he  improve  the  boon. 
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But  he,  not  wise  enough  to  scan 

His  blest  oonoems  aridlit. 
Would  glacO^  Btxetcfa  li&*s  Etde  span 

To  ages,  if  he  might. 

To  ages  in  a  wodd  of  {Non, 

To  ages,  where  he  goes 
GaU'd  by  afflicdon's  heavy  chains 

And  hopeUas  of  repose. 

Strange  fondness  of  the  htmian  heart. 

Enamoured  of  its  haim  ! 
Strange  world,  that  eosts  it  so  modi  8mait» 

And  still  has  pow*r  to  chann. 

Whence  has  the  wodd  her  magic  pow*r  ? 

Why  deem  we  death  a  foe  ? 
Recoil  from  weary  life's  best  hour. 

And  covet  longer  wo  ? 

The  cause  is  Coosdenoe-^Consdence  oft 

Her  tale  of  guilt  renews  s 
Her  voice  is  terrible  though  soft. 

And  dicad  of  death  ensues. 

Then  anxious  to  be  bDip  spar'd 
Man  mourns  his  fleeting  breath : 

All  evils  then  seem  lig^t,  eompai'd 
With  the  approadi  of  Death. 

'Tis  judgment  shakes  him ;  there's  (he  £ear» 
That  prompts  the  wish  to  stay  $ 

He  has  mc«rr*d  a  long  anear, 
And  must  despair  to  pay. 

Pay  /—follow  Christ,  and  all  is  paid } 
His  death  your  peace  ensures ; 

Think  on  the  grave  where  ^  was  hid. 
And  calm  descend  to  yoisn. 
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ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION, 

For  the  year  1793. 


De  SBcris  autem  btec  sit  ana  aent^ntia,  ut  comeirentur. 

But  let  ns  aU  concur  in  tUs  aomwrnVlmmt,  that  tMnp  taeied  be 
ftiTloiate. 


He  lives,  who  lives  to  God  alone, 

And  all  are  dead  beside ; 
For  other  source  than  God  is  none 

Whence  Hfe  can  be  supplied. 

To  live  to  God  is  to  requite 

His  love  as  best  we  may ; 
To  make  his  precepts  our  deligbt. 

His  prombes  our  stay. 

But  life,  within  a  nanow  ring 

Of  giddy  jovs  compris*d. 
Is  £fdaely  namM,  and  no  such  things 

But  rather  death  disguised. 

Can  life  in  them  deserve  the  name. 

Who  only  live  to  prove 
For  what  poor  toys  mey  can  disdwn 

An  endless  life  above? 

Who,  much  diseased,  yet  nothing  fed  ; 

Much  menaced,  nothing  dread  $ 
Have  wounds,  which  only  God  can  heal» 

Yet  never  ask  his  aid  ? 

Who  deem  his  house  a  usdess  place. 
Faith,  want  of  common  sense ; 

And  ardour  in  the  Christian  race, 
A  hypocrite^s  pretence  ? 

2U 
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Wbo  trample  Older ;  and  the  day. 
Which  God  asserts  his  own. 

Dishonour  with  unhallowM  play 
And  wordiip  diance  alone  ? 

If  leom  of  God*8  oonmiands,  impressed 

On  word  and  deed,  fmplj 
The  better  part  of  man  mihless^d 

With  life  that  cannot  die: 

Such  want  it,  and  that  want,  mmnrM 
Tin  man  resigns  his  breath. 

Speaks  btwi  a  criminal,  assor'd 
Of  ereilasting  deedu 

Sad  period  to  a  pleasant  eouise ! 

Yet  so  will  God  repay 
Sabbaths  profim*d  without  remorse^ 

And  meny  cast  awajr. 


INSCRIPTION 

FOR  THE  TOHB  OF  MR  HAHTLTOH. 

Pause  here,  and  think ;  a  monitory  rhime 
Demands  one  moment  of  thy  fleeting  time. 

Consult  life's  nlent  dodc,  (by  boundii^  vein ; 
Seems  it  to  say — <  Health  hete  has  long  to  reign  ?* 
Hast  thou  the  vigour  of  thy  youth  ?  an  eye 
That  beams  deli^  ?  a  heart  untauriit  to  sigh  ? 
Yet  fear.    Youth,  ofttimes  healthful  and  at  ease. 
Anticipates  a  day  if  never  sees ; 
And  many  a  tomb,  like  Jffaimlton^  aloud 
Exclaims,  *  Prepare  thee  for  an  early  shxoud.* 
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EPITAPH  ON  A  HARE. 

Hbae  lieSv  whom  hound  did  ne'er  pursue, 
Nor  swifter  greyhoimd  follow, 

Whose  fbot  ne'er  tainted  morning  dew, 
Nor  ear  heard  huntsman's  hallo'. 

Old  Tinejr,  surliest  of  his  kind. 
Who,  nurs'd  with  tender  care. 

And  to  domestic  hounds  oonfin'd, 
Was  still  a  wild  Jack-hare. 

Though  duly  from  my  hand  he  took 

His  pittance  ev'iy  nigiht. 
He  did  it  with  a  jealous  look. 

And,  when  he  could,  would  bite. 

His  diet  was  of  wheaten  bread. 
And  milk,  and  oats,  and  straw ; 

Thistles,  or  lettuces  instead. 
With  sand  to  scour  his  maw. 

On  twigs  oi  hawthorn  he  regal'd. 

On  pippins'  russet  ped. 
And,  when  his  juicy  salads  fail'd, 

Slic'd  carrot  pleas'd  him  wdL 

A  Turkey  carpet  was  his  lawn. 

Whereon  he  lov'd  to  bound. 
To  skip  and  gambol  like  a  &wn. 

And  swing  his  rump  around. 

His  frisking  was  at  ev'ning  hours, 

For  then  he  lost  his  fear. 
But  most  before  approaching  show'rs. 

Or  when  a  storm  drew  near. 

Eight  years  and  five  round-rolling  moons 

He  thus  saw  steal  away. 
Dozing  out  all  his  idle  noons, 

And  ev'ry  night  at  play. 
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I  kq>t  him  for  his  humour^s  sake. 

For  he  would  oft  bepoile 
My  heart  of  thoughts*  that  made  it  ache^ 

And  fbrce  me  to  a  smile. 

But  now  heneath  his  wahiut  shade 

He  finds  his  long  last  home. 
And  watts,  in  snug  conceahncnt  laid, 

TQl  gentler  Puss  shall  oomei 

He,  stiU  more  aged,  feels  the  shocks. 
Prom  which  no  care  can  save. 

And,  partner  once  of  Tlney's  hoz. 
Must  soon  partake  his  grave. 


EPITAPHIUM  ALTERUM, 

Hie  etiam  jacet, 

Qni  totum  novennium  viidt. 

Puss. 

Sste  paulisper. 

Qui  praeteritums  es, 

£t  tecum  sic  repoti^- 

Hunc  neque  cams  venaticua* 

Nee  prambum  mis^e, 

Neclaqueus, 

Nee  imbres  u|mii, 

Confeceret 

Tamen  mortuus  esU« 

Etmoiiarego. 
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The  fiUkyanng  Account  of  the  Treatment  qf  hu 
Hares  wu  interted  by  Mr  Coxvper  in  the  Gentle^ 
trumps  Magazine f  whenoe  it  it  transcribed. 

In  the  year  1774,  being  much  mdisposed  both  in 
mind  and  body,  incapable  of  diverting  myself  either 
with  company  or  books,  and  jret  in  a  condition  that 
made  some  diversion  necessary,  I  was  glad  of  any 
thinp  that  would  engage  my  attention  without  fa- 
tigumg  it.  The  child^  or  a  neighbour  of  mine 
had  a  leveret  given  them  for  a  pla3rthing ;  it  was  at 
that  time  about  three  months  old.  Understanding 
better  how  to  tease  the  poor  creature  than  to  feed  it, 
and  soon  becoming  weary  of  their  charge,  they  read- 
ily consented  that  their  &ther,  who  saw  it  pining 
and  growing  leaner  every  day,  should  ofier  it  to  my 
acceptance.  I  was  willing  enough  to  take  the  pris- 
oner under  my  protection,  perceiving  that,  in  the 
management  of  such  an  animal,  and  m  the  attempt 
to  tame  it,  I  should  find  just  that  sort  of  employ- 
ment whidi  m^  case  required.  It  was  soon  known 
among  the  neighbours  that  I  was  pleased  with  the 
present ;  and  me  consequence  was,  that  in  a  short 
time  I  had  as  many  leverets  offered  to  me  as  would 
have  stocked  a  paddock.  I  imdertook  the  care  of 
three,  which  it  is  necessary  that  I  should  here  dis- 
tinguish by  the  names  I  gave  them — Puss,  Tiney, 
and  Bess.  Notwithstandmg  the  two  feminine  ap- 
pellatives, I  must  inform  you  that  they  were  all 
males.  Immediately  commencing  carpenter,  I  built 
them  houses  to  sleep  in ;  each  had  a  separate  apart- 
ment, so  contrived,  that  their  ordure  would  pass 
through  the  bottom  of  it ;  an  earthen  pan  placed 
under  each  received  whatsoever  fell,  which  being 
duly  emptied  and  washed,  they  were  thus  kept  per- 
fecdy  sweet  and  dean.  In  the  day-time  they  bad 
the  range  of  a  hall,  and  at  night  retired  each  to  his 
own  bed,  never  intruding  into  that  of  another. 
2u2 
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Puss  grew  presently  fiiinfliar,  would  leap  mfeo  my 
Ia^,  raise  himself  upon  his  hinder  feet,  and  bite  tiw 
hiur  from  my  temples.  He  would  sufo  me  to  take 
him  up,  and  to  canr  him  about  in  my  armsf  and 
has  more  than  once  nllen  &8t  asleep  upon  my  knee^ 
He  was  iU  three  days,  during  which  time  I  nuned 
him,  kept  him  apfurt  from  his  fidlows,  that  they 
might  not  molest  him  (for,  like  nuHiy  other'  wild 
animals,  they  persecute  one  of  their  own  spetaes 
that  is  sick),  and  by  ctmstant  cue,  and  trying  him 
with  a  yariety  of  nerbs,  restored  him  to 
heallh*  No  creature  could  be  more  j 
my  patient  after  his  reoorery ;  a  i 
he  moet  significantly  expressed  by  licking  my  hand, 
first  the  bMk  of  it,  then  the  palm,  then  eycfy  finger 
separately,  then  between  all  the  fingers,  as  if  anx- 
ious to  lotve  no  part  of  it  unsahited ;  a  oenmoay 
which  he  neyer  peifoxmed  bat  once  again  upon  a 
aimi]ftT  Qccasion*  Finding  him  extremely  liattsMn, 
I  made  it  my  custom  to  cany  him  always  after  fareik> 
fitft  into  (he  garden,  where  he  hid  hixnadf  genenSy 
under  the  leaves  of  a  cucumber  yine,  doping  or 
diewing  &e  cud  till  eyening ;  in  the  leayea  also  of 
that  yine  he  foun^  a  fiiyourite  repast  I  had  atl 
kng  habituated  hkn  to  this  taste  of  liberty,  bcfcie 
he  began  to  be  impatient  for  the  return  of  the  taie 
when  he  mi^t  enjoy  it  He  would  invite  me  to 
the  garden  by  drumming  upon  my  knee^  and  by  a 
look  of  sndi  expression,  as  it  waa  not  poasifale  to 
mismtezpret  If  this  ihetoric  did  not  immwiislily 
succeed,  he  would  take  the  skirt  of  my  coat  between 
lus  teeth  and  puU  at  it  with  all  his  forob  Urns 
Pttss  mi^t  be  said  to  be  pezfocdy  tamed,  the  shy- 
ness  of  lus  nature  was  done  away,  and  on  the  wh^ 
ft  was  visible  by  many  symptoms,  which  I  have  not 
room  to  enumerate,  mat  he  was  happier  in  human 
society,  than  when  shut  up  with  his  nataral  comp^ 
nions. 

Not  so  Tlney:  tmon  him  (he  kindest  toeatnat 
had  not  the  least  ettfect     He  too  was  iickr  and  in 
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>  hud  t»  fqusl  there  oi  my  attention  } 
hut  if«  after  his  Bwoveiy,  I  took  the  liberhr  to  stroke 
him*  be  vould  gnmt»  i^e  with  his  fore  feet,  spring 
Ibrw4i4)  «nd  bit«.  He  wa«  however  very  entertain- 
ia^  in  ibis  wey ;  even  his  cutliness  was  matter  of 
nnrtli;  and  in  his  play  he  preserved  such  an  air  of 
gnivit|F»  and  performed  his  feats  with  such  a  solem- 
Bsty  of  maanor*  that  in  him  too  I  had  an  agreeable 


,  who  died  soon  after  he  was  fiiU  ^wn,  and 
whose  death  was  occasioned  by  his  being  turned 
jftto  hifl  box,  which  had  been  washed,  wMe  it  was 
jdt  dane^,  was  a  hare  of  great  humour  and  drollery. 
PuM'  wee  tamed  by  gentle  usage ;  Tiney  was  not  to 
be  lamed  at  all;  and  Bess  had  a  courage  and  con- 
fidence that  made  him  tame  finm  the  beginning.  J 
«hrays  admitted  them  into  the  parlour  tihex  sum)er, 
when*  the  carpet  afifoiding  their  feet  a  firm  hold, 
they  W0uld  fiask*  and  boimd,  and  play  a  thousand 
fHabols*  in  which  Bess*  being  rouarkably  strong 
and  fcarleae,  was  always  simeiior  to  the  rest,  and 
peved  himsdf  the  Vestris  of  the  party.  One  even- 
ing the  cat,  being  in  the  room,  had  the  hardiness  to 
pat  Bess  upon  the  cheek,  an  indignity  which  he  re- 
eented  bywimming  upon  her  back  with  such  vio- 
ioMX,  that  the  eat  was  nappy  to  escape  firom  under 
his  paws,  and  hide  hetiel£ 

I  describe  these  animals  as  having  each  a  charac- 
ter jq£  his  own.  Such  they  were  in  fact,  and  their 
eoufltenanees  wexe  so  expressive  of  ihat  character, 
that*  when  I  looked  only  on  the  fiice  of  either,  I 
inunediately  knew  whidi  it  was.  It  is  said  that  a 
fhephfzd,  however  numerous  his  flock;  soon  becomes 
to  ftmiliax  with  their  features,  that  he  can,  by  that 
indication  only,  distinguish  each  ^m  all  the  rest ; 
and.yet^  to  a  common  observer,  the  difference  is 
hwdly  penoeptihle.  I  doubt  not  that  the  same  dis- 
crimination in  the  cast  of  countenances  would  be 
diflooveeablB  in  hares,  and  am  persuaded  that  among 
a  thousand  of  themf  no  two  amid  be  found  exactly 
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dmilar:  a  drcunutanoe  little  suqtected  by  those 
who  haye  not  had  opportunity  to  dbsarve  it  These 
creatures  have  a  singular  sagacity  in  discovering 
the  minutest  alteration  that  is  made  in  the  place  to 
which  they  are  accustomed,  and  instantly  appty 
their  nose  to  the  examination  of  a  new  object  A 
small  hole  being  burnt  in  the  carpet*  it  was  mended 
with  a  patch,  and  that  patch  in  a  mcmient  under- 
went the  strictest  scrutmy.  They  seem  too  to  be 
very  much  directed  by  the  smdl  in  the  choice  of 
their  favourites :  to  some  persons,  though  they  saw 
them  daily,  they  could  never  be  reconciled,  and 
would  even  scream  when  they  attempted  to  toudi 
them ;  but  a  miller  coming  in  engaged  their  affec- 
tions at  once ;  his  powdered  coat  h»l  charms  diat 
were  irresistible.  It  is  no  wonder  diat  my  intimate 
acquaintance  with  Ihese  spedmeos  of  the  kind  has 
tai^t  me  to  hold  the  sportsman's  amusement  in 
abhorrence ;  he  little  knows  what  amiable  creatures 
he  persecutes,  of  what  gratitude  they  are  capi^le, 
how  cheerful  they  are  in  their  spirits,  what  enjoy- 
ment th^  have  of  life,  and  that,  impressed  as  they 
seem  with  a  peculiar  dread  of  man,  it  is  only  b^ 
cause  man  gives  them  peculiar  cause  for  it 

That  I  may  not  be  tedious,  I  will  just  give  a  short 
summary  of  mose  articles  of  diet  that  suit  them  best 

I  take  it  to  be  a  general  o^nion  that  they  graze, 
but  it  is  an  erroneous  one,  at  least  grass  is  not  their 
staple ;  they  seem  rather  to  use  it  medicinally,  soon 
auitting  it  for  leaves  of  almost  any  kind.  Sow- 
uistle,  dandelion,  and  lettuce,  are  their  fovourite 
v^;etables,  e^edally  the  last  I  discovered  by  ac- 
cident, that  nne  white  sand  is  in  great  estimation 
with  them ;  I  suppose  as  a  digestive.  It  happened 
that  I  was  cleaning  a  bird-cage  while  the  hares  were 
with  me ;  I  placed  a  pot  filled  with  such  sand  upon 
the  floor,  which  being  at  once  directed  to  by  a  strong 
instinct,  they  devoured  voraciously ;  since  that  time 
I  have  gen^nlly  taken  care  to  see  them  well  siq>- 
plied  with  it     They  account  green  com  a  deficacy. 
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txKh  bladf  and  stalk,  Init  the  ear  they  sdcUan  eat; 
stimv  of  apy  kind,  especially  wheat-straw,  is  ano- 
ther of  their  dainties ;  th^  will  feed  greedily  upon 
oats,  but  if  furnished  witn  dean  straw  never  want 
^em ;  it  serves  them  also  ^r  a  bed,  and,  if  diaken 
up  daily,  will  be  kept  sweet  and  dry  for  a  consider- 
able time.  Thej  do  not  Indeed  require  aiomatio 
herbs,  but  will  eat  a  small  quantity  of  them  with 
great  relish,  and  are  particularly  fond  of  the  plant 
called  mudc ;  they  seem  to  resemble  sheep  in  this, 
that,  if  their  pasture  be  too  succulent,  they  are  very 
subject  to  the  irot  t  to  prevent  which,  I  alwa3rs  made 
bread  their  principal  nourishment,  and,  filling  a  pan 
with  it  cut  mto  small  squares,  placed  it  every  even- 
ing in  their  chambers,  nir  they  feed  only  at  evening 
and  in  the  night :  during  the  winter,  when  vegeta- 
bles were  not  to  be  got,  I  mingled  this  mess  of  bread 
with  shreds  of  carrot,  adding  to  it  the  rind  of  apples 
cut  extremely  thin ;  for,  though  they  are  fond  of 
the  paring,  the  apple  itsdf .  disgusts  them.  These 
however  not  heme  a  sufficient  substitute  for  the 
juice  of  summer  herbs,  they  must  at  this  time  be 
supplied  with  water ;  but  so  placed,  that  they  can- 
not overset  it  into  their  beds.  I  must  not  omit,  that 
occasionally  they  are  much  pleased  with  twigs  of 
hawthorn,  and  oi  the  common  brier,  eating  even  the 
very  wood  when  it  is  of  considerable  thickness. 

Bess,  I  have  said,  died  young ;  Tiney  lived  to  be 
nine  years  old,  and  died  at  last,  I  have  reason  to 
think,  of  some  hurt  in  his  loins  by  a  £dl ;  Puss  is 
still  living,  and  has  just  completed  his  tenth  year, 
discovering  no  signs  of  decay,  nor  even  of  age,  ex- 
cq>t  that  he  is  grown  more  discreet  and  less  frolic- 
some than  he  was.  I  cannot  conclude  without  ob- 
serving, that  I  have  ktely  introduced  a  dog  to  his 
acqiiftintancf,  a  spaniel  that  had  never  seen  a  hare 
to  9  hare  that  ha^  never  seen  a  spaniel  I  did  it 
with  gre^t  caution,  but  there  was  no  tesl  need  of  it. 
Puss  discovered  no  token  of  fear,  nor  Marquis  the 
least  symptom  of  hostility.    There  is  Aerefore,  it 
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iSimild  seem,  nc  natuftd  antipaihy  between  dog  and' 
bare,  but  the  punuit  of  the  one  oocaaons  tlie  flight 
of  the  other,  and  the  dog  pursues  because  he  is 
trained  to  it ;  they  eat  br^  at  the  same  time  out 
of  the  same  hand,  and  are  in  all  respects  sociable 
and  friendly. 

I  should  not  do  complete  jtistiGe  to  my  subject, 
did  I  not  add,  that  they  have  no  ill  scent  bdonging 
to  them,  that  they  are  ind^atigably  nice  in  keeping 
themsdves  dean,  for  which  uurpoee  nature  has  fur- 
nished them  with  a  brush  unaer  eadi  foot ;  and  that 
they  are  never  infested  by  any  vermin. 

May  28, 1784w 

Memorandum  fiund  among  Mr  Cooper^ s  papers, 

Tuesday,  Mardi  9, 178& 
This  day  died  poor  Puss,  aged  eleven  years  devca 
months.     He  died  between  twdve  and  one  at  noon* 
of  meve  old  age,  and  apparently  without  pain. 


THE  END. 


Printed  by  Oliver  &  Bdyd, 
Tweeddale  Court,  High  Street,  Edinburgh. 
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